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HOW CHOPIN CAME TO REMSEN 


By Edward S. Van Zile 
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he greatest re- 
have agreed to 
lic all the de- 
known to me, 
mingly miracu- 
average man 
Tom! He was 
1atic, well-bal- 
lawyer and club- 
fe, his profes- 
sion and his friends! Sut now, alas, 
ities demand 
entation of his 
censure into sym- 


ious gossip into either 


ievoted t 


case 
hat shall 


pathy and n 


he | 


ence or tru 


it 
Iam forced to admit at the outset 


that Tom is justified in attributing his 
ament to my own fond- 
He had protested, 
against the series 
I had planned to 


present pt! 


an awful nuisance, my 

remarked, gloomily, 

pealingly across the 
table at which we were dining en 
téte-a-téte ‘‘Why not substitute 
bridge whist in place of the music? 
Why will you insist on asking a lot 
of people who don’t care a rap for 
anything but ragtime to listen to your 
high-priced soloists? A musical, 
Winifred, is both expensive and tire- 
some.” 


‘* What a Phili 


gazing at 


stine you are, Tom!” 
I exclaimed, protestingly, knowing, 
however, that my dear old pachy- 
derm would not wince at the epithet 
I had hurled at him across the 
board. Tom’s vocabulary is not large, 
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and possesses a legal rather than a 
Biblical flavor. 

‘*What's a Philistine?” he asked, 
indifferently. ‘‘If it’s a fellow who 
objects to inviting a lot o’ people that 
he doesn’t like to listen to a lot o’ 
playing and singing that ‘hey don’t 
like, well, then, I’m it. But what’s 
the use of my getting out an injunc- 
If you’ve made up your mind 
to give these musicals, Winifred, I 
might as well quash my appeal. I’ve 
no standing in this court.’ 

One of the advantages of living 
with a man for ten years is that one 
is eventually confronted by a most 
fascinating problem. ‘*‘Why did I 
marry him?” is a question that adds a 
keen zest to existence. We derive a 
new interest in life from the hope 
that the future may provide us with 
an answer to this query. I can re- 
member now, to my sorrow, that I 
gazed across the table at Tom’s heavy, 
immobile face, and longed for some 
radical, perhaps supernatural change 
in the man that should render him 
more congenial to me, more sympa- 
thetic, less practical, matter-of-fact, 
commonplace. A m»>ment later I felt 
ashamed of myself for the disloyalty 
of my wish. It may be that subse- 
quent events were preordained as a 
punishment to me for the internal 
discontent to which I had temporarily 
succumbed. 

‘*Tom doesn’t look quite fit, my 
dear,” remarked Mrs. Jack Van Cor- 
lear to me early in the evening of my 
first—and last—musical. ‘Is he 
working too hard? Jack tells me that 
Tom has been made counsel for the 
Pepper and Salt Trust.” 
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‘It’s not that,” I answered, lightly, 
glancing at Tom and noting the un- 
usual pallor of his too fleshy face. 
‘*He’s expecting an evening of tor- 
ture, you know. Hehatesmusic. He 
can’t tell a nocturne from a ballad 
and they both tormenthim. But he’s 
an awfully good fellow, isn’t he? See, 
he’s trying to talk to Signor Turino. 
I hope he'll remember that Verdi 
didn’t write ‘Lohengrin.’ I’ve been 
coaching Tom for several days, but 
it’s hard, my dear Mrs. Jack, to make 
a man who doesn’t play or sing a note 
remember that the Moonlight Sonata 
is not from Gounod’s ‘Faust,’ and 
that it’s bad form to ask Mlle. Vanoni 
if she admires ‘ Florodora.’” 

My duties as hostess and the pro- 
nounced success of the earlier num- 
bers of my program led me presently 
to forget Tom’s existence. He had 
been cruelly unjust to my guests in 
asserting that they would prefer rag- 
time to the classics. The applause 
that had rewarded the efforts of both 
Turino and Vanoni had been spon- 
taneous and genuine. Signorina 
Molatti had created an actual furor 
with her violin solo, intensified, no 
doubt, by her marvelous beauty. It 
was Molatti’s success that presently 
recalled Tom to my reluctant con- 
sciousness. As the dark-eyed, fervid 
young woman responded smilingly to 
an insistent encore, I caught a glimpse 
of my wunimpressionable husband, 
standing erect at the rear of the 
crowded music-room and watching 
the girl’s every movement with eyes 
alight with interest and approval. I 
had not seen his unresponsive coun- 
tenance so animated before in years. 
Mrs. Jack Van Corlear had followed 
my glance, and a mischievous smile 
was in her face as she leaned toward 
me. 

‘*Perhaps Tom is more 
than you imagine, my 
whispered, maliciously. 

**Do you think it’s the violin?” I 
returned, laughingly, ashamed of the 
feeling of annoyance that her playful 
pin-prick had given me. 

Jealous of Tom! The 
too absurd. 


musical 
dear,”” she 


idea 
I had so often wished to 


was 
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be, but his devotion to me had always 
been chronic and incurable. ‘‘ It’s 
really bad form,” I had once said to 
him; ‘‘your indifference to other 
women, Tom, causes comment. Over- 
emphasis is always vulgar. You un- 
derscore our conjugal bliss, my dear 
boy, in a way that has become a kind 
of silent reproach to other people. 
You must really have a mild flirtation 
now and then, Tom.” 

It seemed to me that the vivacious 
Molatti had noted Tom’s too apparent 
enthusiasm, for she smiled and nodded 
to him as she made ready to coax her 
Cremona into giving her silent audi- 
tors new proof of her most amazing 
genius. I, a lover of music, had been 
carried into unknown, blissful realms 
by the magic of her bow, my whole 
being throbbing with the joy of 
strange, weird harmonies that lured 
my errant soul away from earth, away 
from my duties as a hostess, my wor- 
ries as a wife. I came back to my 
music-room with a thump. Some- 
thing unusual, out of the common, 
was taking place, but at first I could 
not concentrate my faculties in a way 
to put me in touch with my environ- 
ment. Presently I realized that Sig- 
norina Molatti had left the dais and— 
could I believe my senses?—that Tom, 
brazenly, nonchalantly, before the 
gaze of two hundred wondering eyes, 
had seated himself at the piano. 

‘‘What'’s the matter with him?’ 
whispered Mrs. Van Corlear to me 
in an awe-stricken tone. 

‘*Wait,” I answered, irrelevantly; 
‘*maybe he won't do it.” 

‘*Do what?” she returned, almost 
hysterically. 

‘**T don’t know,” I gasped; and the 
thought flashed through my mind that 
possibly Tom had been drinking. 

There lay the hush of expectancy 
on the astonished throng. Here and 
there furtive glances were cast at my 
program cards in search of Tom's 
name on a little list made up wholly 
of world-famous artists. But the 
large majority of my guests knew 
as well as I that Tom had never 
touched a piano in his life, that his 
ignorance of music was as pronounced 
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as his detestation of it. 
have 


But he might 
been a Paderewski in his total 
of all awkwardness or self- 
consciousness as he sat motionless at 
the instrument for a moment, coolly 
surveying us all, in very truth like a 
master musician sure of himself and 
rejoicing in the delight that he was 
about to vouchsafe to his auditors. 

I cannot recall now without a shud- 
der the sensation that cut through my 
every nerve as Tom raised his large, 
pudgy hands above the keyboard, his 
small gray eyes turned toward the 
ceiling just above my throbbing head. 
He looked at that instant like the very 
incarnation of Philistinism poised to 
hurl down destruction on the centre 
of all harmonies. 

‘It’s revenge,” I groaned, under 
my breath, and felt Mrs. Jack’s cold 
hand creep into mine. 

Down came the paws of Nemesis, 
and lo, the injustice that I had done 
to Tom was revealed to me. His 
touch was masterly. I could not have 
been more amazed had I seen an ele- 
phant threading a needle. The whole 
episode was strangely blended of the 
uncanny and the realistic. I found 
myself noting the angle at which Tom 
held his chin. He always raised it 
thus when his man shaved him, his 
head thrown back and his eyes half- 
closed. 

Then gradually it dawned on me 
that I was taking keen delight in his 
rendition of that marvelous ballad 
in A flat major that Chopin dedicated 
to Mlle. de Noailles. There is noth- 
ing more thoroughly Chopinesque in 
all the master’s works than this per- 
fect exposition of the refined in art. 
Tom’s rendering of the lovely theme 
in F major, one of the most delicate 
in the world of music, thrilled me 
with startled admiration. But a chill 
came over me. What would he do 
with the section in C sharp minor, 
with its inverted dominant pedal in 
the right hand while the left is carry- 
ing on the theme? Without both 
skill and passion on the part of the 
performer the interpretation of this 
passage is certain to be commonplace. 
But hardly had this doubt assailed me 
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when I knew that Tom had triumphed 
over every obstacle of technique and 
temperament, that he was approach- 
ing the harmonic grandeur of the 
finale with the poise and power of 
genius in full control of itself and its 
medium. 

I have never fainted. Swooning 
went out of fashion long before my 
time, and I am devoted to the modern 
cult of self-control, but if it hadn’t 
been for Mrs. Jack, who is really fond 
of me at times, I think that the last 
bar of Tom’s Opus 47 would have 
seen my finish. The room had begun 
to whirl in a circle, like a merry-go- 
round in evening dress, when she 
steadied me by whispering: 

‘It’s all right, my dear. Tom wins 
by four lengths, well in hand.” 

I came to myself in the very centre 
of astorm of applause. Our guests 
had forgotten the conventionalities 
pertaining to a well-ordered musical. 
The men were on their feet, cheering. 
The women waved fans and handker- 
chiefs, and pelted Tom with violets 
and roses. The poor fellow sat at 
the piano in a half-dazed condition. 
A bunch of flowers, deftly thrown, 
struck him on the forehead, and he 
put his gifted hand to his brow as if 
he had just been recalled to con- 
sciousness. 

‘*Encore! Encore!” 
guests. Turino was gesticulating 
frantically, while Mlle. Vanoni and 
Signorina Molatti smiled and clapped 
their hands in exaggerated ecstasy. 

I was worried by the expression 
that had come into Tom’s face, and 
made my way quickly toward the 
piano. 

‘*Aren’t you well, my dear?” I 
asked, bending toward him, while 
the uproar behind me decreased a 
bit. 

‘‘What have I been doing, Wini- 
fred?” he asked, sheepishly, like one 
who wakens from a dream. ‘‘ Get 
one of your damned dagos to sing, 
will you? I’ve got to have a drink or 
die!” 

Standing erect abruptly, Tom cast 
a defiant glance at the chattering 
throng behind me and hurriedly 


cried our 
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last of my 

regret a 

was seri 
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Lit 


from 
I tory. 

ulternat 

] 
soda. On - 
emotions that had 
beset me during the evening became 
a wave of anger, sweeping over me 


with irresistible force 


ping 


stant the conflictin; 


ived me, Tom 
into a 
head 
his 
attentively. 
always pretended that 
knowledge of music. 
you that you 
even a bar of ‘ Yan- 
‘correctly. What a foseur 
And to-night, in a 
vulger, theatrical way you suddenly 
exhibit the most astonishing talent. 
There is not an amateur in the world, 
Tom, who can interpret Chopin with 
such sympathy, such perfection of 
technique, such reserved power as 
you di splayed this evening. You 
have placed me in a ridiculous posi- 
tion, and I can’t conceive of any 
reasonable motive for your unnatural 
Why, Tom—answer me! 
why have you concealed from 
me the fact that you are an accom- 
plished — yes, a brilliant musician? 


u aece 
j ink? 

a, Sinking 
my 
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untenance 
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‘*You have 
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Think of all the pleas hat we have 
lost in the last t 
Geceptt on and fal 
what 

broke 

creeping 

have 
passionate 


been cruel 


you choose t 
have drawn 
And your 
very fr 
Remsen, 
ward attitud 
my ignoran 
friends? 
either 


the y 


t 
band, hoarsely 
protestingly 


eviden 


I said, nt 
you say. oT here’s 
tween positive and 
I don’t think you’d 
erate falsehood, Tom 

There was something in 
ance at this 
to me a wounded 
Faeety he lighted 
and gazing at me steadily 

a Phe cold, hard tru is 
Winifred: I never tou the 
of a piano in my life until an hour 

I remember being drawn irre- 

sistibly to the instrument. What 
happened afterward I don’t know. 
The first thing that I can recall was 
being hit in the head with some fool 
woman’s bouquet. I remember say- 
ing, ‘No flowers, please,’ in a silly 
kind of way, but what it all meant I 
didn’t know, and I don’t know now. 
Do you?” 

I sat speechless, gazing at Tom in 
bewilderment. He had never, in-the 
twelve years of our betrothal and 


lis appear- 
Su ggest ed 
bay. 


1 
moment n 


ani 


this, 
keys 


‘nian 
ago. 





HOW CHOPIN 


marriage, told me anuntruth. I had 
often caught myself envying women 
hose husbands spiced the realism of 
mestic with a romantic tale 
and again. I know a woman 
ho derives great intellectual enjoy- 
ent from cross-questioning her 
sser half every twenty-four hours in 
1 effort to prove that nature designed 
r for a clever detective. She would 
ve drooped and died had she mar- 
d Tom. 
As I watched his honest face, pale 
yw and careworn, I realized that I 
is confronted by two explanations 
the present either one of 
hich was inconceivable. Tom had 
told me a deliberate lie, or a miracle, 
to use an unscientific word, had been 
wrought through forces the existence 

‘ which I had always denied. 

‘No, Tom, I don’t know what it 

eans,”’ lanswered presently. ‘‘ How 

1 you happen to choose the Chopin 

illad for your début?” 

I had not intended to hurt the poor 

llow’s feelings, but the change in 
from weariness to 
me with remorse. 

anything,” he 
muttered, reproachfully. ‘‘ If 1 made 
an ass of myself, Winifred, I was not 
responsible. What the deuce did I 
You haven’t told me—and I 
don't know.”’ 

By an effort of will I controlled the 
.ervous chill that was threatening me, 

aid, quietly: 

‘*Tom, you played Chopin’s Bal- 
lad No. 3, Opus 47, in a way that 
would have satisfied Chopin himself. 
No performer living could have 
equaled your rendition. It was mas- 
terly. 

Tom’s mouth fell open in amaze- 
ment. He closed it over a brandy 
and soda. ‘*I can’t believe it,” he 
setting down his glass and 
gazing at the smoke curling up from 
his cigar. ‘*‘Why, Winifred, the 

e’s absurd. I never heard the— 
what do you call it?—in my life. 
And if I'd listened to it every day for 
a year I couldn't play it. I couldn't 
even whistle it.” 

I laughed aloud hysterically. There 


life 


CTISIS, 


his expression 


wonderment filled 
‘*T didn't 


che 0se 


do? 
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was a ludicrous side to the situation, 
despite its uncanny features. 

‘* What are you laughing at, Wini- 
fred?” demanded Tom, angrily. ‘‘Is 
there anything funny about all this? 
It seems, if I can believe what .you 
say, that I made a kind of pianola of 
myself without knowing it. Is that 
a joke? I tell you, Winifred, it’s 
paresis or something worse. Maybe 
I'll rob a bank next. And when I’m 
bailed out, I suppose I'll find you in 
a broad grin.” 

I was too near the verge of nervous 
collapse to repress the feeling of un- 
reasonable annoyance that came over 
me at Tom’s words. ‘‘I think you're 
very unjust, Tom,” I exclaimed, with 
great lack of judgment. 

‘*Unjust!” he echoed, petulantly. 
‘* Unjust to whom—to what?” 

‘* You’re unjust to Chopin,” I an- 
swered, hotly, realizing that I was 
talking in a distinctly childish way. 
‘* Playing one of his masterpieces is 
not quite like robbing a bank.” 

‘*‘Why not,” he snapped, 
don’t know how to play it? 
tainly robbed those fool women of 
their flowers, didn’t I? They pelted 
me with bouquets as if I was a boy 
wonder or a long-haired bang-the- 
keys, and I don’t know the soft pedal 
from the key of E. I wouldn't do 
Chopin an injustice. He’s dead, isn’t 
he? But you mustn’t do me an in- 
justice, Winifred. I can’t stand any- 
thing more to-night.” 

My heart seemed to come into my 
throat with a and I drew my 
chair close to Tom’s and took his cold 
hand in mine. ‘I’m sorry, Tom. 
I didn’t mean to hurt your feel- 
ings, but I’ve been sorely tried, you 
must admit. I’m not quite myself, I 
fear.” 

Tom turned quickly and gazed 
squarely into my eyes. ‘‘ Don’t you 
worry, Winifred. You're yourself, 
all right. But who the dickens am I? 
If I'm Tom Remsen, I can’t play 
Chopin. And you say I did play 
Chopin. I don’t say I didn’t. But 
how did I do it? Tom Remsen 
couldn't do it. Look at my hands, 
Winifred. Could my fingers knock 
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a pianissimo out of ; 
if that’s what that 
does. I tell you it’s 
don’t like it 

A well-defined shudder shook T 
heavy frame, and his hand, asi 
in mine, trembled perceptibly 
had sunk to 
= Do you 
I was hypnotized, Winif1 
took any stock in hypnotism, but there 
may be something in it. That Sig- 
nor Turino has got a queer eye.” 

‘*I’m sure lon’t know what to 
think, Tom,” I admitted, reluctantly. 
By abandoning the theory that Tom 
had deceived me for a dozen years I 
was plunged into a tempestuous sea 
of mystery and conjecture. ‘ But 
come, my dear boy, you are fagged 
out. We'll talk it over in the morn- 
ing. Perhaps our minds will be 
clearer after a few hours’ sleep.” 

**T couldn't now,” » re- 

ing at his 


turned, 
Winifred. 


queer, 


voice a whisper 


acl }. 
@aS5K CU. 


think it possibl 
“€ 


( 
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A 


sleep 
nervously, 
**Don’t g 


> 
.¢ 


glanc 
watch. » yet, 
It’s only two o'clock.” 

We sat silent for a time, hand 
clasped in hand, like a youth and 
maiden awed by a sudden realization 
of the marvelous mysteries of exist- 
ence. 

Presently Tom spoke again, and I 
felt that it was a lawyer, in full con- 
trol of his nerves, who questioned 
me. ‘“‘Did I look—ah—dazed—or 
queer—when I went to the piano, my 
dear?” 

‘‘No, Tom,” I answered, after a 
pause. ‘* You—you—now, don’t think 
me flippant—you looked just as you 
do when you're being shaved.”’ 

‘*Before all those people!” he 
gasped. ‘* What do you mean, Win- 
ifred?”’ 

‘* Your chin was upin the air, Tom, 
and your head was thrown back.” 

‘*But you didn’t see any lather?’ 
he asked, for lishly. 

**Don’t be silly, Tom,” I cried, 
petulantly. 


( 
1 
Nn 


But I had done him an- 
other injustice; he had not intended 
to be jocose. 
‘*‘And then 
asked, eagerly. 
** And then you played that ballad 
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what did I do?’ he 
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with the inspiration of genius and the 
technique of a master.’ 

‘It stumps me!” he muttered. 
‘Winifred, is there anything about 
this fellow Chopin in the library? 
Any books about him?” 

‘“*Yes, Tom, several; but you'd 
better not look at them to-night—if 
at all. Perhaps to-morrow you won't 
care to.”’ 

Tom’s heavy features assumed their 
most stubborn aspect He stood 
erect, still holding my hand, and I 
was forced to rise. 

‘*Come with me, Winifred. I’m 
going to solve this mystery before I 
sleep, even if it 
Come!” 

Without further protest I accompa- 
nied Tom to the library. 


takes two days. 
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Ir was a real relief to get into the 
library. Tom felt it, and his face 
soon resumed its normal expression. 
The heavy shadows beneath his eyes 
remained, but there had come a flush 
into his cheeks, and he carried himself 
with the air of a man who has a pur- 
pose in life and is in a fair way to ac- 
complish it. I remember that the 
idea came into my mind that Tom 
had assumed the attitude of a lawyer 
who has been retained by the prose- 
cution and has but little time in which 
to prepare his case. I had grown 
tactless, I fear, in my change of mood, 
for I was indiscreet enough to say, as 
Tom seated himself beside the library 
table, leaving it to me to find the 
books that he wished to consult: ‘‘In 
the case of Winifred Remsen and 
others, against the late Frederic 
Francois Chopin, charged with house- 
breaking and breach of the peace.” 

Tom turned instantly and a gleam 
of anger flashed in his eyes as they 
met mine. ‘‘If you cannot treat this 
matter with the seriousness that I 
think it deserves, Winifred, you 
would do well toretire. It’s no joke. 
When I make a donkey of myself be- 
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fore a lot of perfectly respectable 
people, I consider it a matter of some 
importance. You don’t seem to grasp 
the full horror of it all. I suppose 
that I’m liable to have another attack 
atany time. In fact, it may become 
hronic. I have of late come across 
very curious psychical phenomena in 

professional way, Winifred, and I 
insist on taking every precaution be- 
fore you are forced to place me in the 
hands of the alienists.” 

‘““Tom!” I cried, in horror and re- 
morse. ‘‘ You mustn’t talk like that. 
There’s nothing the matter with 
your mind. I'll admit that I can’t 
explain what happened to-night, but 
I’m sure that it was not caused by 
any mental trouble on your part. 
There is some very sim- 
ple and commonplace explanation of 
your - 

” ‘izure,” 
curtly. ‘* What do you find there?’ 

[I carried a little armful of books to 
the table and placed them within 
Tom’s reach. 

‘*Here’s a ‘Life of 
Niecks,” Isaid. ‘‘ ‘Frederic Chopin,’ 
by Franz Liszt. Here’s Joseph Ben- 
nett and Karasowski and the ‘ Histoire 
de ma Vie,’ by George Sand. And 
here are Willeby and Mme. Audley. 
And I think I have——” 

‘* That'll do for to-night,” remarked 
Tom, seizing the volume nearest to 
his hand. ‘‘ What kind of a chap 
was this Chopin, anyway?” 

‘*He was simply fascinating, 
marked, indiscreetly. 

‘*H’m!” growled Tom, angrily. 
‘* Not very respectable, I suppose you 
mean. George Sand! She was a 
woman, wasn’t she? How did she 
happen to write his life? What did 
she know about him?” 

I have called Tom a Philistine. 
Perhaps that was too harsh a term to 
use, but I’m sure there is a good deal 
of the Puritan about him. 

‘*She used to see a good deal of 
him,” I answered, rather lamely. 
‘* They were great chums for a while.”’ 

‘*H’m,” growled Tom, throwing 
aside George Sand’s work and open- 
ing another. Presently he began 
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to read biographical scraps aloud, 
for all the world like an angry police 
official drawing up a sweeping in- 
dictment against a man of genius. 

‘** The little Frederic duly received 
the name of Frederic Francois, after 
the son of Count Skarbek, who stood 
as his godfather,’” began Tom. 
‘**We are told that he very soon 
showed a great susceptibility to mu- 
sical sounds, although hardly in the 
direction which we should have ex- 
pected, for he howled lustily when- 
ever he heard them.’” 

Tom looked up from the printed 
page, and our eyes met. 

‘“‘That’s a curious coincidence, 
Winifred,” he remarked, musingly. 
‘*It’s a family tradition that I used 
to yell like a young Indian whenever 
they tried to sing to me in my baby- 
hood. A rattle-box would quiet me, 
but the sweetest lullaby always made 
me howl. ButI must geton. Chopin 
began well, didn’t he?” 

There was silence for a time as Tom 
feverishly scanned the pages of his 
book. 

‘*The dickens! Listen to this!” 
he exclaimed presently. ‘‘‘ During 
his ninth year he was invited to as- 
sist at a concert for the benefit of the 
poor. He played a pianoforte con- 
certo, the composition of Adalbert 
Gyrowetz, a famous composer of the 
time.’” 

Tom placed the book on the table 
and held the pages open with his 
hand as he glanced at me over his 
shoulder. ‘‘If he played that kind of 
thing at nine years of age, Winifred, 
there was something uncanny about 
it. It was just as unnatural as what 
happened to me to-night. I’m _ be- 
ginning to formulate a theory about 
this kind of thing, my dear.” Tom 
placed the open book face downward 
and turned squarely toward me. 
‘*Music, you see, may be, like elec- 
tricity, imprisoned, as it were, in a 
universe of both conductors and non- 
conductors. It may be that a tem- 
perament, like mine for instance, that 
is permanently a non- conductor 
might, under given conditions, be- 
come temporarily a _ conductor. 





8 THE 


Chopin played like a master at nine 
years of age. He had become a con- 
ductor, and remained so permanently. 
When he howled at music as a baby 
he was still a non-conductor—just as 
I had been up to to-night—or rather 
last night. Possibly the conditions 
that made me a kind of spasmodic 
music-box, with the Chopin peg 
pulled out, may never occur again. 
What do you think, Winifred? Doesn't 
all that sound reasonable?” 

Before I could formulate a sensible 
answer to a not very sensible propo- 
sition Tom had resumed the perusal 
of his book. He appeared to me like 
a man fascinated against his will by 
a line of investigation that he had 
begun as a disagreeable duty. But I 
was glad to see that he had regained 
full control of himself and that his 
countenance no longer displayed 
traces of intense mental disquietude. 

‘*He was a pretty lively boy,” re- 
marked Tom, a few moments later. 
** Listen, Winifred! ‘ At school Fred- 
eric was a prime favorite, and was 
always in the midst of any fun or 
mischief that was going on. His 
talent for mimicry was always extra- 
ordinary, and has been commented 
on not only by George Sand and 
Liszt but by Balzac.’” 

Tom gazed at me musingly. ‘‘ Do 
you consider that significant, my 
dear?” he asked, with a seriousness 
that struck me as both ludicrous and 
pathetic. I was getting worried by 
Tom’s persistence in this futile line of 
endeavor. 

‘**It’s nearly three o’clock, Tom 
Remsen,” I cried, standing erect. 
**Come up-stairs at once. It won't 
be fair to your clients for you to get 
to your office fagged out for lack of 
sleep.” 

**Sit down, Winifred,” he said, 
peremptorily. ‘‘It’s little use I'll be 
to my clients until I find out what 
happened to me in the music-room. 
Suppose that I should have an at- 
tack of—what shall I call it?— 
Chopinitis—in the court-room? 
pose I should suddenly begin to 
sing—or perhaps whistle a— what- 
d’you-call-’em?—pianoforte concerto? 


Sup- 
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—what would the judg 


ge say? I'd be 
disbarred, Winifred, for indecent ex- 
posure of musical genius. No; I’m 
going to find out more about this 
strange affair—here and now.” 

I was forced to reseat myself, 
protesting silent! igainst ‘Tom’s 
absurd stubbor ndeavored 
in vain to shake ny of un- 
easiness that wa ing over me, 
a sensation that was closely akin to 
fear of the phlegmatic man who sat 
before me motionless and calm, pur- 
suing a course of that had been 
inspired by a most unt suppo- 
sition. What had Chopin to do with 
the matter? What d nce could it 
make to Tom whether the latter had 
been one kind of another? 
It was ridiculou assert that in 
Chopin’s personality might be found 
an explanation of the curious incident 
that had made my usical so mem- 
orable. My against Spir- 
itualists, Christian § ntists, Theos- 
ophists and other rics had been, 
I had believed, shar y my husband. 
But there he sat at three o'clock in 
the morning tryi1 find among the 
biographical data before him some 
explanation of his recent ‘‘ seizure,” 
that must, of lean toward 
the 
rather materialistic lawyer, whose 
mental methods were hal itually logi- 
cal, should suddenly begin to dabble 
in psychical mysteries in this way 
frightened me the more the longer I 
weighed Tom’s words and actions in 
all their bearings. Nevertheless, I 
was forced to admit to myself that he 
had never looked saner in his life 
than that moment, as he 


tid 
eluuy 


necessity, 


occult. That a well-balanced, 


he did at 
turned from his book again and gazed 
straight into my tired eyes. 

‘*He was a very flirtatious chap, 
Winifred, and very fickle. Listen to 
this: ‘Although of a peculiarly im- 
pressionable and susceptible disposi- 
tion, and, as a not unnatural conse- 
quence, more or where 
women were concerned, Chopin's love 
affairs did, on more than 
sion, assume a serious aspect. He 
had conceived a fancy for the grand- 
daughter of a celebrated master, and 


egg ee 
less fickle 


one occa- 
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althoug 


plating matrimony 
at the same time in 
another lady resident 
loyalty being engaged 
heart concen- 
passion. One day, 
» former young lady 
L a musician who was 
at the time better known in Paris 
than h unconsciously 
offered o his companion first. 
| was he at what he consid- 

he not only never 

but dismissed 

thoughts.’ Do 

eg what a 

ras? Really, I’m in- 


h contem 


1 “4 ] , 
is minas eve 
Polat ind 
oland, his 
nownere 
trated on 


when vi 


of ‘ble 
nis hckle 


in com] 


she 


I was standing erect, gazing at him 
, Tom,” 1 ex- 
ll patience, ‘‘I 
ng most wretched 
ally in earnest 
u. I’m going 
find you fully 


ry 
*& 


be at all im- 

y my exhibition of temper. 

just a moment, Winifred,’ 

he suggested, hi fixed on his 
‘Here about George 
Sand—their first meeting, you know. 


Wait! I'll read 


S eyes 
book. it is 
to you.” 
Tom Remsen,” I 
n’s love affairs are 
and they should be 
Good-1 night. This 
Good- night.’ 
the door I glanced 
Tom seemed to 
forgotten my existence. He 
had plunged again into the dust-heap 
of an old scandal that seemed to fas- 
cinate him—Tom Remsen, who had 
hitherto always deprecated and avoid- 
ed that kind of research. 


t 
‘¢T shall not w 
scat 


last wot 
reached 
over my shot 
have 


11aer, 


IV 
SIGNORINA MOLATTI 
Two days went by, and while I 


still } pomiies red the great mystery and 
kept a close watch on Tom, I had be- 
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gun to hope that the exactions of his 
profession had led him to abandon 
his effort to explain what he had 
called his ‘‘seizure.” He had been 
busy of late with the technicalities 
involved in the formation of a new 
trust, and his mind seemed to be 
wholly this gigantic 
task. By tacit consent we had both 
avoided all reference to my recent 
musical and its weird and inexplicable 
outcome. At times I was almost in- 
clined to believe that Tom had for- 
gotten Chopin and all his works. 

As for uaaeilk I could not recover a 
normal stateof mind. For the first 
time in my life I felt an admiration 
for the very characteristics of my 
husband’s make-up that hitherto had 
annoyed and wearied me. His ability 
to rebound at once from the shock that 
he had sustained filled me with both 
envy and amazement. I had begun 
to realize that the mental poise of an 

native man 


unimpressionable, unimagi 
and praiseworthy 


engrossed by 


is a very desirable 
possession. 

I regretted at times that I could 
not throw myself into some despotic 
occupation that should demand all 
my physical and mental energies. As 
yet I had not 
face the world 
For two days | 


found the courage to 
and its questionings. 
had denied myself to 
even my most intimate friends, not 
excepting Mrs. Jack Van Corlear, 
who had hurried to me on the day 
succeeding my musical. I knew that 
my callers were actuated by a not 
unnatural curiosity, and I lacked 
the nervous energy to face people 
who would politely claim the right to 
know why Tom had always concealed 
his genius as a pianist. I think I 
fully understand the set in which I 
move. We dearly love a new sensa- 
tion. Without leaving my house or 
receiving a single visitor, I could 
readily grasp the fact that the lead- 
ing topic of conversation in society at 
the moment revolved round Tom 
Remsen as a masterly interpreter of 
Chopin. 

Chopin! I had begun to hate the 
name. But I had not been able to 
resist the temptation to spend many 
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hours in the library poring over the 
ooks that de alt, direc tly or indirectly ‘ 
with his personality and achieve- 
ments. The temporary enthusiasm 
that Tom had displayed for research 
Frederic Chopin bade 

become a permanent passion 

in my case. I devoted whole after- 
noons to playing, in my amateurish 
way zurkas, nocturnes 
One of the latter, his 
I had not the audacity to at- 
Somehow 


. . 
lite of 


1 } 
nis waitzes, ma 


and Dallads. 
Opus of, 
Tom's 


tempt recent ren- 


dition of the piec e seemed to stand as 
a barrier that it would be ge 
for me to cross. Nevertheless, I 
longed to hear the ballad again, and 
was almost tempted to ask Tom to 

That he was 


play it to me 
r his re- 


sacrile 


alone 
wholly incapable of 
cent performance my mi 
believe. I had returned, almost un- 
consciously, to my first conviction, 
that my husband had wilfully 
ceived me for 
musical ability. 

I sat poring over an English criti- 
cism of Chopin’s posthumous works 
late one afternoon when a card was 
brought to me in the library that 
tempted me to come out of my self- 
imposed retreat. It the name: 


‘used to 


le 
ac- 


years regarding his 


bore 
SIGNORINA MOLATTI. 


In the half-light of the drawing- 
room the girl looked handsomer than 
in the glare of evening lamps. Her 
dark, oriental beauty was at its best 
in the subdued glow of early twilight. 
She was dressed in a rich but quiet 
Parisian costume, and I felt that her 
attractiveness increased the further 
was removed from Signor Tu- 
Mile. Vanoni and the other 
artists with whom she asso- 
ciated. Nevertheless, I realized that 
my manner was cold and unsympa- 
thetic as we seated ourselves and I 
awaited her pleasure. Having had 
business dealings with the signorina 
I was not willing to admit that she 
could assume the right to call on 
me as a social equal. 

3ut patrician blood must have 
flowed in Molatti’s veins, for she sat 
there silent and calm, and my skir- 


she 
rint », 
noted 


SMART 


SET 


mish line was driven back 

nrst. 

smile hurt me. 
I 


I spoke 
The self-confidence in the girl's 


an ae a pleasure, signorina to 
have an opportunity I had not hoped 
for, to thank you again for the grea 
pleasure you aff uests the 
night before last 

‘* But it is me, signora, who is in 
the debt of you,” said Molatti, in her 
soft, musical, broken English. “I 
hava coma to you to thanka you and 
to ask a le favor. Signor Rem- 
sen! oh so wonderful—so 
vera wonderful! lava waited all 
my leetle life 

‘I stared ¢ he girl in astonish- 
ment. Her ithusiasm, her 
tures, the brilliant glow in her dark 
eyes offended me. And ‘feet! 
What was ‘‘eet,” for which she had 
waited all her life? 

‘*Yes?” I remarked, 
tively. Her fervor was 
by the iced water of my 
mark. 

‘*Leesten to me, signora. I hava 
worsheeped Chopin since | was a lee- 
tle girl. I hava heard alla the great 
interpretaires of the maestro But 
I hava nevaire heard Chopin. In my 
dreams—sz?, si 1evaire in 
my hours But I 
cama here! Signor Remsen—he 
playa Chopin! 


; 


ges- 


interroga- 
not 
question- 


} 
cooled 


are awake. 
Eet was no dream. 
Eet was the the maestro 
speaking to the soul of me. Eet was 
wonderful—so vera wonderful!” 

Conflicting emotions warred with- 
in me. I hardly dared speak Iest 
I should either laugh or cry hys- 
terically. With lips compressed I 
sat motionless, staring at the girl, 
into whose eloquent eyes there had 
come a pleading look that suggested 
tears. 

‘Signor Remsen,” she murmured, 
presently, like a devotee who 
breathes the name of an idol—‘‘ do 
you thinka, that he would 
let me hear him play again? Peety 
me, signora! I cannot sleep. I can- 
not eat. I crave only the music of 
the maestro—music that I hava 
heard only once in my leetle life. 
Signor Remsen! Eef he would per- 


soul of 


signora, 
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meet me—yjusta once—to accompany 
him on my leetle violin—oh, signora, 
[ coulda then die happy. I should 
hava leeved just a leetle while, and 
then I would not But now, 
I am so unhappy—so vera misera- 
ble!” 

I was too nervous to stand this 
kind of thing any longer. I rose, 
and Molatti faced me, erect at once. 

‘*You pay my husband's talent a 
great compliment, signorina,” I said, 
coldly; ‘‘but I cannot take it on 

you in his name. 


care. 


myself to answer 
However, I shall present your request 
to him and let you know at once what 
A diabolical impulse came 
over me, and I added: ‘‘ Of course, 
Mr. Remsen would not wish you to 
starve, signorina, nor to die a horri- 
ble death from insomnia.” 

The girl spiked my guns—if that 
the right expression—by a merry, 
musical laugh. 

‘* You are so vera kind!” she cried. 
‘*] kissa your lovely hand.” 

Before I could prevent it she had 
touched my outstretched hand with 
her red, smiling lips; then she took 
her departure. I returned to the li- 
brary in a condition that verged dan- 
gerously on complete nervous col- 
lapse. 


he says.” 


he 


At dinner that evening Tom was 


unwontedly silent. As I glanced at 
him over my soup there was some- 
thing in his face that suggested 
thoughts not connected with the Pep- 
per and Salt Trust. 1 was soon to be- 
come accustomed to this expression 
and to identify it in my mind as 
‘** Chopinesque.” 

‘*Aren’t you feeling well to-night, 
Tom?” I ventured presently, noting 
that he was drinking more wine than 
usual, 

‘““A bit tired, Winifred,” he an- 
swered, absently. Then his eyes met 
mine, and I saw that he was worried. 
I had planned to fulfil conscientiously 
my promise to Signorina Molatti, but 
the time seemed inopportune. I was 
glad, presently, that I had refrained 
from mentioning my caller and her 
mission. As we were sipping our 
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coffee Tom tossed an envelope across 
the table to me. 

I opened it with a chill misgiving. 
It ran as follows: 


Mr. THOMAS REMSEN. 

DEAR Sir: Asit has come to the knowl- 
edge of the Executive Committee of the 
Chopin Society of New York that your 
rendition of the works of our master is 
unexcelled by any living performer, we 
humbly beg of you to accept the hospi- 
tality of our association at an early date, 
to be chosen by you. Our members and 
their guests would consider it the high- 
est of privileges could they be permitted 
to hear you play such selections from 
Chopin as you might wish to perform. 
Thanking you in advance for the great 
joy that you will vouchsafe to us by ac- 
cepting this invitation, we remain, etc. 


There lay a wan smile on Tom’s 
face as he met my gaze. ‘‘ Kind, 
aren’t they?” he muttered. ‘*‘ What 
the deuce’ll I write to ’em, Wini- 
fred?” 

**You can’t accept, of course,” I 
said, confidently. Then I hesitated, 
surprised at the queer gleam in 
Tom’s eyes. ‘‘Can you?” I added, 
weakly. 

‘*T can, I suppose,” he remarked, 
with an effort at playfulness. 
‘*There’s no law against it.”’ 

His answer struck me as strangely 
unlike him. If he had cried, *‘ The 
Chopin Society be damned!” I should 
have felt more at ease, less oppressed 
by a sensation of nameless dread. 
There was something distinctly un- 
canny in Tom’s manner. 

**It would be a good joke on ’em, 
wouldn't it, if I should accept their 
bid?” he remarked as he lighted his 
cigar. ‘* Confound their impudence! 
That’s what they deserve.” 

‘* But—but—Tom, would you try 
to—to play?” I gasped, in dismay. 

Tom laughed in a way that shocked 
my overwrought nerves. It was a 
shrill, unnatural note of merriment, 
that struck me as diabolical. ‘‘ Play?” 
he repeated, sardonically. ‘Why 
not? Do you imagine, madam, that 
the marvelous genius of Thomas 
Remsen, interpreter of Frederic 
Francois Chopin, is to be confined 
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cinated l 4 mood 

the life couldn’t tell whether 
he was king or in earnest, whether 
it was his mi rr mine that had lost 


its poise 


A POLISH FANT 
I MADE a 
matter to Mr 
next morning 
early in the 
trouble and 1 
came to me at once. 
relief to me just 
eyes and hold her 
‘It’s about Tom!” she remarked, 
** Has he 


Her question mad 


sagely ne it again?” 
realize 
y the awkwardness « 


+ stint 
DOS1L10N. 


I 
Close as our friendship had been, I 
I 


Tom to 
anything more 


Tom had 


1ad 
Mrs. Jac k. 
vulgar than 


called 


never gossiped about 


‘*extra-marital confidences be- 
tween women,” I don’t know what it 
is. But I was forced to talk about 
my husband’s increasing eccentricity 
to someb dy, or my own 
mental health. Iknew that I should 
derive temporary nervous restoration 
from a hear confab with a 
woman reputation of 


being 


endanger 
' 
t 


have heard peop 
for their 
seeking a 


courage 


Jack was ‘‘too hot 
taste. But if you are 
friend who shall 
reticence and common 
out a woman that rides. 
for 


posse SS ° 


sense, pick 
A fondness 
seems to enlarge a wom- 
an’s sympathies, e at the 
time it it iscretion. 

** He has not actually done it again, 
my dear,” I answered; ‘‘ but he 
threatens to He informed me at 
breakfast this morning that he in- 


horses 
whi 


creases her « 


same 


1 
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tended to accept the invitation of the 
Chopin Society. Furthermore, he 
said he was going to send the society 


a cheque for their Chopin Monument 


gh isn’t he?” 
exclaimed Mr } with what 
] enthusiasm. 


it Signorina 


struck 
‘* But ll me more abot 
Molatti id u keep your promise 
to her?” 

= Yes: im his 
about 
seemed to 
wasn't like T 
en always | 


morning 
he 
ple ased It 
Young wom- 
has a 


con- 


her call. u know, 


special abhorr 
nected in any way with tl 

‘* Now, Winifred, 
Has Tom never 
the twelve 
him?” 

‘*Never! never! never! I cried, 
hotly. It wa 1ard to make even 
Mrs. Jack, h ully understands 

of view. 
handicap the 
my 


+7 4 ' . 
ulous Is 


1e stage 
tell me honest]; 
a note in all 


u have known 


ve 
_ 


nliaved 
piayea 


years that y 


mused 
confidante. nirac 
music in his blood, 
‘of the Remsens gifted 


here a strain of 

my dear? Any 

that way?” 
‘““Not that I 


answered, rather 


ever heard of,” I 
petulantly. Mrs. 
Jack’s surmises seemed to be as un- 
satisfactory as my own solitary mus- 
ings. 

‘*Is he going to play for Molatti?” 
she asked, presently 

The blood rushed to my cheeks as 
I realized that this was the keynote 
to the whole conversation. ‘‘He 
says he is,” I confessed, reluctantly. 
‘* You may not believe it, but he ac- 
tually joked about it; said that it 
would be cruel on his part to with- 
hold from ‘a worthy young woman’ 
—what an expression! —a pleasure 
that might restore her appetite and 
sleep.” 

Mrs. Jack laughed aloud, despite 
the frown on my brow. ‘“ Give 
him the bit, my dear,” she advised, 
playfully. ‘‘ You aren’t afraid of a 
ittle black filly over a distance, are 
you? But tell me, what does Tom 





HOW CHOPIN 
You tell me that he 
recent rendition of the 


say about 
speaks of 
‘] 1 as ‘a seizure.’ 
days, my 


he hz id 


dear, I 
forgotten 
didn’t speak of 
night he went into the 
ind recommenced his re- 
into the life of Chopin. I 
couldn’t help laughing at some of the 
comments he made, but he was in 
dead earnest all the time. I am 
to bel Tom really thinks 
is—it seems so absurd when one 
S it into words—thinks he is 
ed by Chopin’s spirit, or 
ng of that kind.” 
M s. Jack’s mood chan 
merriment in her disappeared. 
‘Do you know,” she remarked, 
oughtfully, ‘‘l am sometimes in- 
clined to think we are awfully ig- 
norant about some things. I have 
heard of so many queer occurrences 
of an uncanny lately—and 
among the very nicest kind of — 
ple, too. And it used to be reall 
good form to have a family aba 
know. Perhaps it’s coming in 
again. Old fashions have a way of 
cropping up again, haven’t they?” 

I could not refrain from smiling at 
Mrs. Jack’s peculiar attitude toward 
psychical mysteries. However, I re- 
fused to be led into generalities. ‘‘ But 
at the ludicrousness of the 
idea,” I began. ‘* Admitting, my 
dear, that Chopin’s soul has grown 

easy and desires a temporary rein- 
carnation, would he be likely to se- 
lect Tom as a—what shall I call it?— 
medium? Wouldn’t he be more in- 
clined to haunt a man who was nat- 
urally musical, or at least loved 
music? But you know, Mrs. Jack, 
what Tom is. He hasn’t the slight- 
est liking for music of any kind. Un- 
less he has been a great actor for 
many years, never for an instant for- 
getting his réle, I’m sure of this.”’ 

‘“What can we know about the 
methods or longings of a disembodied 
spirit?” argued my confidante, log- 
ically enough. ‘*Perhaps Chopin 
was backing a long shot, just for the 
excitement of the thing.” 
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I glanced at Mrs. 
qT thought for 


Jack half-an- 
a moment that 


mine, 
I repented quickly of my unjust 
suspicion. 

And thus we talked in a circle for 
an hour or more Mrs. Jack lunched 
with me, and finally persuaded me to 
spend the afternoon with her, driving 
along the river side. As we drew 
up in front of the house about five 
o'clock, I turned to her with grati- 
tude in my heart and eyes and voice. 

‘* Thank you so much, my dear,” I 
said, gratefully. ‘I'll come to you 
in the morning if there are any new 
developments in the case.” I had 
turned away when Mrs. Jack called 
me back. 

‘*It’s a problem that you and I 
can’t solve, little woman,” she said, 
affectionately. ‘‘If he has another 
attack, or any new symptoms develop, 
what would you think of consulting a 
specialist? I'd go with you, of course. 
We needn’t give our names, you 
know.” 

‘*A specialist—in what?’ I asked, 
trying to repress a feeling of annoy- 
ance that I must conceal from a friend 
who had been all kindness to me at a 
crisis. 

‘“‘Think it over,” returned Mrs. 
Jack, vaguely. ‘I’m sure I don’t 
know who is an authority on—what 
did Tom call it?—Chopinitis. But 
come to me in the morning, anyway; 
I may have something rea lly practical 
to suggest. And don’t touch him 
with the whip! Tom’s a thorough- 
bred, you know, my dear. Good- 
bye \" : 

As I entered the hall, depressed by 
a quick reaction from my recent 
cheerfulness, I was roused from my 
self-absorption by a revelation that 
drove the blood to my head and made 
me dizzy for a moment. From the 
music-room, always unoccupied at 
this hour of the day, came the weird, 
searching harmonies of a Polish fan- 
tasia arranged for the piano and 
violin. The effect was marvelous. 
Softened by distance, the perfect ac- 
cord of the two instruments bore tes- 


her rae was as serious as 
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timony to sympathy 
that existed janist and 
the wielder of the bow. There was 
something I lf-] 
that set 

knowin with no 
thought of hat intended to do, I 
crossed the drawing-room quickly 
stood motionless 
at the entrance he mu 

I remem| yw that I felt no sen- 
sation of astonishment at what I saw. 
It seemed to me picture 
fore my what I had 
come from a rem stance to gaze 
upon. 

Tom was seated at the piano, his 
back toward me. Beside him stood 
Signorina Molatti, her Cremona rest- 
ing against her sh¢ They had 
not heard my footsteps, and I real- 
ized thz it if I had ye like a wild 

l have come to 
] 


Indian they woul 

earth. T hey played like creatures in 

a trance, and I felt the strange, se- 

ductive hypnotism of the mad, sweet, 
that they made, as I 

motionless, 

ppealed 


act 


iric music 
Hardly 


and noiselessly, and 


s1c-Troom. 


be- 
eyes wa 


slAaar 
ulcer, 


lled 
not 


feverish music 
stood there 
helpless, hopel 
to my pride. 

as one worthy of the name of mon- 
daine. The shock had been too sud- 
den, too severe, and I could not trust 
myself. 

As silently as I had come, I crept 
away. Recrossing the drawing-room, 
I encountered the butler in the hall. 
My face flushed with shame as I said 
to him: 

“If Mr. Remsen for me, 
James, say that I have not returned.’ 

Then I stumbled up-stairs to my 
rooms, dismissed my maid curtly, and 
gave way like a foolish girl to foolish 
tears. 
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CONSULTING A SPECIALIST 

** Bi madam, the symptoms, in 
so far as I can gather them, are in- 
sufficient for an accurate diagnosis. 
You have stated the case clearly and 
in minute detail, but my experience in 


the new school of medicine—if such 
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called—convinces me that 
you have inadvertently omitted some 
significant factor in the premises, 
without which I can vouchsafe to you 
nothing more valuable than sweepit 1g 
generalities. In other words, yot 
have given me an opportunity to lay 
before you a theory, but no chance to 
suggest to you a practical 
tion.” 

I looked helplessly at 
Corlear and saw that she was scan- 
ning Dr. Emerson Woodruff’s strong 
thoughtful face attentively. Pre 
ently she glanced at me, 
my permission to speak 
to her in acquiescence. 

‘We have told you, doctor,” 

Mrs. Jack, ‘‘that this—ah—friend of 
ours plays nothing but Chopin. That's 
important, of course?” 

‘Exceedingly,” remarked Dr. 
Woodruff, impressively, his hands 
folded across his chest and his head 
bent forward. Even at that critical 
moment I found myself wondering if 
all practitioners of the anti-material- 
istic school were large, dignified, 
magnetic men, with majestic brows 
and bright, searching eyes. 

‘*But he’s not always a soloist,’ 
went on Mrs. Jack, in a low but 
vibrant tone; ‘‘he has shown an in- 
clination of late to travel in double 
harness—piano and _ violin, you 
know.”’ 

An enigmatical smile came into 
Dr. Woodruff’s face for an instant. 
The man’s intuition quick 
and keen that I had begun to fear 
I should find it difficult to maintain 
my incognita. 

**You say,” he asked, 
turning toward me, ‘‘that his gen- 
eral health remains good? He has 
no tendency toward melancholia; 
doesn’t grow flighty at times in his 
talk?” 

‘‘T have never seen him look so 
well as he does at present,” I an- 
swered, wearily. I had come to 
Dr. Woodruff against my will, suc- 
cumbing weakly to Mrs. Jack's in- 
sistence. And now the whole af- 
fair appeared ridiculous and _ the 
doctor's questions irrelevant and fu- 
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iolin for him?” 


asked, curtly 
Mrs. Jack answered 
‘Signorina Molatti. 
Dy reputation?’ 

“Ves.” he answe 
heard her play. She 
genius. They must 
music together 
friend.” 

A lump came into m1 
I clutched the arm my chair 
awkwardly. That Woodruff 
had noticed my emotion I felt sure. 

‘*Well, what is your explanation 
of all this, doctor?” I asked, im 
tiently. I was thoroughly 
harmony with myself, Mrs. 
I ian, and my pride revolted 

sition in which I had 

A ptic who goes to 

gym for guidance sacrifices 

both his logic ¢ lis dignity. Here 

I sat in Dr. Emerson Woodruff’s of- 

fice, under an assumed name, telling 

a stranger weird tales about a suppo- 

sititious who was in 

reality my own husband. Had I not 

been unfair to Tom, Dr. Woodruff 

and myself? Surely the road to 

truth is not through a zigzag lane of 
lies! 

‘* My dear madam,” began the doc- 
tor, in his most manner, 
‘the case you have stated it 
unique in the annals of what I take 
the liberty to call the new science— 
new, that to the Western world. 
To the brooding East, the introspec- 
tive, sapient, miracle-working Orient, 
there would be nothing strange or 
inexplicable in what your—er—friend 
calls his ‘seizure.’ I have seen in 
India phenomena that, should I de- 
scribe them to you, would wholly 
destroy what little confidence you 
have in my veracity and common 
May I ask why you have 
come to me, madam? You have no 
faith in the school to which I am 
devoted.” 
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stern, and I avoided his gaze in con- 
fusion. The with which he 
had read my thoughts offended and 
frightened me 

‘It’s my fault, 
cried Mrs. Jack, loyally; ‘‘I per- 
suaded her to come. I have been 
over the jumps before, and I rather 
like the course. But it’s pretty stiff 
going at first, you must acknowl- 
edge.” 

To my surprise, Dr. Woodruff 
laughed aloud. His merriment re- 
stored my equilibrium, and I has- 
tened to explain. 

‘*Won't you believe me, doctor, 
when I that I have not come 
to you in an antagonistic mood? I 
am intensely interested in the prob- 
lem we have laid before you—and 
I feel sure you can help us to 
read the riddle. We have a friend 
who has no music in his soul. Sud- 
denly he begins to play Chopin like 
amaster. Then he develops a fond- 
ness for duets. We fear the future. 
Presently he will begin to neglect his 
business and his—and——”’ 

‘‘ And his wife,” added the doctor, 
glancing at me, quizzically. Then 
he turned sharply toward Mrs. Jack. 
‘*Is this man fond of horses? Does 
he ride?” 

‘* Before he became so completely 
absorbed in his profession he was a 
marvel over timber,’’ she answered, 
with enthusiasm. ‘I remember—” 
she began, reminiscently. 

‘*Never mind ancient history,” I 
cried, rather rudely. ‘‘I really can’t 
Dr. Woodruff, what his cross- 
country skill has to do with his 
Chopin seizure.” 

‘‘As I understand it, madam,” ex- 
plained the physician, evidently hurt 
by my petulance, ‘‘as I understand 
it, you are desirous of turning your 
-—ah—friend’s mind from music. 
You tell me that his professional 
duties have had no effect in this con- 
nection. To use an expression that 
is not often employed by psycholo- 
gists,*a counter-irritant is what I had 
in mind. It is not strictly scientific 
to prescribe a remedy before the 
diagnosis completed, but, as I 
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y, ‘‘the fact 
reticence has placed me 
awkward position. 
apparently made a 

whole affair, there 
are several gaps in your story that I 
must fill up before I can be of any 
great service to you. There are vari- 
ous explanations of your friend’s re- 
markable outbreak that naturally sug- 
gest themselves. Most people would 
assert at once that he had deliberate- 
ly concealed his musical ability for 
years, planning to make a sensational 
début when served. You 
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Mrs. Jack, 

what shall 
I call him?—the man with Chopinitis 
is not a liar. You don’t accept the 
hypnotic theory, Dr. Woodruff. 
What’s the other?” 

‘*Would you bes! ‘asked the 
psychologist, suavely, ‘“‘if I should 
suggest that your frie may be pos- 
sibly under the direct influence of the 
spirit of the late Frederic Francois 
Chopin?” 

‘*That’s what Tom tl 
excitedly, and then bit my tongue 
regretfully. Dr. Wo iff’s penetrat- 
ing eyes were fixed on me. 

‘*I said that there were gaps in 
your narrative,” he remarked, re- 
proachfully ‘Your friend—I take 
it that his name is Tom—believes, 
then, that he is under the control of 
Chopin?” 

‘**] think he 
very graciously; ‘* he 
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time of late reading the details of 
Chopin’s life.” 

‘*H’m!” exclaimed the doctor, like 

ne who gladly on a new 

symptom in a puzzling case; ‘‘ would 

not be possible, madam, for me to 

this man, unobserved myself? If 

ar him play it would be 

flood of light on the 

is, I am groping in the 


comes 


‘¢ And—and—in case, sir, that your 
worst fears are realized,’”’ I faltered, 
] 


‘can you do anything for him? Can 


1e be cured?” 
‘*You see, doctor, she didn’t marry 
Chopin. “ 
Che 


Naturally 
[ gave Mrs. Jack 
less tongue. But the 
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t as in ti : 

‘Yes, the murder’s out, Dr. Wood- 
ruff,’’ 1 confessed, wearily. ‘‘ We've 
been talking about my husband. We 
were very happy together before his 
seizure. And—and—now 

‘* And now his wife isn’t one, two, 
hree,”’ -d Mrs. Jack, excitedly; 

burning shame. Can you 
g for him, doctor? Surely 
you don’t think it’s chronic, do you?” 

The suspicion of a smile crossed 
the physician’s face, and I felt the 
blood come into my cheeks. I had 
no intention of laying my marital 
misery before the keen eyes of this 
strangely powerful man, but some- 
how I felt a sense of relief now that 

» had come into possession of all the 

ts. 

‘If you think it advisable, doc- 

r, for you to hear my husband 
play,” I said, presently, ‘‘ I’m sure it 
can be arranged. He has agreed to 
recital at the rooms of the 
Chopin Society to-morrow evening. 
He has asked us to go with him. 
Could you not obtain a card? He 
would not know, of course, why you 
were there.” 

‘‘T have many friends among the 
Chopin idolaters; it is easily ar- 
ranged,” remarked Dr. Woodruff, as 
he rose and ushered us toward the 
exit from his inner office. ‘‘ Mean- 
while, madam, I shall make a close 
study of the case from the data al- 
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ready at hand. Iam very grateful to 
you for coming to me, and I think 
I can safely promise to be of serv- 
ice to you. Au revoir. To-morrow 
evening at eight.” 

As we seated ourselves in the car- 
riage I turned angrily to Mrs. Jack. 
‘‘Why did you betray me?” I cried. 
‘*It was cruel, cruel!” 

Mrs. Jack smiled affectionately and 
seized my hand. ‘Don’t be an- 
noyed at me, my dear. I was merely 
doing justice to Dr. Woodruff. It’s 
absurd to try to put a thoroughbred 
over the water jump with blinders. 
It’s unfair to the horse, to say the 
least.” 


VII 


A PRELIMINARY CANTER 

**Do you really intend to go, Tom? 
But suppose, dear, you don’t feel like 
playing; what will happen then? Do 
be sensible, old fellow, and stay home 
with me. You always shunned noto- 
riety—and now you go in search of 
it. What is the matter with you, 
Tom? You haven’t been at all frank 
with me since—since 

‘*Since when, my dear?” asked my 
husband, smiling at me kindly over 
his demi-tasse. 

‘*Since you played that duet with 
Signorina Molatti in the music-room,” 
I answered, ashamed of the feeling 
of jealousy that I had nourished for 
several days. As I gazed at Tom’s 
honest face the absurdity of the ac- 
cusation that I had brought against 
him in this indirect way forced itself 
upon me. My husband at that mo- 
ment struck me as the least flirtatious- 
looking man I had ever seen. But 
facts are stubborn things. I had 
good reason to believe that Tom had 
accompanied a famous violiniste, not 
only in our music-room but in the 
signorina’s own drawing-room. It 
is astonishing how quickly a sus- 
picious wife develops into a female 
Sherlock Holmes! 

‘“*T plead guilty to the indictment,” 
said Tom presently, lighting a cigar, 
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‘*Suppose we go into the library, 
Winifred. We can have a quiet half- 
hour at least before we start.”’ 

I derived both pleasure and pain 
from this suggestion. It was satis- 
factory to find Tom more inclined to 
be companionable than he had been 
for nearly a week. On the other 
hand, I was disappointed at discover- 
ing that his determination to attend 
the meeting of the Chopin Society re- 
mained unshaken. That any further 
protest from me would be futile I 
fully realized, and it was with a feel- 
ing of apprehension and disquietude 
that I seated myself in the library 
and watched Tom as he dreamily 
blew smoke into the air, seemingly 
forgetful of my presence. After a 
time he began to speak, more like a 
poet soliloquizing than an unimagina- 
tive lawyer addressing his wife. 

‘*It was a strangely vivid vision. 
I have had dreams that were like 
reality, but none that approached this 
one in intensity. I passed first 
through a doorway that led into old, 
picturesque, crumbling  cloisters, 
forming a quadrangle. Stretching 
away from these cloisters ran long 
corridors with vaulted roofs. Down 
one of the corridors I hurried toward 
a light that seemed to come through 
a rose window, intensifying the grim 
darkness surrounding me. It was 
bitterly cold; the chill of death 
seemed to clutch at my heart. And 
always I heard the sound of mournful 
voices through the resounding gal- 
leries.” 

‘*Tom!” I cried, shocked by the 
queer gleam in his eyes. 

3ut he went on as if he had not 
heard me. ‘‘ There were other noises, 
some harsh, others majestically musi- 
cal. There came to me the mighty 
roaring of a storm-swept sea beating 
against a rocky shore. The winds 
sobbed and thundered and whistled 
and fellaway. Then I could hear the 
plaintive notes of sea-birds outside the 
stone walls of the monastery. But 
always it was the chill dampness that 
appalled me. I was forever hurry- 
ing toward the rose window, where 
warmth and love and joy awaited me; 
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but always it fled before me, and the 
long black corridor lay between me 
and my goal. It was horrible.” 

‘*What had you been doing, Tom?” 
I asked, in a desperate effort to recall 
him to his present environment. 
‘*Had you been eating a Welsh rare- 
bit at the club?” 

He gazed at me defiantly. ‘‘ No,” 
he said, gloomily, ‘‘I had been play- 
ing Chopin with Signorina Molatti.” 

By an effort of will I restrained the 
words that rushed to my lips, and 
asked, quietly: ‘‘And which of his 
works had you been playing?” 

‘*T don’t know,” he answered, 
wearily. ‘‘I think the signorina said 
our last rendition was No. 1 of Opus 
40, whatever that may mean.” 

Tom glanced at me sheepishly, for 
all the world like a mischievous 
schoolboy who has been forced to 
make a confession. My mind was 
hard at work trying to recall the 
details of my recent researches into 
the life of Chopin. To refresh my 
memory I opened a book that lay 
among other Lives of ‘‘the master” 
on the library table. 

‘““*No. 1 of Opus 40,’” 


I presently 
found myself reading aloud, ‘‘‘ is in 


A major, and is throughout an in- 


tensely martial composition. There 
is a spirit of victory and conquest 
about it. The most remarkable cir- 
cumstance attached to it seems to lie 
in the fact that it is supposed to have 
been written during Chopin’s sojourn 
at the Carthusian monastery on the 
Island of Mallorca with 
Sand.’” 

Bitterly did I regret my indiscreet 
quotation. Tom had turned white, 
and there had come into his eyes an 
appealing, despairing expression that 
reminded me of a deer I had once 
seen brought to bay in the Adiron- 
dack forest. 

‘*Mrs. Van Corlear,” announced 
the butler at the door of the library, 
and Mrs. Jack, who had the run of 
the house, came toward us gaily. 

‘* And how is our boy wonder this 
evening?” she cried, laughingly. ‘‘ I’m 
backing Tom Remsen for the great 
Chopin handicap to-night. Are you 
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uite fit, Tom? 
money?” 
How easy it is for our most inti- 
nate friends to take our troubles 
ehtly! Although I realized that 
derlying Mrs. Jack’s levity was a 
ndly motive—a desire to carry off 
n awkward situation with the least 
friction—I could not help 
eling annoyed at her flippant words. 
rateful as I was to her for her loyal 
nterest in my peculiar affliction, it 
as unpleasant to feel that Mrs. 
ck was treating as a light comedy 
hat seemed to me to involve all the 
lements of a tragedy. There was 
nothing farcical, surely, in Tom’s ap- 
pearance as he stood there, pale, 
silent, smiling perfunctorily at our 
every inch a modern gentle- 
man, but strangely like the protag- 
ist of some classic drama, the re- 
bellious but impotent plaything of 

vindictive gods. 

‘‘Come, let us go,” I cried, nerv- 
ously, anxious to put an end to a 
most uncomfortable situation. ‘‘ Do 
you really feel up to it, Tom? There 
is still time to back out of it, you 
know. A solo before a crowd is 
much more trying than a duet in 
private.” 

I had not intended to hurt Tom’s 
feelings, but my words had displayed 
a plentiful lack of tact. And the 
worst of it was that Mrs. Jack 
seemed to be in a diabolical mood, 
‘or she at once jumped at the chance 
to make mischief. 

‘*T have heard of your fondness 
for duets, Tom,” she remarked, and 
[ was reminded of the soft purring 
of a cat preparing to pounce on a 
helpless mouse. ‘* What a delight it 
must be to Signorina Molatti to find 
an interpreter of Chopin worthy of 
her fiddle! You find her a very in- 
teresting personality, do you not?” 

Tom stopped short—we were 
slowly making our exit from the 
library—and gazed at Mrs. Jack with 
a puzzled expression in his eyes. 
‘*Signorina Molatti?” he queried, 
musingly. ‘‘What do I think of 
her? I really don’t know. I never 
considered the question before. 
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She’s merely a part of the music—not 
an individual, don’t you see?” Sud- 
denly his face changed, and he put his 
hand to his brow as if a sharp pain had 
tormented him. ‘‘Wait a moment! 
Don't go!” he implored us, in a la- 
bored, unnatural voice. ‘*‘ What does 
it all mean? Tell me! What am I 
doing? Ican’t play Chopin! I can’t 
play anything! Have I been hypno- 
tized? I tell you, Winifred—Mrs. 
Jack—it’s all a mistake, a mystery, 
an uncanny, hideous bedevilment. 
It’s demoniac possession—or some- 
thing of that kind. And what'll the 
Chopin Society think if I make a 
horrible flunk? At this moment I 
don’t feel as if I could play a note. 
Come into the music-room!” he end- 
ed, a touch of wildness in his voice 
and manner. 

Mrs. Jack and I followed him 
silently. There was in Tom’s way of 
hurrying across the drawing-room a 
mingling of eagerness and dread that 
was wholly uncharacteristic of the 
man. As he hastened feverishly to- 
ward the piano, a hectic flush on his 
cheeks and his eyes aglow, he re- 
minded me of a youth I had seen 
at Monte Carlo staking his whole 
fortune on a turn of the roulette 
wheel. 

For 
ment, 


a time Tom sat at the instru- 
his head bowed low and his 
hands hanging listlessly at his side. 
Mrs. Jack’s arm was round my 
waist, and I could hear her deep, 
hurried breathing and feel the nerv- 
ous tremor of her slender, well-knit 
form. It was indeed a most trying 
crisis that could disturb the poise of 
the athletic woman beside me. 

‘‘He doesn’t connect,” she whis- 
pered to me, presently. ‘‘I wish Dr. 
Woodruff were here.” 

3ut Mrs. Jack had spoken prema- 
turely. Suddenly Tom’s hands were 
raised and he struck the opening 
chords of Chopin’s Scherzo in B 
minor, Opus 20. The fury of the 
following measures he rendered with 
stunning effect. Then the vigor of 
the rushing quaver figure lessened 
gradually, and at the repeat Tom 
sprang erect and turned toward us, 
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an expression of weird 
his face 

‘*It’s all right, girls!” he 
with a boyish lack of dignity. ‘‘Come 
on! We're I'll show 
those Chopin people something they'll 
never forget! 

‘** He’s fit!” whispered Mrs. Jack to 
me. ‘‘It wasn’t much of a prelim- 
inary canter—but he’s in the running 


ecstasy on 
cried, 
late, as it is. 
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THE CHOPIN SOCIETY 

MoLaTTiI was a marvel of beauty 
that evening. Great as was my prej- 
udice against the girl, I was forced to 
admit to myself, as we entered the 
crowded rooms of the Chopin Society, 
that I had never seen a handsomer 
creature, nor one more radiant with 
the joy of life. The glory of youth, 
the fire of genius were in her eyes. 
There were many striking faces in 
evidence that evening, faces full of 
the subtle charm that the worship of 
music frequently begets; ugly faces 
alight with an inward glow, symmet- 
tical faces whose regularity was not 
insipid; plebeian faces stamped by an 
acquired distinction; patrician faces 
warmed by an esthetic enthusiasm; 
faces that told their story of struggle 
and defeat, and others that bore the 
mysterious imprint of success. But 
there was only one countenance in 
all that picturesque throng to which 
my gaze constantly returned, paying 
unwilling homage to a fascination 
against which I vainly rebelled. I 
found it difficult to believe that Tom 
had never noticed the signorina’s 
wonderful beauty of face and form, 
that he had always considered her as 
he had said, ‘‘ merely a part of the 
music.” 

Mrs. Jack, who had been watching 
me closely, seemed to read my mind, 
for she whispered to me, teasingly: 
‘*Tom’ll sit up and take notice to- 
night, don’t you think? She’s well 
groomed and shows blood, doesn’t 
she?” 

From Mrs. Jack Van Corlear this 
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was high praise indeed, and Molatti 
deserved it. The studied simplicity 
of her low-cut black gown, relieved 
by a small cluster of diamonds below 
the neck, harmonized with the quiet 
arrangement of her luxuriant 
hair, seemingly held in place by a 
miniature aigrette of small diamonds. 
The marmoreal whiteness of her per- 
fect neck and firm, well-rounded arms 
was emphasized by a sharp contrast. 
Of color there was none, save for the 
slight flush of health in her cheeks 
and the rich red line of her strong, 
sensitive mouth. 

I glanced at Tom, who stood not 
far from me, listening to the words of 
the president of the society, a short, 
slender, nervous-looking man, whose 
mobile countenance at that moment 
suggested the joy of a lion-hunter 
who has achieved unexpectedly a 
difficult feat. Tom was pale, and 
there was a wrinkle in his brow just 
between the eyes that assured me he 
was not completely at his ease. But 
he seemed to be wholly indifferent to 
the presence of Signorina Molatti. 
That he had not glanced at her since 
our entrance to the hall I felt quite 
sure. Was Tom really a great actor? 
It was a question that was constantly 
recurring to me, despite the weight of 
evidence against an affirmative an- 
swer. 

Presently Tom returned to my 
side, and Mrs. Jack deliberately stuck 
a pin into him—or, rather, us. 

‘Is music antagonistic to manners, 
Tom Remsen? Go over and speak to 
Signorina Molatti. It is your duty, 
sir.” 

‘*And my pleasure, Mrs. Jack,” 
said Tom, with a smile that recalled 
his former self, my Tom of the ante- 
Chopin days. He left us at once to 
make his way through the crowd to 
Molatti’s corner. 

‘‘T take it, madam, that that is 
your husband,” remarked a deep, 
low, carefully modulated voice. I 
turned to find Dr. Emerson Woodruff 
beside me. ‘* He doesn’t look musi- 
cal.” 

‘*No, but he is,” Mrs. Jack put in, 
hastily. ‘‘ We’ve heard him play to- 
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doctor. He’s good for 
with something to 
-k my words, sir. 

ave you reached any conclusion 
the case, Dr. Woodruff?” I 
red, nervously. ‘‘ Mrs. Van 

is right. He was in splendid 
just before we left home. He 
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ighted at the pros- 
astonishing 


these people. 
had had acurious outbreak. 
had remarked, rather wildly, 
musician, couldn’t 
note, and was, he believed, suf- 
ig Irom ‘demoniac possession. 
aw that my statement had made 
ep impression on the psycholo- 
His face was very grave as he 
tched Tom, who stood beside Mo- 
vidently conversing with her 
more vivacity than I had ever 
him display before. 
‘He’s a phlegmatic, well-balanced 
in perfect health,” muttered 
1e doctor, musingly, ‘‘I am in- 
d to thi "he went on, address- 
directly, ‘‘that your hus- 
madam, is the most re- 
that has ever come under 
y personal observation. Iam very 
uus to hear—and see—him play 
befagre saying anything further about 
You feel sure that he intends to 
rform to-night?” 
Before I could answer this question 
I found myself beset by the fussy lit- 
tle president of the society, who ap- 
peared to believe that he owed me a 
great debt of gratitude. 
‘I tried to thank Mr. Remsen for 
ing here—to our so great joy!— 
—— me to you, madam. 
And it is 
harming to find the wife of a man 
genius wholly in sympathy with 
scareer. It is not always thus, you 
Mrs. Remsen.” 
[ could feel the internal laughter 
it [knew Mrs. Jack wassuppressing 
ehind me. I longed to turn round and 
glare at her, but I was forced to smile 
down into the excited face of the 
Chopin enthusiast, who, ex officio, 
was my host for the evening. 
“I trust you will not find Mr. 
Remsen a great disappointment,” I 
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managed to say, weakly. For an in- 
stant a hot, almost irresistible inclina- 
tion stung me to tell this overwrought, 
undersized bundle of nerves the plain 
truth, to assure him that Tom Rem- 
sen, my husband, couldn’t tell a noc- 
turne from a negro lullaby, that he 
was as ignorant of music as I was of 
law. 

‘*T am sure,” commented the presi- 
dent, politely, ‘‘that no disappoint- 
ment awaits us—rather a great and 
holy joy. ButI regret that our pleas- 
ure must be deferred for a few 
moments. Won't you and your 
friends find seats, please? I have 
prepared—at the request of the so- 
ciety—a short paper on ‘The Per- 
sonality of Chopin.’ It will take not 
more than ten minutes for me to 
read it. After that, Mrs. Remsen, 
we are to have a most wonderful duet 
from Signorina Molatti and Mr. 
Remsen.” 

The little man disappeared, and I 
was glad to rest myself in the chair 
that Dr. Woodruff had found for me. 
I turned toward Mrs. Jack, who had 
seated herself beside me. She saw 
the gleam of annoyance in my eyes 
as they met hers, but smiled sweetly. 

** Why are you angry with me, my 
dear?” she whispered. ‘‘Am I re- 
sponsible if nature granted me a sense 
of humor? You must acknowledge 
that the situation is amusing—even if 
it is a bit uncanny.” 

Tom had seated himself beside 
Molatti to listen to the president’s 
essay. Presently I found myself 
hearkening, with almost feverish 
interest, to the latter. 

“T have thought it well, my 
friends,” the president was saying, 
‘*to confine my remarks this evening 
to Chopin in his general relations to 
the world. I shall endeavor todraw a 
picture of the man rather than of the 
musician. And first of all, let me 
quote from Liszt in regard to the 
master’s appearance.” 

I glanced at Tom. He sat motion- 
less, almost rigid, with a face so lack- 
ing in expression that it was hard to 
believe he had caught the significance 
of the speaker’s words. 
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To this quo 
president added a few words 
Orlowski: ‘‘ ‘Chopin is full 
and vigor; all the Frenchv 

on him, and all the men are j 
him. In a word, he i 

and we shall 

gloves a la ( hop — 

The president paused, 
with consternation that he was g 
atmyhusband. Thecause of this i1 
terruption was apparent 
shifted my gaze. Tom wa 
back and forth in his chair 
with laughter. His effort to keep 
his merriment in check, to restrain 
the loud guffaws that seemed to rack 
his very frame, was painfully in evi- 
dence. There was something almost 
heroic in his endeavor to repress an 
outbreak that would have been bru- 
tally rude. Tom the 
centre of all eyes through the presi- 
dent’s lack of tact. 

‘*What’s the matter with him?” 
whispered Mrs. Jack, hysterically. 

‘*] don’t know,” I answered, lame- 
ly. ‘*He’s hada funny thought. Is 
he better?” I had turned away from 
him. 

‘‘He’s growing worse, I think,” 
answered Mrs. Jack, despondently. 
‘* Why doesn’t the president go on? 
There, it’s all right. He's quiet 
now.” 
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Mrs. Jack spoke truly. The presi- 
dent had resumed his lecture, and | 
turned and saw that Tom was no 
longer swaying with mirth. 

‘** How did it happen?” I murmured 
in Mrs. Jac k’s ear. 

‘I’m not sure,” she whispered, 
‘but I think Molatti touched his 
hand. Oh, isn’t it weird? I t 
help feeling it’s like breaking a colt.” 
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IX 


AN UNRECQRDED OPUS 
number of men and 
devoted to 
some one line of art are gathered to- 
the atmosphere be- 
surcharged with electricity. 
If one is impressionable, acutely 
sensitive to an environment, it is 
best pe rhaps to avoid the haunts of 
inclined to believe 
sociologists will investigate 
eventually the eternal antagonism 
between Belgravia and bohemia by 
strictly scientific methods, How 

large an infusion of genius can | 
safely sustained by a throng in search 
of social relaxation it would be well 
One fact, at least, in this 
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women whose lives are 
gethe r social 
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to know. 
connection has been repeatedly dem- 
onstrated—as I had learned to my 
cost—namely, that a social function 
based on music rests on a powder- 
mine. Belgravia had witnessed an 
explosion at my recent musical 
And now, I felt convinced, bohemia 
was to undergo a like ordeal. 
Tom was at the root of this 
quieting conviction. His hysterical 
attack of wholly irrelevant hilarity, 
his quick response to Molatti’s sooth- 
ing touch, and now the tense, un- 
natural expression of his face filled 
me with painful apprehension. | 
both craved and dreaded the end of 
the president’s discourse, and my 
forebodings were darkened by a re- 
mark made by Mrs. Jack, who seemed 
to derive real pleasure from the ex- 
citement of the crisis. 
‘**Look at Tom,” 
**He’s fretful at the post. 


dis- 


she whispered. 
He'll get 
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the bit in his teeth, presently. Do 
Dr. Woodruff over there? 
He's taking notes.” 

Before had ceased to speak 
Tom was out of hand and had bolted 
down the track, as Mrs. Jack would 
have putit. In other words, he had 
sprung from Molatti’s as the 
president ended his discourse and 
had rushed to the piano at the end 
of the room. I caught the look of 
amazement on the president’s quaint 
face, and laughed aloud nervously. 
Utterly ashamed of my lack of self- 
control, I glanced at the crowd sur- 
rounding me, but nobody had noticed 
my touch of hysteria. Every eye in 
the room was fastened on Tom, who 
was seated motionless at the piano in 
in apparently dazed condition. His 
eyes were closed and the corners of 
his mouth drawn down. He looked 
at that moment like the very incar- 
nation of all that was unmusical in 
universe. I feared that Mrs. 
Jack would comment on his ridicu- 
lous appearance, but she was kind 
enough to keep quiet. She told me 
afterward that my raucous laugh had 
frightened her. 

Suddenly Tom’s chin went up, he 
opened his eyes, fixed them on Mo- 
latti’s white face, and began to play. 
Such weird, intoxicating harmonies 
as filled the room, setting every soul 
therein athrob with an ecstasy that 
was close akin to agony, no earthly 
audience had ever heard before. Men 
and women were there who had mem- 
orized each and every note that Cho- 
pin wrote, but there was not among 
them one who could identify this 
marvelous improvisation, this strange 
exposition of a great master in his 
most inspired mood. It was Chopin, 
but Chopin unrecorded; his genius 
in its most characteristic tendency, 
but raised, as a mathematician would 
say, to the m™ power. It was as if 
the soul of the composer, dissatisfied 
with the heritage that he had left to 
us, had returned to earth to exhibit 
to his worshipers the one perfect 
flower of his creative spirit. 

How long Tom played I have never 
known. Il had forgotten all about 


you see 


she 


side 


the 


him before many minutes had passed, 
losing in my impressionability to 
music my sensitiveness as the wife of 
a man misunderstood. There were 
in the universe only my soul and a 
throbbing splendor of great music, 
mighty harmonies that filled all space, 
magic chords that awakened dim 
memories of a life long past, filled 
to overflowing with joy and sorrow, 
tossing waves of melody that bore me 
to the stars or sank with me into 
vast, mysterious realms peopled by 
gray shadows that I had learned to 
love. 

Presently I felt Mrs. Jack’s hand 
clasping mine. ‘‘Don’t go to him, 
dear. He has only fainted,” I heard 
her saying, her voice seeming to reach 
me from a remote distance. ‘‘ He 
was all out, and collapsed under the 
wire. But it’s nothing serious.” 

Tom had sunk back into Molatti’s 
arms, and his head rested against her 
shoulder. She had sprung toward 
him, as I learned later, just in time 
to save him from a fall. She now 
stood gazing mournfully down on his 
white, upturned face, sorrow, pity 
and, I imagined, remorse in her 
glance. For an instant a hot rage 
swept over me, and I strove to stand 
erect despite Mrs. Jack’s restraining 
hand. 

‘*Don’t make a scene!” she whis- 
pered to me, passionately in earnest. 
‘‘He is in no danger. See, Dr: 
Woodruff is feeling his pulse.” 

Even at that awful moment, when 
I knew not whether Tom was alive 
or dead, I remember that my mind 
dwelt for a moment on the tendency 
of new schools of medicine to cling 
to old traditions. Of what signifi- 
cance to a psychologist could the ra- 
pidity of Tom’s pulse be? I heard 
people all round me talking excit- 
edly. 

‘“* Did you ever hear anything like 
it?” 

‘“*T tell you it’s one of the master’s 
posthumous works. I couldn’t iden- 
tify it, but perhaps it was discovered 
by Remsen.” 

‘**That’s absurd! 
find it?” 


Where could he 
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‘* He’s better now. 
his eyes.” 

‘*] don’t wonder he fainted; I was 
just on the verge of collapse myself.” 

** Parbleu! Chopin a la diable! 
Non, non, no more pour mot, stl vous 
plait!” 

‘I can now die so vera happy! I 
hava justa once heard the 
himself. I hava nothing left for to 
live.” 

‘*Who is this wonderful 
Never heard of him before.” 

‘You'll hear of him again, then. 
He’s the only man living who can in- 
terpret the master.” 

It was, all of it, intolerable. 
I hated these chattering idiots, who 
were making an idol of clay, setting 
up my poor Tom—who was to me at 
that moment an object of pity—as 
the incarnation of their cult, to whom 
they must pay reverent homage! I 
longed to cry aloud to them that they 
had been tricked, that my husband 
was a sensible, commonplace, lovable 
man, as far removed from a musical 
crank as he was from a train-robber 
or a pirate. All my former love for 
music seemed to have turned sud- 
denly into detestation, and I longed 
to get away from this nest of Cho- 
piniacs into the noisy, wholesome at- 
mosphere of the outside world. It 
seemed to me that nothing could 
restore my equilibrium but the up- 
roar of the streets and the unmelo- 
dious clatter of my coach. 

‘*We must get out of this at once,” 
I said to Mrs. Jack, standing erect 
and checking the dizziness in my 
head by an effort of will. I saw that 
Tom had fully recovered his senses 
and that he seemed to be actually en- 
joying the homage the excited throng 
pressing toward him offered to his 
vicarious genius. Beside him stood 
Molatti, her face radiant, as if her 
mission on earth were to reflect the 
glory of Tom Remsen’s musical mir- 
acle. 

‘*We must get out of this,” I found 
myself saying again, as I urged Mrs. 
Jack toward the exit. ‘‘I'll send the 
carriage back for Tom.” 

**But it’s such bad form to 


See, he opens 


wiaestro 


Remsen? 


How 


run 


SMART SET 


away like this,”’ protested Mrs. Jack. 
‘‘What will the president think of 
us? And Dr. Woodruff! Surely you 
want to ask him what he 
the—ah—case.”’ 

But my will for 
stronger than her: 
were seated in my} 
bound, and I w 


meward 


back the 


hot tears that had rushed to m 
what Dr. 


y eyes. 

‘¢T—I—don’t car 
Woodruff thinks ab 
I sobbed. ‘‘] 
think about 

Mrs. Jack 
but it 
sure of 
she could 1 

We had 
before sl 
what, my 
case?” 

I pulled my £ and re- 
strained my sobs am not of the 
weeping vari n, and I was 
ashamed of 
of weakness. 

‘*T think,” I began, and then I hes- 
itated, weighing my words carefully— 
**T think that Signorina Molatti is in 
love with Tom 

Mrs. Jack laughed outright, both to 
my amazement and anger. ‘‘ You’ve 
wholly lost the scent, my dear,” 
remarked, while I removed my hand 
from hers. Molatti is 
not in love with Tom—she’s in love 
with Chopin.” 
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TOM’S RECOVERY 


AFTER rereading the foregoing 
deposition I am forced to the con- 
clusion that I was designed by nature 
neither for a novelist nor a historian. 
I can see that my narrative fails to 
be convincing, considered either as a 
work of fiction or as a statement of 
fact. But may I not comfort myself 
with the thought that I have given my 
testimony conscientiously, and that if 
the outcome of my literary efforts is 
unsatisfactory my failure is due rather 
to the inexplicable phenomena with 
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will their arrangement 

ppeal to the artistic. But I have told 

truth, and if not the whole truth, 

but the truth. As 

literature my story belongs to the 

realistic school and is of the present. 

As a contribution to science it will 
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convin< l hat the psycholo- 

f the future will read the de- 

Tom Remsen’s case with en- 
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I have felt too deeply the nervous 
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strain of setting 
white the story of 
in my life to go into details here and 
now regarding the ups and downs of 
the long illness that Tom underwent 
after his triumphant appearance be- 
fore the Chopin Society. 

For two days before he collapsed I 
that he was fighting in grim 
silence against weakness and fever. 
He was like aman struggling to over- 
come an unnatural appetite and grow- 
ing constantly more weary of the con- 
test. He would stroll with reluctant 
steps into the music-room, stand for a 
time gazing defiantly at the piano, 
with his hands clenched and beads of 
erspiration on his troubled brow; 
hen he would turn away, meeting 
my gaze with a melancholy smile, 
and hurry off to his office or his club, 
to return to me after a time pale and 
listless, but always stubbornly silent 
as to the cause of his evident suffer- 
ing. Only once before he was forced 
to take to his bed, where he tossed for 
a week in delirium, did he refer, even 
indirectly, to the cause of his dis- 
quietude. 

‘*Has Signorina Molatti been here 
to-day?” he asked me, abruptly, one 
evening at dinner. 

‘* No, Tom,” I answered, a note in 
my voice that I’m sure he did not 
like. ‘* Did you expect her?” 
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‘“*I always expect her,” he mut- 
tered, speaking more to himself than 
to me. 

That evening the magnetism of the 
open piano in the music-room proved 
irresistible to him. To my mingled 
consternation and delight he played 
selections from Chopin until long 
after midnight, the while I sat be- 
hind him fascinated by his renditions 
but appalled by the persistent recur- 
rence of his ** To-mor- 
row,” I said to myself, ‘‘I will con- 
sult Dr. Woodruff again. Perhaps he 
has made his diagnosis and can sug- 
gest some line of treatment.” 

But on the morrow Tom was in 
charge of our family doctor and two 
trained nurses. The morning had 
found him hot with fever, and by 
noon he was out of his head and in- 
clined to be violent. Then followed 
days and nights of alternating hope 
and fear, during which there came to 
me a complete revelation of what the 
old Tom had been to me, the Tom 
who had bored me at times—ungrate- 
ful woman that I was!—by his practi- 
cal, unimaginative, inartistic person- 
ality. How I treasured a word of en- 
couragement from the doctor or a 
nurse! How bitterly I repented my 
former discontent, my disloyal long- 
ing for something in Tom’s make- 
up that nature had not vouchsafed 
to him! It had come to him—this 
‘*something ”’—and it had well-nigh 
ruined our lives. Whatever it had 
been, demoniac possession, hypnotism 
or what-not, it had been a thing of 
evil, despite the uncanny beauty of 
its manifestation. In my heart of 
hearts I craved one of two alterna- 
tives, either Tom’s death or his restora- 
tion to his former self, freed forever 
from the black shadow of Chopin’s 
genius. 

It was not until one afternoon well 
on in his convalescence that I knew 
my fondest hopes had been real- 
ized. We had betaken ourselves to 
the library, not to read but to enjoy 
in an indolent way our new freedom 
from trained nurses and the discipline 
of the sickroom. Tom, leaning back 
comfortably in a reclining-chair and 
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puffing a cigarette, wore on his in- 


valid’s face an expression of supreme 
contentment. Not once, I was glad 
to note, did his eyes wander to the 
distant shelf on which stood our 


Chopin literature, books that I had 


doomed 


when a opportunity for the 





‘*Isn’t this cozy?” remarked Tom 


presently, glancing at me affection- 
ately. ‘* But I suppose I must hasten 
my recovery, my dear. The Pepper 
and Salt Trust and other enterprises 
don't take much stock in sick men.” 


** Don’t worry about business mat- 
ters, Tom Remsen,” I said, w 
ful sternness. ‘‘ We can get on very 
well if you never do anot 
work in your life.” 

A shadow passed over Tom's face, 
and he puffed his cigarette nervously. 
‘I’m not fitted 
my dear,” he remarked, grimly. ‘‘A 
man may get into so many kinds of 
mischief if he isn’t busy.” 

I hastened to change the subject. 
‘* Remember, sir, that you are under 
orders. You are to do as you are 
told to do. You may not know it, 
Tom, but the fact is that you and | 
sail for Europe just as soon as you 
are strong enough to stand the voy- 
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fora life of leisure 


age.’ 

‘‘Where are we going?” he asked, 
apprehensively. ‘* Not to Paris?” 

‘*‘No, not to Paris,” I answered, 
understanding him. ‘‘ We'll spend 
all our time in Scotland and Ireland. 
They’re the only countries over there 
that we have not seen, Tom 

The next day I discharged our but- 
ler for an indiscretion that he com- 
mitted at this momen 

‘** Signorina Molatti,” he announced 
from the doorway of the library, and 
turning my head I saw the violiniste, 
with her Cremona under her arm, 
coming toward us. I glanced at 
Tom. The two red spots that had 
leaped into his white cheeks seemed 
to be an outward manifestation not of 
joy but of hot anger. I rose and 
went toward our visitor, a question 
in my face. 

‘* Will you not forgiva me, signora?” 


hat you calla vera bad 
t I hava been so vera un- 
happy. They tolda me that Signor 


Remsen wasdying. Can you not for- 
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’ 
signorina,” I said, perfunctorily t 
would not do to give way to my in- 
| 4 ‘ . - ° 
clination to chide this insinuating girl 
for her presumption. A scene might 
cause Tom to have a relapse. 
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I see,”’ she cried. And I am so 
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glad! And I hava brought my vio- 
lin. That the signor would lika to 
hear the voice of the vestro- r 

‘* Stop r will you—ah— 
signorin< Tom, gruffly, 





annoyance no discourtesy 
to even an unwelcome guest. ‘I’m 
not it, young woman. He’s gone 
away, whoever he was If he comes 


back—which God forbid—lI’ll notify 
you. But you won’t catch me drum- 
ming any more on a piano. My 
musical career is at an end. I’m un- 
der the care of a doctor, and he says 
that I’m on the road to recovery. 
Forgive me if I have spoken too 
plainly. You’re a very charming 
young woman, and I admire your— 
ah—genius. But mine’s gone, and 
I'll take good care that it doesn’t 
come back. If you'd like that piano 
in the music-room, Signorina Molatti, 
I’m sure that my wife would be glad 
to send it over to your apartments. 
We're through with it—forever!” 

I was sorry for the girl. The ex- 
pression of amazement—even horror 
—that had come into her dark, ex- 
pressive face touched my heart, and I 
laid my hand gently on her arm. 

‘*It’s a great mystery, signorina,” 
I whispered to her, as I led her from 
the library. ‘‘I can’t explain it to 
you very clearly, for I don’t under- 
stand it myself. But Mr. Remsen 
told you the truth. He is no longer 
musical. In his normal condition he 
is the most unmusical man in the 
world. The Signor Remsen that you 
have known, with whom you have 
played duets, is dead—I can hardly 
believe that he ever existed. Will 
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1orina Molatti, grant me the 
ivilege of presenting to you 
Frankly, it would be 
reat relief to me to be rid of it.” 
[There were tears in her splendid 
black eyes as she turned her face to- 
ward me. ‘I do not understand,” 
she said, mournfully. ‘* You do not 
know whata it all meant to me. I 
cannot taka your piano. There is 
nobody in the wide world to playa 
eet, now that he ees gone. And you 
are telling me the truth? I was 
dreaming? Eet did not really happen? 
But, signora, there were so many who 
hearda heem—hearda me — hearda 
us! Eet could not hava been a 
dream. Whata was eet?” 

Her voice broke with a sob, and I 
bent down and kissed her tear-stained 
face. 

‘*T cannot tell you, signorina. But 
do not let your heart break. Youmay 
find him again some day.” 

‘Nevaire again,” she sighed, seiz- 
ing my handsimpulsively. ‘* Nevaire 
again. But I thanka you so much. 
Fareawell.” 

My heart was heavy as I returned 
to Tom, uncertain of the state in 
which I should find him. To my de- 
light, I saw as I entered the library 
that he had suddenly made a great 
tride toward renewed health. He 
was sitting erect, and there was little 
of the invalid in his face or voice. 
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‘*That’s over, my dear!” he cried, 
gaily, ‘‘and I’m going to celebrate 
Chopin’s utter rout. Order me a 
brandy and soda, will you? — and 
push that box of cigars toward me. 
Then we'll read up a bit, little woman, 
about Scotland and Ireland. On the 
whole, I’minclined to believe you and 
I will have a very jolly outing.” 

I leaned forward and kissed the 
dear fellow’s smiling lips. ‘‘It’s so 
good to have you back again, Tom,” 
I murmured. 

‘* And the signorina?” he asked, 
presently. ‘* How did she take it? 
I’m afraid I was cruel to her, my 
dear. Did I speak too harshly to 
her?” 

‘“You had no alternative, Tom,” I 
assured him, soothingly; ‘‘ you had 
been placed in a very awkward posi- 
tion.” 

‘*T had—in a very awkward posi- 
tion,” he acknowledged. ‘‘ And who 
the deuce put me there? I won- 
der 

‘Don’t wonder, Tom,” I cried, 
sharply. ‘‘ The less wondering you 
do the better it will be for us both.” 

‘*You’re right, Winifred, as you 
always are,” he said, raising aloft the 
glass of bubbling brandy that the 
butler had brought to him, and nod- 
ding toward me. ‘‘ Here’s your good 
health, my dear, and don voyage to us 
both!” 
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LOVE’S YOUNG DREAM 


M ADGE—He says I am a hot-house flower. 


Marjorie—Is that why he keeps you so long in the conservatory? 
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NOT A GOOD CATCH 


RS. MATCHMAKER—Don't you know, my dear, that all are fish that 


come to my net? 


DauGHTER—But, mamma, you want me to marry a lobster! 
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PIERROT IN AUTUMN 


\ THY is thy heart so sad, Pierrot? 

The leaf must fall, the Summer go, 
And our bright world be given to snow, 
Since the good God will have it so. 


My heart is sad enough, Pierrette 
The Autumn days are warm, and j 
The world is like a house to let, 
Empty of all things save regret. 


Let not thy heart be sad, Pierrot! 
The Spring will come, the Winter go, 
And we be glad again; for woe 


Is but joy’s covering of snow. 


Will some Toymaker, then, reset 

Our fairy stageland for us yet, 

And mend each broken marionette? 
Where is our vanished friend, Pierrette? 


Buiiss CARMAN. 


Fs 


METHOD IN HER MODESTY 


66 ND did you blush, Clara, when he said that?” 
**Oh, no indeed, dear; it was too dark.” 


%® 


GETTING A START 
HUMLY—They say the Rigleys are trying to break into society. 


CLusty—Yes, that is the rumor. They have started well. Mrs. 
Rigley made three breaks at the Browne-Stone reception last night. 


¥ 
AT THE ZOO 


HE MONK-—Five baby elks have been born here within the last four 
weeks. 
Tue Cockatoo—By George! we'll organize a lodge. 
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CHARACTERS 


Mr. FALCONER 


FALCONER 


FALCONER 


HERMIONI 


Lapy Kate BEAUMONT 


DOWAGER DUCHESS OF LAUDERDALI 


DUKE OF LAUDERDALI 


Mrs 


SHARSWOOD 


NETTIE S! 


1IARSWOOD 


HeRBERT FORBES 


A Royvat GENTLEMAN 


Fifty. Man of the world, handsome, 
polished, well-dressed. 

Twenty. Hts son. Tall, artstocratice, 
simple in manner, sertous, romantic 
type. 

Nineteen. Girltsh, slender, lovely, re- 
served, dressed with elegance. 

Forty. 

Seventy. A commanding personage. 

Twenty-two. Her grandson. Narrow 
shoulders, small, insignificant ; light- 
red hair; dressed in height of fash- 
20N, MOonoE le. 

Forty-five. Dame de compagnie of 

lermtone Falconer, cowed in man- 
NeT, tll-dressed. 

Twenty-five. 
appearance, plainl; 
dressed. 

Thirty. 


Dark, handsome gay, chic. 


+d 


Vivacious, candid in 
but darntily 


Falconer’s private secretary. 


- His Equerry; Two Country GENTLEMEN, NEIGH- 
LacgueEys, FoormMen, GARDENERS, MEN AND MalIpD SERVANTS. 


The scenes are laid at Melville Moat, in Leicestershire, England—large, ram- 
bling house of sixteenth century, great luxury, splendid grounds, fine terraces 
and gardens—and at Brentwood, in Surrey, the Duchess of Lauderdale’s country 


, 


Sal 
IBRARY at Melville Moat. 
Lofty apartment. Fire in 
grate. Books everywhere. 


Mr. Falconer. Herbert Forbes. Mr. 
Falconer sits at a wide, flat desk cov- 
ered with papers; wears a rough 
morning sutt, knickerbockers. 11 A.M. 


FALCONER 
Here, Forbes, you can make out 


the list of the house party. We shall 
be twenty. The Lauderdales arrive 


to-day. Lady Beaumont also. The 

rest come three days later. Her Grace 

and Lady Beaumont asked to be here 

en famiulle—a whim. (Smiles.) Inever 
deny women’s whims 
FORBES 

Have you letters for me to answer? 

FALCONER 
Yes, here — these — no important 
ones. I have myself written Pretty- 


man to cable to New York about that 
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night 

Can go. 
Forbes 


Aan 
upers. 


last 
You 


carrying 
/ 
‘ with his 
Héad ) 

be fifty. A 

I supp se, to 
heories, I should 
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FALCONER 


be one of Ss 


sh "1 + + wy =+¢ 
lnappiest OF mortais, 


since money, we are told, is 
not a benediction. Well, I 
mine has not weighed 
my conscience. I have carried out 
nearly all I intended. I can now 
enjoy the fruits of my assiduous plan- 
nings. Since my youth I have had, 
like all thoughtful people, no sloven- 
ly, but definite aims. At twenty I 
adopted the motto, ‘‘ /ouzr et mé- 
priser’’—enjoy and despise! The 
key to life! Republics are said to be 
ungrateful. I don’t know whether 
they are or not. J/y country, at any 
rate, never valued my services. I 
shoo dust from my feet. I hate 
it, and I hate everybody in it. Pa- 
triotism is the chimera of narrow in- 
tellects. My adopted country suits 
me. I like its climate, the submis- 
sion of menials, the manner in which 
children are educated and made 
amenable to their parents. Above 
all, this place delights me. I have at 
least had the courage of my convic- 
tions. My new life holds no regrets 
and no remorse. Leave these to 
feeble intelligences and vacillating 
wills. Hermione never understood 
me—she always opposed my projects, 
which, after all, were for our chil- 
dren. Only where primogeniture 
exists one found a family, the 
natural outcome of such wealth as 
ours. In those three letters to her 
relatives which I opened, read and 
destroyed I did my best for her. 
The doctors advised, in her nervous 
condition, rest and absolute seclusion. 
Her complaints to her relatives would 
not have been understood. Better 
she should have thought them forget- 
ful and indifferent than have them 
fall about our ears. Her mind was 


a curse, 
contess 


hed too heavily 


k its 


can 
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no doubt slightly affected when she 
imagined this place didn’t agree with 
her health. Her physicians assured 
me it was entirely salubrious. Her 
final homesickness, her longing to 
return to America to her own people, 
was a mere matter of weakness—a 
woman’s irritation at being thwarted 
in anything—an hallucination of fe- 
ver. She had always been a spoilt 
child. Congenial we never were. 
Our tastes, our ideas, were dissimilar. 
I have always had the energy to face 
the truth. Agathon cannot refute 
the truth, though Socrates is easily 
refuted. Ah,I neglect the ancients. 
, Let me find the ‘‘ Dia- 
logues.” (Goes to a bookcase. Ab- 
sorbs himself in a volume.) 


Lyon Falcone r pushe Ss open the door. 


LYON 
Father! 


My son! 
LYON 
Can I speak with you a moment? 


FALCONER (/aying down book and 
returning to his desk) 


hits 

Certainly, my boy. 

LYON (gravely) 

I have something of importance to 
say to you. 

FALCONER (smiling) 

You want me to buy for you 
Lauderdale’s mare? You've spent 
more than your allowance—or is it— 
er—a love affair? (Laughs.) 

LYON (st¢z// sertous) 

None of these. 

FALCONER (aside) 

It can’t be a scrape—he was never 
known to get into one. (Zo Lyon.) 
Well, out with it, then! 

LYON (hesitating) 

I almost fear to speak, as I know it 

will be to you a disappointment. 
FALCONER (stz// laughing) 

Bless me, my son, I never knew 

you so afraid of your dad before. 











5 
H 
ta 








THE 








LYON 
I want to go to Africa. 
FALCONER (lightly) 
Well, well, we'll see; perhaps a lit- 
there and back for your vaca- 
I don’t know but it might in- 
to go, too. I was in the 
ial when I was thirty. Joined 
explorers. We might get the 
put into shape 
LYON (still gravely) 
ish to go to the war. 
FALCONER ( frowning) 


What arrant nonsense are you talk- 


LYON 
It isn’t nonsense. All the fellows 
going 
FALCONER (sternly) 
What fellows? 
LYON (haughtily) 


I don’t mean the 


rs’ apprentices, but my friends. 


rT‘ 1, . —_ . 
ihe gentiemen 


FALCONER 


G up your last term? Leave 
r studies, of which I have felt 
so justly proud? Your record is ex- 


Cc 
llent—to be shot down like a dog 
a pack of crazy Dutchmen! 
LYON 
A plucky enemy. 
ONER (raising one hand in depre- 
cation) 
Mere skirmishers. 
LYON 
The Queen has ordered—— 
FALCONER (glaring) 
What bas she got to do with it? 


LYON 





The Queen wants 
FALCONER 
Damn the 
LYON 


FALCONER (uneasily) 
It’s damned folly, I mean. Why, 
when all is said, this isn’t my coun- 
try. 
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LYON 
You have wished to make it mine. 
FALCONER 
Within limits. 
LYON (hotly) 
Those of cowardice? 
FALCONER 
Tut, tut! 
LYON 
Do you know what it means to 
deny me? 
FALCONER 
I cannot see—— 
LYON 
Probably not. You are an Ameri- 


can, not an Englishman. 
Falconer makes an angry move- 
ment. 
LYON 
But if I had been a Yankee I’d 
have shouldered my musket and gone 
to Cuba or the Philippines. 
FALCONER (angrily) 
You're a young fool. 
LYON 
It means ruin for me in the opinion 
of my set. 
FALCONER 
Is Lauderdale going? 
LYON (/aughing) 
Oh, he’s not fit. 


FALCONER 
They’d be glad enough to have 
him. 
LYON 
Oh, because he’s a duke—well, 
perhaps — but physically he’s not 
valid. 
FALCONER (anxiously) 
For what? 
Lyon (laughing) 
They tell queer stories. 
FALCONER 


You seem amused. I don’t see the 
joke. 
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LYON ( gravely) 
In this matterthere is no joke. To 
refuse your consent, to throw obsta- 


cles in my path is to make me a 
laughing stock, degrade me before 
my class, ruin my future (wth emo- 
tion), break my heart! Think it 
over, father. I will leave you now. 


FALCONER (‘hrowing up one arm) 


An apartment at Melville Moat. 


Afternoon Dowager Duchess of 
Lauderdal. The Duke of Lauder- 
lal The Duchess sits on a sofa. 
Duke stands before the fire, his 


ji Zi ts Ul nd r j A c Z f tatls. 

rHE DUCHESS 

He will ive her an enormous 
dowry. 


How much? 
THE DUCHESS 


7 
Lilt 


In the m ns. 


LAUDERDALE ( fretfu/) 
How many? It’s only dollars. 
THE DUCHESS 
Don't be silly! It wouldn’t be de- 
cent to make exorbitant demands 
just at first. 
LAUDERDALE (2msistent) 
Has he said how many? 
THE DUCHESS 
No, not in round numbers. It’s 
been hinted at. The Sharswood 
woman told me—— 
LAUDERDALE (interested) 
Darling girl, the Sharswood. 
'HE DUCHESS 
What !—that scrag? 
LAUDERDALE 
Ha, ha, ha! I mean—er—Nettie. 
THE DUCHESS 
Oh, the daughter! (Scow/s.) And 
where have you seen her, pray? 
















































LAUDERDALE 
In the garden, yesterday and this 
morning. 


rHE DUCHESS (anxiously) pi 
Did she say anything? 
LAUDERDALI 
- ie 
Lots. ( /2ffers.) ‘ 
THE D ESS 
How much will he give? 
LAUDERDALE ( nning ) i 
1 “aes ; 1. . i 
Look here, grandma, you must 
think me an ass fi 
rHE DUCHI ( g) : 
=e "1 , , 
They al KnHOW VI e! ere 
I DERDALI 


THE DUCHESS (fragically) 
Do you intend to kill me? 
LAUDERDALE (as?de) 
Tough }! b. 
THE DUCHESS 
A magnificent dowry. You can 
make over Brentwood and buy in 
Muriel Towers. You can stop put- 
ting your hand in my pocket and q 
ruining your sister’s chances. 
LAUDERDALE (under his breath) 
Darling little girl! 
THE DUCHESS 
A sweet face, pretty hair. The 
father looks Jewish. They say he | 
isn’t. One can never tell with these 
new people. ‘‘ Falconer” may mean 
—anything. She isn’t very smart, 
though she wears good clothes. 
Seems rather dull. It’s just as well; } 
with my guidance and Laura’s 


- & 








LAUDERDALE 
‘ . ‘ a! 
Hang Laura! 
THE DUCHESS 
Don't speak so of your sister! 
Modern men have no manners. 
LAUDERDALE 
She’s always eavesdropping and 
repeating and making a fuss. 
THE DUCHESS 
She deplores your extravagance. 
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LAUDERDALE 
My extravagance! Good Lord! 
Why, I owe a lot of money now and 


n 


can't rake up a copper—debts of 


10nor. 
rHE DUCHESS 
How much? 


LAUDERDALE (/aughing) 
Well, not in the millions. 


THE DUCHESS 
Do you intend to pay your court 
not? I won’t be made a fool of. 
LAUDERDALE 
Go ahead. 
THE DUCHESS 
And you'll play no tricks? 
\UDERDALE (his hand on hts heart) 
Strike the old fellow’s pile—that’s 
hat the Americans call it. I'm 
ady to spend it. 
THE DUCHESS 
You are never serious. 


LAUDERDALE 
t me off now, grandma. I’ve 
got an engagement. 
THE DUCHESS (smiling) 
With Hermione? 


LAUDERDALE (giggling) 
No, with the other one. 
THE DUCHESS 
I thought she was an only daughter. 


LAUDERDALE 
With Nettie. 
rHE puCHEsS (shaking her finger at 
him) 
Let that girl alone! 


LAUDERDALE 


Ta-ta, grandmother. (Goes out.) 


THE DUCHESS 

Of course it’s a mésalliance for us, 
but they say the mother’s people were 
Virginians, old Southern chivalry and 
that sort of thing. The girl’s lady- 
like, the father’s presentable; an edu- 
cated person, though tiresome. 


Dec. 1902 
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III 
A servant enters. 


SERVANT 

Will your Grace receive Mr. Falco- 
ner? 

THE DUCHESS 

Ask him in. 

Mr. Falconer enters. 
FALCONER 

I hope your Grace is made com- 
fortable. 

THE DUCHESS 

Perfectly; this place is delightful. 
(They stt.) 

FALCONER 

I have arranged it to my taste. I 
will take you later to the hospice and 
chapel. Hermione expects you to tea 
in the library in half an hour. Lady 
Kate Beaumont arrives. 

THE DUCHESS 

Charming woman. 

FALCONER 
An old friend of mine. 
THE DUCHESS 

Indeed! 

FALCONER 

I knew her in America, in my youth 
and hers. 

THE DUCHESS 
Fancy! Why did youleave America? 
FALCONER (smiling) 

This question is put to me exactly 
three hundred and sixty-five times a 
year. I answer it always in the same 
way; a question of climate. 

THE DUCHESS 
You like our climate? 
FALCONER (sft// smiling) 
I like—er—dampness. 
THE DUCHESS 

Ah! Your children are almost 
English. 

FALCONER 

Entirely so. 
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rHE DUCHESS 
They were very young when you 
came? 
FALCONER 
Yes. 
THE DUCHESS 
Your girl is quite lovely. 
FALCONER 
I think her so 
rHE DUCHESS 
You will marry her in England? 
FALCONER 
There is no haste 
rHE DUCHESS 

It's so boring. One had best get 

through it early. 
FALCONER 

A man alone finds these things 

delicate and difficult 
THE DUCHESS (suavely) 

You ought to get some clever 

woman to help you 
FALCONER (ga//antly) 

I put myself in your hands, my 

dear lady. 
rHE DUCHESS (aside) 

He isn't so bad (To Falconer.) 
I'll confess to you at once my grand- 
son’s quite wild about her 

FALCONER (vaguely) 

She is very young undevel- 

oped 
THE DUCHESS 
So is he, a mere lad, but I desire 
he shall settle early. 
FALCONER 
Ah! 
rHE DUCHESS 

I am getting old. I was left with 
my poor son’s children on my hands. 
I hope to see them established before 
I die. 

Falconer bows and remains silent. 


THE DUCHESS (aside) 
He is determined to play his fish 
(Zo Falconer.) Your children do not 
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resemble you. I suppose they tak: 
after their mother. 
FALCONER 
Yes. 
THE DUCHESS 
I have heard she was very hand 
some 
FALCONER 
She was called so. 
rHE DUCHESS 
How sad she should have died s 
young, with everything to live for! 
FALCONER (fer functorily) 
A great shock! 
rHE DUCHESS 
And girls need a mother’s tact 
the present muddled state of society 
FALCONER 
My wife was a simple person, not 
worldly. I 
rHE DUCHESS (smiling ) 
You should marry You doubtless 
will 
FALCONER (wth conviction) 
Never! 
rHE DUCHESS 
Fancy! 
FALCONER 
So few women understand men. 
(Laughs.) 
rHE DUCHESS 
There is Lady Kate. She under- 
stands men. 
FALCONER 
If any woman can. 


THE DUCHESS 
You say you knew her in youth? 
FALCONER 
Yes; well. 
THE DUCHESS 
As a girl? 
FALCONER 
Before she married Beaumont. Our 
parents’ country places adjoined. 
THE DUCHESS 
Ah! And she is now coming here 
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FALCONER 





She has accepted—arrives in an 


hour. 
THE DUCHESS 
Have you seen much of her since? 
FALCONER 
No. We have met, of course, casu- 
lly, at balls and routs. During my 
vife’s lifetime we traveled a great 
lealon the Continent. Ihave hardly 
exchanged three words with Lady 
Kate for—let me see—nearly half a 
lifetime. 
THE DUCHESS 
How interesting! (Aside.) Kate’ll 
be on my side. I married her girl 
for her. 
FALCONER 
I heard your Grace had a hand in 
her daughter’s marriage. 
THE DUCHESS (smiling) 


I helped iton. The girl was very 


smart looking. It was a walk-over 
with the batch that came out that 
year. She’s a success. 


FALCONER (/aughing ) 

In New England smart means 

sharp. 
THE DUCHESS 

You and your children don’t talk 

American. 
FALCONER (wencing) 
We do our best. 
THE DUCHESS (condescending) 

Your girl will be smart—er—when 

she gets over her timidity. 
FALCONER 
I dislike bold maidens. 
THE DUCHESS 

Oh, shyness is out of date. (Aside.) 
One must run down his wares a lit- 
tle. 

FALCONER 

At the Drawing Room my little girl 
did very well. She has probably bet- 
ter blood in her veins than half the 
others who pushed past the Royalties. 

HE DUCHESS (d?stratte) 


Ah! 
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FALCONER 

The Falconers are descended from 
the de Faucons—old Norman barons 
who 





THE DUCHESS 

Where did they make their money? 
FALCONER 

A younger son crossed with a set 

of gay, adventurous youths, and 





THE DUCHESS 
I heard it was snuff. 
FALCONER 
You heard wrong. My grandfa- 
ther had great landed interests— 
made large real-estate transactions. 
He 





THE DUCHESS (interested) 
Struck oil. (Laughs.) 


FALCONER (stiffly) 

There was never any oil. The 
Falconers were always—gentlemen. 

THE DUCHESS (aside) 

He’s a bore. What do I care for 
the Falconers? 

FALCONER (do/dly) 

If my little girl marries to suit me, 
I don’t care if I give her twenty mil- 
lions. If she stays with me I'll keep 
her in comfort. (Laughs.) If she 
marries against my will, not a shil- 
ling. 

THE DUCHESS 

Dear me! 

FALCONER 

I have inculcated obedience. Amer- 
ican children are shockingly brought 
up. You in England train your chil- 
dren admirably. Hermione is amen- 
able, ingenuous, with no intricacies 
of character. 

THE DUCHESS (aside) 

And Aminta Lucas, who ran away 
with her groom, and my precious 
grandson, who’s at this moment, I 
warrant, engaged in gulling the 
housekeeper’s daughter! Mr. Falco- 
ner has illusions. Let us hope he 
has none about his girl. (70 Falco- 
ner.) Yes, we think respect for par- 
ents important, and insist upon it. 
Lauderdale enters. 
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LAUDERDALE 
Hullo, grannie! Have 
any cigarettes? 


you got 


THE DUCHESS 
Don’t you see Mr. Falconer? 
LAUDERDALE 


How do? 
FALCONER 


Lauderdale turns his back to Falco- 
ner, takes a match from the table, 
and lights a cigarette. 

LAUDERDALI 

Lend me twenty pounds, will you, 
grandma? 

THE DUCHESS (affecting suavity) 

What do you want twenty pounds 
for? 

LAUDERDALE 
We are playing piquet. 
rHE DUCHESS 
I have no change. 
FALCONER (dri/y) 

I can accommodate 
him twenty pounds.) 

Lauderdale takes it without thanks, 
puffing hts cigarette in Falconer’s 
Jace. 


you. 


(Hands 


LAUDERDALE 
By-bye. (Goes out.) 


IV 


Large drawing-room at Melville 
Moat furnished with great elegance. 
At atea table on the left Nettte Shars- 
wood 1s making tea. She and Lau- 
derdale are scuffing amiably over a 
piece of sugar. On a pouffe in the 
centre of the room sit, side by side, the 
Duchess and Hermione. At the right 
a piano. Lady Kate sits before it 
fluttering mustc. Falconer leans over 
her. Liverted menservants move 
about notselessly, lighting candles, 
arranging fires, bringing tea things. 

NETTIE (at the tea table) 

You can’t have any. 

LAUDERDALE 
Why, I wonder? 


NETTIE 
It'll make you fat. 
LAUDERDALE 
Is that what makes you fat? 
NETTIE 
I’m thinner than a nail. 
LAUDERDALE 
Plump little throat. 
NETTIE (pfimly) 
Does your Grace take cream? 
LAUDERDALE 
Oh, I say, you know, don’t. 
NETTIE 
Don’t what? 
LAUDERDALE 
That. Call me ‘‘Tot;” everybody 
does. 
NETTIE (very low) 
Well, Tot, then, do 
cream? 


you take 
LAUDERDALE 
Yes, and 
it. 
NETTIE (looking about the table) 


Sorry there isn’t any. 


honey when I can get 


LAUDERDALE 
Plenty in sight. 
nETTIE (stt// looking about candidly) 
Where? 
LAUDERDALE 
On your lips. (Catches her hand 
under the table.) 
THE DUCHESS (0m the pouffe) 
And do you like England? 
HERMIONE 
Yes. 
THE DUCHESS 
Better than America? 


HERMIONE (hesitatingly) 
I hardly know America. 


THE DUCHESS 
I was once at Newport, and adored 


HERMIONE 
Yes? 












THE DUCHESS 
You were a little girl when you 
left? 
HERMIONE 
Yes. 
THE DUCHESS 
Did your mamma die here? 


ee eee 


HERMIONE 
Yes. 
THE DUCHESS 
You were named after her? 
HERMIONE 
Yes, her name was Hermione. 
THE DUCHESS 
Quite lovely. 
i Pause. 
4 THE DUCHESS 
How pretty your hair is! My 
grandson admires it. 
HERMIONE 
My hair? 
THE DUCHESS 
Yes, he’s mad over it. 
HERMIONE 
{ Mad? 
THE DuCHEss (/aughing) 


A form of expression; he raves 
about you. 


Laughter from the tea table. 


er ee 


NETTIE (to Lauderdale) 





Oh, don’t, please! 
THE DUCHESS (severely) 
I don’t like that Miss Sharswood’s 
i manner;rs. 
HERMIONE 
She’s an English girl. 
THE DUCHESS 
Low-born. 
HERMIONE 
Her mother’s a first cousin of the 
Earl of Shaftsbury. 


THE DUCHESS 


Pshaw! 
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HERMIONE 
Nettie visits her here sometimes. 
THE DUCHESS 

She doesn’t live here? 

HERMIONE 

No. 

THE DUCHESS 

I hope, my dear, you will smile on 
my boy. 

HERMIONE 

Why? 

THE DUCHESS (aside) 

Is she half-witted? (Zo Hermione.) 
Why, because it would make him— 
make us all so happy. 

LADY KATE (at the piano) 

Here is the old song. 

FALCONER 

Sing it. 

LADY KATE 

Another time, not now. I must 
brush up the accompaniment. (Plays 
a few chords.) 

FALCONER 

How it recalls the past! It is like a 
perfume you have about you. Music 
—odor—one goes back twenty years. 

LADY KATE 

Why should you, who have attained 

all your desires, want to go back? 
FALCONER 

There are things that haunt the 
memory. Our walks at Nutwood, for 
instance. What delight! 

LADY KATE (archly) 

Before or after Beaumont’s arrival? 

FALCONER 
Before. 
LADY KATE 
How old it makes me feel! 
FALCONER 
You look twenty-five. 
LADY KATE 
By candle-light. 
FALCONER 
You know you treated me badly. 
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LADY KATI 
What would you have? .. . I 
was inexperienced. (Aside.) I didn't 
know the worth of money, then. 
FALCONER 
You threw me over to be Lady 
Beaumont. . 
LADY KATE 
Much good it did me! 


FALCONER 
You have soared high. 


LADY KATE (aside) 
Yes, and grubbed low. 
FALCONER 
It was very kind of you to come to 
us. 

LADY KATE (smiling) 

It’s a nice place to come to. 
FALCONER (depree atingl) ) 

We do what we can. 


LADY KATE 
You must show me everything. 


FALCONER 
Charmides says temperance is 
quietude. I get it here. 
LADY KATE (aside) 
He always was a prig. 
FALCONER 
Yet a man is lonely without 
LADY KATE 
What? 
FALCONER 
Another mind. 
LADY KATE 
Mind? 
FALCONER 
And heart 
LADY KATE 
Ah! 
FALCONER 
To lean upon—to trust—to sympa- 
thize in all one’s failures, all one’s 
regrets. 
LADY KATE 
You'll find no difficulty, I imagine, 


in providing yourself with a brain, 
heart, lungs and all the other—er— 
commodities. 

FALCONER (aside) 

She always did rouse a devil in me. 
She is unchanged. (Zo Lady Kate.) 
I have dreamed of a tie that would 
yet be no bondage. 

LADY KATE (aside) 

What a hypocrite! (Zo Falconer.) 
A congenial marriage, eh? 

FALCONER (shrugging his shoulders) 

Marriage is a stupidity very well for 
washerwomen and costermongers. 

LADY KATE 

Barmaids make the best here. 


FALCONER 
Exactly—the convention has been 
debased. 
LADY KATI 
Develop your theories; they are 
amusing. 
FALCONER 
I would put my life at a woman’s 
feet. She should have no rivals, 
but 
LADY KATE 


She must remain in cheap London 
lodgings and drive in cabs, while you 
and your girl splash by in your equi- 
pages; nice program—for her! 

FALCONER 

You do me gross injustice. I—— 
LADY KATE 

You pay well? (Xises.) 
FALCONER 

You were always so positive. 

LADY KATE (with meaning) 

Yes, Iam not like you—romantic. 
(She moves away.) 

FALCONER ( following her) 

You are very beautiful. 

LADY KATE 
Oh, so so. 

FALCONER 
Always the same. 











THE 






LADY KATI 
Yes, hard up 
FALCONER 
But this need not be. 
LADY KATI 
No, you 


) 
PYroachHes the 


are right there. (Ap- 
pousfe.) Miss Falconer, 
will you give me some tea? 
THE DUCHESS (ow, to Lady Kate) 
Talk up Tot. 
LADY 


I'll do all I can 


rH 


KATI 


DUCHESS 

I’m working your game. 
LADY 

Mine? 


KATE (Slaring) 


THE DUCHESS 
I think 


perfectly. 


we understand each other 


FALCONER (aside) 
old spirit. I thought her 
would have crushed them. 
Hermione seems completely cowed 
by the,Duchess. It’s revolting, after 
all the advantages that girl has had 
No powers of conversation; just like 
her mother — monosyllabic and en- 


Her 


straits 


tétée. 
HERMIONE (at the tea table) 
' Nettie, give me a cup of tea for 
Lady Beaumont. 
LAUDERDALE 
She drank it all up. 





HERMIONE 
Make fresh. 
LAUDERDALE 
I say, what’s grannie been saying 
to you about me, eh? 
i HERMIONE 
Nothing. 
LAUDERDALE 
Some newer topic. (caughs fool- 
ishly.) 
HERMIONE 
Put in more cream. 


NETTIE (handing the cup) 
Will that do? 
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LADY KATE (coming up) 
Thanks. What a charming frock! 


HERMIONE (soiling faintly) 

You like it? 
LADY KATE (aside) 

That girl’s deep. (Zo Hermione.) 
Will you show me the gardens, my 
dear, after I have had my tea? 

HERMIONE 

Yes. 

DUCHESS (on the pouffe, to Falconer) 

I find her enchanting. 

FALCONER 

Honored. 


rHE DUCHESS 


Only a bit silent, shy 





FALCONER 
That must pass. Aristotle says 





rHE DUCHESS (aside) 

These Americans drive one daft. 
All this nonsense, nothing settled yet, 
and I’ve got to run up to town to- 
morrow to Lena's accouchement. It’s 
quite the last minute. (Zo Falconer.) 
I have been talking to her of my son’s 
devotion. 

FALCONER (d/and/y) 

He has not made it apparent. 


rHE DUCHESS (smothering a 
laugh) 
Englishmen are soawkward. Their 
sentiments are all the hotter. He, 
too, is—er—timid. 


nNerTVOUS 


FALCONER 

I should not have thought so. 

The Duchess and Falconer converse 
in low tones. 

Herbert Forbes and Lyon Falconer 
enter in knickerbockers, mopping their 
forcheads. 

FORBES—LYON (together) 

We've done thirty miles. 

LADY 

The roads here must be capital for 
the wheel. 


KATE 


LYON 
Little sister, make us some tea; we 
are dying of thirst. 





hl te 


om 


a 


—_ 


THE 


NETTIE 
I must be 

time for 

the city 

her. The Duchess 


Out on the terrace.) 


ig up-stairs. It is 
nma to get back from 
Lauderdale follows 
and Falconer £0 
(to Hermione) 


LADY KATI 


I will meet you in the garden a lit- 
tle later. (££ ,7i7.) 
FORBES 
Was Miss Sharswood making tea for 
the Duke? 
LYON 
It seems quite a flirtation. 


FORBES (¢o Hermione) 


( Ta ke 5 the ¢ up.) 


No cream, please 


LYON 
Has father spoken to you, Hermi- 
one? 
HERMIONE 
What about? 
LYON 
What I told you—Forbes knows. 


HERMIONE 
The Transvaal? 
LYON 
Yes. 
HERMIONE 
No. 
FORBES 
He is absolutely opposed. 
LYON 
He hasn’t spoken a word to me since 
yesterday. 
FORBES 
He is offended. 
HERMIONE (quietly) 
Shall you give it up? 
LYON 
No. 
HERMIONE (with intenstty) 


When one has the 
must keep it to the end 


beau réle one 


SMART 


to my desk. No 


SET 


FORBES (/eaning toward her with ear- 
nmestness) 

It issometimes difficult. I must go 
more tea, thanks. 
(Leaz és.) 
and stands 


Hermione moves away 


before a portrait on the left side of the 


room. Lyon lounges, sipping hts tea. 


LYON 
You advise me to stand firm? 
HERMIONE 
Yes. 
LYON 
Would she, do you think? 


HERMIONE 
No, she was weak. 
LYON 
Poor mamma! 
HERMIONE 
She feared him. 
LYON 
Do you? 
HERMIONE 
Yes. 
LYON 
Yet you are not weak. 
HERMIONI 
Not in iove or hate, but in action. 


LYON 
He has always done exactly as he 
liked. An orphan at twenty, with an 
immense fortune 
HERMIONE 
Yes. 
LYON (standing with one hand on Her- 
mione’s shoulder) 
How sweet she was! 
HERMIONE 


And how she suffered! 


LYON 
Yes, a long time—fading. I re- 
member that sadness of my child- 
hood. 


HERMIONE (wth passion) 
She will be avenged. 
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LYON 
What do you mean? 
HERMIONE 
Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord. 
LYON 
It works slowly, little sister. 
HERMIONE 
It works. 
LYON 
I haven't your faith. 


V 


The gardens. Lady Kate and Her- 
mione walk, then sit on a bench. 
LADY KATE 
I don’t like that girl. 
HERMIONE 
Nettie? 
LADY KATE 
The Sharswood girl. 
HERMIONE (sling) 
The Duke does. 
LADY KATE 
Mere bluff. He likes you. 
HERMIONE 
Oh! 
LADY KATE 
Look here, my dear, you know it’s 
a great catch. 
HERMIONE 
Whom for? 
LADY KATE 
Nobody would make faces. 
HERMIONE (/aughing) 
I don’t—er—make faces. 
LADY KATE 
It's expected of you to do some- 
thing like that. 
HERMIONE 
Do you advise it? 
LADY KATE 
Of course he’s a skunk. 


HERMIONE 
Do you advise the—er—skunk? 


LADY KATE 
It would delight the Duchess. 


HERMIONE 
And my father. 


LADY KATE (startled) 
Well, you ave deep, you know. 


HERMIONE 

Deep? 
LADY KATE 

With all your quiet little airs. 
HERMIONE 

Did you marry for love? 


LADY KATE 
No. 
HERMIONE 
Why? 
LADY KATE 
I never did anything for love in my 
life. 
HERMIONE 
You! 
LADY KATE 
Papa lost his money soon after I 
grew up. His affairs were already 
shaky when I took Beaumont. 


HERMIONE 
He was, at least, handsome and 
clever. 
LADY KATE 
Yes, I got rather fond of him, poor 
dear. 
HERMIONE 
Why are people always doing things 
they don’t like? 
LADY KATE 
Well, the thing one likes is one, 
the things one doesn’t like are many. 
The choice is larger, do you see? 


HERMIONE (/aughing) 
How amusing you are! 


Yes. 
LADY KATE 

Had your mother eyes like yours? 
HERMIONE 

Yes; did you never see her? 
LADY KATE 


Never. You and your brother re- 
semble her, then? 
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HERMIONE 
Yes. 
LADY KATE 


What did she die of, my dear? 


HERMIONE (uneasily) 
She was long ill. 


LADY 
What ailed her? 


KATE 


HERMIONI 
I don’t know—I never knew; she 
just—got done to death. 


LADY KATE (startled) 
Why, what do you mean? 


HERMIONE (agitated ) 
I can’t talk of it, please. 


LADY KATE (ind/y) 
My child, I beg your pardon. 


HERMIONE 
I was fifteen—old enough to feel 
the suffering of it. 
LADY KATE 
Of course. 
HERMIONE 
She pined for home. 


LADY KATE 
You mean America? 
HERMIONE 
Yes. 
LADY KATE 
Fancy! 
HERMIONE 
Ah, and I do, too. 
LADY KATE 
How odd! 
HERMIONE 
Don’t you suppose I know we are 
only on sufferance here? Who cares 
for us? I am lonely. 
LADY KATE 
It must be a nuisance feeling that 
way. 
HERMIONE 
Did you always like it better here? 
Did you never want to go back? 


SMART 


SET 


LADY KATE 


Oh, my dear, all places are a bore. 
I don’t bother about such things. 


HERMIONE 
How can one help it? 


LADY KATE 
I have learned not to fuss. 


HERMIONE 
Teach me. 
LADY KATE 
You seem as calm as a lake. 
HERMIONE 
I am glad. 


LADY KATE 
I dare say you'll need calmness. 
HERMIONE 
Calmness isn’t force. 


LADY KATE 
It’s a form of it. 


HERMIONE (¢immidly) 
I have many worries. 
body to speak to. Mrs. Sharswood 
and Nettie are full of their own 
affairs. My mother’s relatives have 
given us up. Papa is drouzl/é with 
all hisown. Iwas fond of some of 
my cousins, but papa doesn’t care to 
have us intimate with them any 
more. 


I have no- 


LADY KATE 
Why? 
HERMIONE 
He says they'll put foolish notions 
into us. 
LADY KATE 
In fact he thinks them of no fur- 
ther use. 
HERMIONE (d7¢terly) 
To him. 
LADY KATE (aside) 
She’ll never get on. 
HERMIONE 


Just now I’m anxious about my 
brother. 


LADY KATE 
I hear he wants to go to the war. 
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HERMIONI 

Yes, but my father won’t let him. 

(aside) 

He has made an Englishman of 

m and now wants him to shirk his 
What a drama! 


LADY KATI 


HERMIONE 
He'll go 
LADY KATI 


Will your father forgive? 


HERMIONE (very low) 


It will be terrible. He is terrible. 


LADY KATI 


Dear me! And if you refuse Tot? 


HERMIONE 
And I shall. 
LADY KATE 
The fur’ll fly. What a sweet thing 
you are! 
HERMIONE (shy/y) 
And I like you. 
LADY KATE 
How would you feel if your father 
It’s only in plays that the 
nineteen are 
eighty, that they are infirm and 
wheeled in Bath chairs. In reality 
they are young enough sometimes to 
want to get something out of life 


+ 


themselves. 


parents of girls of 


HERMIONE (smiling) 


I wouldn’t mind you for a step- 
mother. 


LADY KATE (embarrassed) 
What an idea! 


HERMIONE 
3ut you’d be unhappy. 
LADY KATE 
I dare say. 
HERMIONE 
I can’t tell you why. 
LADY KATE (laughing) 
You needn’t. What a queer talk 
we are having, little one! 
HERMIONI 
Yes, and I so rarely talk. 


CASTLE-BUILDER 43 


LADY KATE 
My dear, au fond, the British hate 
us all. 
HERMIONE 
And they are quite right. What 
are we here but parasites? 
LADY KATH 
If your papa heard you! Heavens! 
here comes someone! And I’m not 
fit to be seen. I’m going to escape! 
(Picks up her skirts and hurries across 
the grass.) 


VI 
Forbes. Hermione. 
FORBES 
All alone, Miss Falconer? 
HERMIONE 
Lady Beaumont was here. (Rises.) 
FORBES 
I had letters from home, and came 
out-here to read them. 
HERMIONE 
Don’t let me hinder you. 
FORBES 
You! 
HERMIONE (embarrassed) 
Well, read them to me, then. 
love to hear about Canada. 


Hinder me! 


FORBES 


About Grand Pré and the Ardise 
Hills that our poet sings? 


HERMIONE 


Repeat those beautiful lines you 
were quoting the other day. 


FORBES 
Was it not I when thy mother bore thee, 
In the sweet, solemn April night, 
Took thee safe in my arms to fondle, 
Filled thy dream with the old delight ? 


Told thee tales of more marvelous Sum- 
mers 
Of the far away and the long ago? 
Made thee my own nurse-child forever 
In the tender, dear, dark land of the 
snow ? 
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HERMIONE 
Oh, how exquisite! 


FORBES (very low) 
Have I not rocked thee, have I not lulled 
thee, 
Crooned thee in forest and cradled in 
foam, 
Then, with a smile from the hearthstone 
of childhood, 
Bade thee farewell when thy heart 
bade thee roam ? 


HERMIONE (frying to speak gaily) 
And in the Winter you lived at Mon- 
treal? 
FORBES 
In old St. Louis Square—the French 
aristocratic quarter. My mother was 
a Fenchelle. 
HERMIONE 
Her people were French? 
FORBES 
Yes, of the best. Were you ever 
in Montreal? 
HERMIONE 
Yes; once, when alittle girl. Papa 
took us up to the boat races. They 
gave usa féte on the St. Lawrence. 
I have never forgotten it. When I 
remember America my soul is sick. 


FORBES 
But surely you run over often? 


HERMIONE 

No; papa doesn’t wish it. He says 
it upsets me—makes me discontented 
here. 

FORBES 

Many of your compatriots prefer 

life in Europe. 
HERMIONE 

I never cared for society any- 
where. But the country in America! 
Oh, the frosty nights, the icicles on 
the hemlock boughs of a morning!— 
the moon on the frozen rivers!—the 
sleighing across the meadows!—the 
blue of our brilliant skies, our daz- 
zling sun! Then our long, hot Sum- 
mers, how I love them! The dreamy 
noons under flapping sails, the early 
gallops through dewy woods, the 


twilights on the lawn, the nights 
when one can go with bare arms and 
throat and sit by the sea and never 
feel chilled! Here one is alwayscold. 
It is always dark. These places are 
fine, butartificial. But I have learned 
to lie and say I like it here. 


FORBES 
There is art 


HERMIONE 
Yes, there is art. 
best. 


I love nature 


FORBES 
I understand you. 
A pause. 

HERMIONE 


Tell me, Mr. Forbes, why did you 
take this —er—position? 


FORBES 
I was whipped into it. 


HERMIONE 

Whipped? 

FORBES 

My father died in financial difficul- 
ties. There were debts My mother 
could not bear it. Her heart was 
broken. She followed him in a few 
months. I went to New York to 
seek employment. I had intended 
to go into the army, but I could not 
then, for I hada burden. I was not 
trained to work. I wasted months in 
fruitless efforts to find it. I met 
your father accidentally at a friend's 
house. He offered me this place, with 
a large salary. With two or three 
years of economy it will put me on 
my feet, free to choose. I was not 
bred to business, and it was difficult 
to find what I was fit for. Your 
father wanted a man of education. I 
have that at least. 


HERMIONE (giving him her hand im- 
pulsively) 
I respect you. 


FORBES (stooping over it reverently) 
I am unworthy. 


Falconer appears on the path. 
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FALCONER 
Forbes, is that you? 


FORBES (starting) 
Do you want me, Mr. Falconer? 


FALCONER (drz/y) 
Yes. Here! Answer these for 
me. (Zhrusts some papers into Forbes's 
hands.) 


roRBES (holding them with awkward- 
ness) 
Have you directions to give me? 
FALCONER 
No. Decline all the invitations and 
pay all the bills, except Pritchard’s, 
which is exorbitant. I will see to that 
later. (Drops his eyeglass on the 
gravel. [Lo Forbes, arrogantly.) Ihave 
dropped my eyeglass. 


A servant arrives and hands a letter 
on a tray to Hermione. 

(standing very upright, to 
servant) 


FORBES 


Your master has 


glasses. 


dropped his 


SERVANT (stooping) 
They’re broken, sir. 


FORBES 
Pick up the pieces. (Zurns on his 
heel and goes into the house.) 
FALCONER 
Ha, ha, ha! Feels his oats. Well, 
well! What a tatterdemalion it was 
when I picked it up in the New York 
gutters! 
HERMIONE ( faintly) 
Whom do you mean? 
FALCONER 
Why, his excellency my private 
secretary. 
HERMIONE (ici/y) 
Do you need me any longer? 
FALCONER (angrily) 
Yes, I have to speak with you. 
HERMIONE 
I will sit down, then. 


self.) 


(Seats her- 


FALCONER 
You are making an idiot of your- 
self! 
HERMIONE 


FALCONER 

You are the mistress of my house. 
I have made you this. It is suitable 
you should takesome lead, some initia- 
tive. You behave like a schoolgirl. 
Before the Duchess you seem com- 
pletely ill atease. It is absurd. Mend 
your ways. Remember who you are. 


HERMIONE (7ronically) 
I am awed by her august presence 


FALCONER 
August fiddlesticks! 


HERMIONE 
What are we but commoners 


FALCONER 
What expressions! 


HERMIONE 
—who bring up the tag end of 
every feast? 
FALCONER 
Fol-de-rol! 
HERMIONE 


All they want of us is our money 
and to snub us when they have it. 


FALCONER 


Your ideas are insensate and inde- 
cent. The Duchess has asked your 
hand for her grandson. Theirs isa 
great and powerful family. I have 
no desire to force your inclination, 
but it is worth thinking about. While 
you prattle about commoners these 
people are glad enough to be under 
our roof. They are all suavity and 
respect. What nonsense has Forbes 
been talking to you? 

HERMIONE 

Everyone’s conversation cannot 
equal the Duke’s for wisdom and 
wit. If I repeated our conversation, 
it would bore you. You must forgive 
duller intelligences. 


FALCONER 
I do not recognize my daughter! 
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What children have had a kinder 
father? My life has been one long 
sacrifice to them. I bore the oppro- 
brium of renouncing my country to 
give them opportunities in a land 
where money isn’t a crime and a 
brand. In America the rich man is 
vulgarly supposed to be a rapacious 
monster passing his life in dingy 
offices, bent on robbing the com- 
monwealth of its rights, the widow 
and orphan of their pittance, the town 
of its taxes. He is held up to abhor- 
rence and contempt, heaped with in- 
sult, caricatured in newspapers, his 
motives questioned, his honor im- 
pugned, his word distrusted. I for 
one was sick of it; but the step I took 
was for you, for Lyon and you. I 
wished to get you out of this atmos- 
phere of malice and of hate, to 
breathe in air fit for deep lungs. I 
can make him a peer, a prime min- 
ister. I can make you the greatest 
lady in the kingdom, but like your 
mother you are vacillati1 hysteri- 
cal. 


1g 


HERMIONE (very low) 
Let her children, at 
natural death. 


least, die a 


FALCONER 


What? 


HERMIONE (rising, with flaming eyes) 


You killed her! 


FALCONER (seizing her arm) 
How dare you! 


HERMIONE (freeing herself) 

Oh, it was not poison such as those 
ancients you are so fond of poring over 
administered. No; you let her have 
physicians—all in your pay, not hers. 
They recommended what suited you. 
They gave what you ordered. A word, 
a look of affection from her own peo- 
ple, would have saved her. You in- 
tercepted herletters. / saw you/ She 
longed for a breath of home. She 
loathed the life you inflicted on her, 
the society of people who flatter you, 
prey on your purse and call you Jew 
and renegade behind your back. She 
was not clever like you and she was 
not ambitious, yet she guessed much 
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to which you are blind; but she was 
weak—weak—my poor, poor mamma, 
and—she—died! (Sods wtldly.) 
FALCONER (gutet but terrible) 
Go to your room! 


Hermione rushes from him. 


FALCONER 
And this is one’s recompense! 


VII 
Nettie Sharswood's bedroom. She 
ts dressing for dinner, and sits in a 
peignoir doing her hair before a che- 
val glass. Mrs. Sharswood enters, 
dressed in traveling costume, followed 
by a servant carrying a portmanteau. 


MRS. SHARSWOOD 


Here, James, put it down here. 


SERVANT 


(Ex1t.) 


Yes, madam. 


MRS. SHARSWOOD 
I’m back. 
NETTIE 
So I see. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
Of course it was no use. 
NETTIE 
Of course. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
I saw Shaftsbury. Your brother 
won't get the living. 
NETTIE 
Naturally. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD (?mpatient/y) 
Why? 
NETTIE 
He isn’t fit for the place. 
MRS. 
What's that to do with it’ 


SHARSWOOD 


NETTIE 
We must first de, then honors come. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD (sighs, takes off her 
bonnet; seats herself ona sofa) 
They don’t actually gallop. 
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NETTIE 
Sometimes. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
What’s been going on here since I 
went away? 
NETTIE 
Lots of things. 


MRS. SHARSWOOD 


Is Hermione engaged to the Duke? 


NETTII 
hey’re all at it. (Whtle she speaks 
tosses up her hair, powders her 
7 j, 
, risesand moves hither and thither 
the room.) 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
What gown are you putting on? 
NETTI 
rhite; not many to select from. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
Yes, 


walking over us! 


and to see these parvenus 


NETTII 
hey’re keeping us alive just now, 
ast. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD (sighing) 
Is it worth while? 
NETTIE 
} ‘ , ‘ rave : ra31? 
Oh, mamma, you always did wail! 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
Vhat makes you so cheery? What 
has put you in spirits? 
NETTIE 
I've got something to tell you. 


MRS. SHARSWOOD (wearily) 
I don’t want any more hopes. 
NETTIE 
This isn’t a hope; it’s a fact. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
Some of your facts have pretty 
nearly destroyed me. 
NETTIE 
Don't be nasty and I'll tell you. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 


Don't torture me; speak! 
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NETTIE 
I’m not dressing for dinner, but for 
the Duke. 


MRS. SHARSWOOD 


What! 
NETTIE 
I've got a rendezvous with him late 
at night when they’re all in their 
beds. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
Where? 
NETTIE 
Well—not here. 


Nettie! 


MRS. SHARSWOOD 
Down-stairs? 

NETTIE 
Yes, 


in the gallery. 


S 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
It’s most imprudent. 


NETTIE 
Nothing’ll happen. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
Don’t go far with him. Remember 
Lord Tweedle. 
NETTIE 
He’s sillier than Tweedle and less 
brutal. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
Do you mean to say ? 
NETTIE 
him. 


I think I can fetch 


( Zosses 
her head.) 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
You are wonderful! 
NETTIE 
I am. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
How did you do it? 
NETTIE 
v4 was. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
That was never a success with me. 
NETTIE 
Ah, you were proud and sensitive. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
I used to be. 
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NETTIE 
At the first rebuff you flopped. 
(Laughs cynically.) 


MRS. SHARSWOOD 
And one mustn't flop, it seems. 
NETTIE 
Oh, no; stand the kicks—they pay. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
Where one succeeds ninety fail. 
NETTIE 
Well, one doesn’t hear of the 
ninety. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
No. 
NETTIE 
I'm the one. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
Yet with Tweedle 
NETTIE 
There I was one of the ninety. He 
was terribly intelligent. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
This time? 
NETTIE 
I've got him. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
You've your father’s grit. 
NETTIE 
Didn't he kill himself?—shoot him- 
self? 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 


Yes, like a gentleman. 
NETTIE 


After he was drummed out of the 
army? 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 


There was some fuss. 
NETTIE 
He was accused of cheating at 
cards, was he not? 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
An accusation is—an accusation. 
NETTIE 
I understand. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD (weeping) 
He was a better man than those 
who ruined him. 


NETTIE 
Oh, I dare say, but if he’d had my 
brains he’d have seen it out. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
Your character is stronger. 
NETTIE 
Shall I wear roses or violets? 
(Holds up some flowers.) 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
Roses become you. 
NETTIE 
What a goose Hermione is! 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
I wish we had her money. 
NETTIE 
Money makes things easier—but 
what will she do with it? 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
To let Lauderdale slip! 
NETTIE 
Yes. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
Who else is here? 
NETTIE 
The Duchess—Lady Beaumont—— 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
She has designs on Mr. Falconer. 
NETTIE 
What kind? 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
Why, she wants him, of course. 
NETTIE 
She'll fail. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
Why? 
NETTIE 
Like you, she doesn’t take the 
kicks; she’s wishy-washy. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD (/aughing) 
Lady Beaumont? Why, she’s a 
meteor! 
NETTIE 


I'll squelch her light, then. Give 
me a chance. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
We have to make them ourselves 
—the chances. 
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NETTIE 
You are right. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
Yet, after all, it’s destiny. 
NETTIE 
Mine is beckoning. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
NETTIE 
1amma, invoke the devil. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
hild, you frighten me! 
NETTIE 
u'll feel 


a duchess. 


less frightened when 


MRS. SHARSWOOD 


Well, I must run away and get on 
duds. 
NETTIE 
Above all, don’t watch me. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
I'm trembling from head to foot. 


NETTIE 
Poor dear! (Goes and kisses her.) 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 

t seems so incredible! 

NETTIE 

For one thing, he wants to hit the 
lan 

1 Cat. 

MRS. SHARSWOOD 
His grandmother? 
NETTIE 

Yes; he detests her. 


MRS. SHARSWOOD 
I wonder why. 
NETTIE 
An antipathy; not 
irents and children. 


rare between 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 
Oh, what a speech! 
NETTIE 
Look at Mr. Falconer and his off- 
spring. 
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MRS. 
He adores them—particularly Lyon. 


SHARSWOOD 


NETTIE 
Well, his affection is not recipro- 

cated. 
MRS. SHARSWOOD 


Is there trouble there, too? 


NETTIE 
Yes, Lyon wants to go and fight. 


MRS. SHARSWOOD (/aughing ) 
And his Yankee father isn't pa- 
triotic! 
NETTIE 
Just that. 


MRS. SHARSWOOD 
He ruins his prestige if he keeps 
him back. 
NETTII 
Yes, the old chap’s on a snag. 


MRS. SHARSWOOD 


He’s as sly as a fox. He'll win. 


NETTIE 
Don't be too sure. They’ve been 
his slaves. They were so young. 
They are now man and woman, with 
demands, desires, opinions, opposi- 
tions of theirown. Rebellion is slow 
of growth, but once declared it rages. 


MRS. 
Will they dare flout him? 


SHARSWOOD 


NETTIE 

I'll see Hermione does, by calling 

off her lover. They'll say he jilted 

her. There’s a pill for Mr. Falconer 
to swallow! 


MRS. SHARSWOOD 
it’s rather noble of 


take you and give up 


You know 
Lauderdale to 
the millions. 

NETTIE 

Nonsense! An affront is never 
noble. He’s put an insult on them, 
on his grandmother, to whom he had 
given his word. Of course he doesn’t 
mean to marry me yet, but I'll man- 
age it. 

MRS. SHARSWOOD 


Is he so infatuated? 
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NETTIE 

Now go! (Pushes her 
mother out, returns to the mtrror, 
wrings her hands.) My God! If 
now he should escape me! 


Crazy! 


VIII 


Library after dinner. Falconer. 
Lyon. 
FALCONER 


You have my last word. 
LYON 
It is a harsh one. 
FALCONER 
Have I spent a life in reaching this 
to lose it all with a bullet sent into 
you by the hand of folly? 
LYON 
I regret my degree as much as you 
can. 
FALCONER 
You'll regret it more, later. 


LYON 
I could go back—after 
FALCONER 
You never would. 


LYON (earnestly) 


Why are you so sure I shall get my 
death? 


FALCONER 
These things are hidden, but the 
risk cannot be run. 
LYON 
Better men are running it. 


FALCONER 
You are to perpetuate my name. 
LYON 
What does it amount to if it be 
tarnished by the shirking of duty? 
FALCONER 
This flurry of war will blow over 
in a decade will beforgotten. Who'd 
care or know then if you went or not? 
LYON 
That is a base doctrine. 
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SET 


FALCONER 
Lyon, do you so speak to 
father? 


your 


LYON 
I beg your pardon, but Iam now a 
man. I cannot wear even your col- 
lar any longer. ' 
FALCONER 
To disobey 


consequence, 


me may have grave 
LYON 
Will you leave me until to-morrow 
to decide? 
FALCONER 
I will 
decision 


let you reflect, but my own 
is irrevocable. 
LYON 

Why did you make of me an Eng- 
lishman? My tastes are English, my 
habits are English, my friends are 
English, my heart is English. I am 
not like Hermione, who is always an 
American. 

FALCONER 

Schoolgirl cackle! It’s 

hers. 


a pose of 


LYON 

Ihave no home but this. I respect 
America, but if I am to be an Eng- 
lishman, to perpetuate your name 
here, as you say, let me be baptized 
at the fountain head, let me give my 
blood, if I must; but let me have a 
birthright somewhere. 


FALCONER (gloomtly) 
My son, you make it hard. 


LYON 
Oh, father, you were often kind— 
yes, kind. I 
FALCONER (wearily, ratsing his hand) 


Go now, leave me. I am tired. 

Lyon hesitates a moment, as tf hi 
would speak further, then turns and 
leaves the room. 


FALCONER 

Is he right, after all? What does 
it all mean? As he stood there before 
me I felt he was the shadow of my 
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st youth. I have struggled and 
fought with beasts at Ephesus, yet 


ehold to-morrow I die! Are these 
prizes we hanker after mere dust, 
ifter all? No! by God, I'll not yield! 
If my children are narrow, stupid, I 
force them to brilliant destinies. 
yon shall not be carrion for vul- 
‘es to feed on. He must live, have 
ldren, build up what I began, make 
mself felt. Hermione, as Duchess 
Lauderdale, can put this little isl- 
nd in her pocket. The Lauderdales 
re powerful. Withthe dowry I can 
give her the world is theirs. The 
’s insignificant, but Hermione is 
» fool, though she plays at being 
ne. She can lead him. I must get 
lof Forbes. His head is turned. I 
igine he’s spoony on Hermione. 
‘hat presumption! I'd like to kick 
m, but to her I'll say nothing 
inst him. Girls always fall in love 
th their fathers’ private secretaries, 
irticularly if they fancy them down- 
dden. It is written. Ah, well, 
men always did prefer the soldier 
fortune to the robber baron—find 
the detrimentals the fascinators. 
(Laughs.) And that must be the poor 
levils’ consolation. 


ust 
My L 


\ 


VV 


IX 


Lady Kate Beaumont enters. She 
ars full evening totlette. 

LADY KATE 
Are you here? I thought you had 

gone to your apartments. 
FALCONER (smiling) 

How superb! 

LADY KATE 
You saw me at dinner. 


FALCONER 

You were far. 

LADY KATE 

[ came to find fire; I am half- 

frozen. 
FALCONER (poking the fire) 

Here, sit down in my armchair. 

( Pushes it toward her.) 





THE CASTLE-BUILDER 51 


LADY KATE (seating herself) 
What’s the matter with Hermione? 
FALCONER 
She asked to stop in her room. 
Said she had a headache 
LADY KATE 
She passed me on the stairs like a 
whirlwind when I came down just 
before dinner. She seemed upset. 
FALCONER 
Entre nous, she doesn't want to 
marry. She’s an unusual girl. 
LADY KATE 
Ah, does she, too, disapprove of con- 
ventional ties? She told me she 
wished she had a stepmother. I 
thought that immense. 
FALCONER (laughing) 
When did she say that? 
LADY KATE 
After tea. 
FALCONER 
Kate, your shoulders are magnifi- 
cent. Such beauty as yours is— 
genius! 
LADY KATE 
I think so myself 





Thanks. 


age. 


at my 


FALCONER 
They were thinner at Nutwood. 
LADY KATE 
Twenty! 
FALCONER (draws a glove from his 
breast) 
Do you remember this? 
LADY KATE 


(Asitde.) Ill be hanged 


Of course. 
if I do! 
FALCONER 
That day on horseback 





LADY KATE 
Yes? 
FALCONER 
—when we stopped and I took you 


off in my arms, and—— 


LADY KATE 
Nonsense! 
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FALCONER 
I mean you jumped into them. 


LADY KATE 
Look 


broider. 


here, Falconer, don’t em- 


FALCONER 
We tied the horses and sat down 
on the moss, and I held this glove. 
(Leans over and touches her pearls.) 
LADY KATE 
Please don’t bite me. 


FALCONER 
You're tempting. 


LADY 
What do you think of my pearls? 


KATE 


FALCONER 
They are not worthy of such a 
throat. : 
LADY KATE 

I've got to sell them to scratch up 

my girl's dot. 
FALCONER (aside) 
The Earl 


coming. 


told me it wasn’t forth- 


LADY KATE 
I’m so hard up, it’s very difficult. 
FALCONER 

Let me advance it. 


LADY KATE 
I never pay. 

FALCONER 
Oh—in Paradise. 


LADY KATE 


I may not meet you there. How 
nice it must be just to put one’s hand 
in one’s pocket! 

FALCONER 
Put yours in mine, dearest. 


LADY KATE (dri/y) 
Is this a request that I should be- 
come your mistress? 
FALCONER 


An ugly word. Money crowns 
queens. It makes and unmakes em- 
pire, brings on wars and ends them 


with a word. To a woman it is 
beauty, influence, delicacy, refine- 
ment, power. Without it she wilts 
and succumbs; with it she is sover- 
eign of the universe, all women her 
enemies, all men her vassals. 

Say one word, dearest. 


LADY 
It can buy all these things? 


KATE 


FALCONER 
All. 
LADY KATE (laughing) 
There is just one little thing it can- 
not buy—which is not for sale. 
FALCONER 
What? 
LADY KATE 
Kate. 
Pause. 
LADY KATE (lightly) 
I am going back to the others. 
(E-xit.) 
FALCONER (alone, lights a cigar, moves 
about, shrugs his shoulders) 
It’s childish, but sublime. I'd 
marry her, but we are both too domi- 
nant. 


xX 


All the dramatts persone are pres- 


ent. Some playing cards, others at 
the piano. It ts before luncheon. 
Hermione and Nettie in riding habits. 
The men in morning sutts. In the 
foreground Lauderdale and Hermt- 
one. 

LAUDERDALE 


You don’t seem to dote on me. 
HERMIONE (smiling faintly) 
Is that necessary? 
LAUDERDALE 
Other girls like me. 
HERMIONE 


LAUDERDALE 
Nice ones, too. 
HERMIONE (trontically) 
They show taste. 
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LAUDERDALE 
I say, don’t chaff. 
HERMIONE 
I never do. 
LAUDERDALE 
You are rather frightening, you 
know. 
HERMIONE (smiling) 
Am I? 
LAUDERDALE 
But you're awfully pretty. 


HERMIONE 
I never heard it before. 


LAUDERDALE 
Our people seem to want us to like 
each other. 
HERMIONE (demurely) 
What for? 
LAUDERDALE 
Oh, you think“to get a rise on me. 
HERMIONE 
Never. 
LAUDERDALE 
Why are you rough on me? 
HERMIONI 
Rough? 
LAUDERDALE 
Such darling little white hands 
couldn't be rough, could they? (77rzes 
to take Hermione's hand.) 
HERMIONE (haughtily) 
I am not sure. 


LAUDERDALE 
They’d box my ears? 

HERMIONE (/aughing) 
Ha, ha, ha! 


LAUDERDALE 
I can’t see what you're laughing at. 


HERMIONE (nervously) 
Ha, ha, ha! 
LAUDERDALE 


Look here, you know, that isn’t 
polite. 
HERMIONE 


You are so funny! 
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LAUDERDALE 
Funny? 

HERMIONE 
Yes—funny-looking. 


LAUDERDALE (drawing down his mouth) 
Thanks. 
HERMIONE 
But you are good-natured. 


LAUDERDALE 
Well, rather. 


HERMIONE 
Aren't you bored here? 


LAUDERDALE 


Beastly hole! I—er—beg pardon. 


HERMIONE (/aughing) 
Oh, you needn’t; I like frankness. 
LAUDERDALE 


You snub a fellow so! 
been 


If it hadn’t 





HERMIONE (archly) 
For Nettie? 
LAUDERDALE 


Nothing in that. 
jealous. 


I believe you’re 


HERMIONE (/aughing) 
Dying of jealousy! 


LAUDERDALE 


No cause, really, now. You're 
prettier. 
HERMIONE 
Oh, no. 


LAUDERDALE 
I'd be awfully kind to you. 


HERMIONE 
You’re too amiable. 


LAUDERDALE 
If you’d marry me 





HERMIONE (co/d/y) 
I hear Lady Kate calling to me. 
Pardon. (Leaves him. Joins Lady 
Kate at the piano.) 


Excitement at the door. Enter a 
Royal Gentleman, with an equerry. 
All rise and remain standing. 
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FALCONER 

An unexpected honor, your Royal 
Highness. (Bows and leads him to 
the Duchess.) 

ROYAL GENTLEMAN 

I am stopping overnight at the 
Tweedles’. I drove over to see my 
old friend. (Kzsses the Duchess’s 
hand. The Duchess curtseys.) 


rHE DUCHESS 

Sit here, your Royal Highness. 
FALCONER 

Let me help you off with your coat. 


ROYAI 
Thanks, no, I am chilly. 


GENTLEMAN 


FALCONER 
I will ring for fire. 
ROYAL GENTLEMAN (fo the Duchess) 
I wish he'd let us alone. 

FALCONER 
A glass of port? 

ROYAL 

No, thanks. 


GENTLEMAN 


FALCONER 

Your Royal Highness will stop and 
breakfast? 

ROYAL GENTLEMAN (2patiently) 

No, I cannot. I can stop only five 
minutes ( fointed/y) with the Duchess. 
Don’t disturb the others. Ask them 
to sit down. (A// now resume their 
places and conversation.) 


rHE DUCHESS 

Let us go over there under the 
palm. (Z7hey move across the room 
and whisper together.) 


FALCONER (fo the equerry, showing 
him the pictures) 
This is a portrait of Charles I. 
that I picked up at a sale. 
EQUERRY 
I am no connoisseur. 
FALCONER 
This is a Giorgioni. Through an 
exceptional opportunity I discovered 
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it in Venice. Of course it is dis- 
puted, but no other artist has his 
glow. This half-figure—I have made 
a study 


EQUERRY (aside) 


I wonder how long they’re going to 
stop here—this man’s wound up. 


rHe pucHEssS (calling Lady Kate) 
My dear! 


Lady Kate joins her and the Royal 
Gentleman. They talk together under 
the palm. The others stare, speaking 
low. 

Nettie 
corner. 


and Mrs. Sharswood in a 


MRS. SHARSWOOD 


Your hat’s on crooked. 


NETTIE 
Have I mud on my nose? 


SHARSWOOD 
(Rubs her face with 
Where did you get 


MRS. 

Yes, a little. 
a handkerchief.) 
it? 

NETTIE 

I got splashed galloping to the vil- 

lage. 
FALCONER (fo Hermione) 
Come and be presented. 


HERMIONE 
He hasn't asked it. 


FALCONER 
You're the lady of the house. (Pre- 
senting her to the Royal Gentleman) 
My daughter. 


ROYAL GENTLEMAN (smiling) 
I think I’ve seen you before. 
HERMIONE 
At the last Drawing Room. 


ROYAL GENTLEMAN 
We all admired you. 
HERMIONE 


I was frightened. 


ROYAL GENTLEMAN 


Oh, American girls are not gauche. 
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FALCONER 
My girl is your subject. 
ROYAL GENTLEMAN 
Since when? 
FALCONER 
We are residents, not travelers. 
HERMIONI 


I am 
Highness. 


an American, your Royal 
ROYAL GENTLEMAN 
That’s right, my dear Miss Falconer 
Stand by the Stars and Stripes. 
FALCONER 
I have a boy who wants to fight for 


the Union Jack. 


Oo 
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ROYAL GENTLEMAN (coldly) 
Plenty of them. 


FALCONER 
I tell him 


ROYAL GENTLEMAN 

I must get off. The Tweedles 
lunch at half-past one. I’ve got to 
lay a cornerstone at Leicester 

FALCONER (confidentially) 

I sent word yesterday, your Royal 
Highness, to the War Office, offering 
twenty-five hospital tents, with a 
thorough fit-out of every modern con- 
venience. 

ROYAL GENTLEMAN (coldly) 

We think now it’s the Boers who’ll 
need assistance. (Smzling.) We—er— 
hope it. 

FALCONER 

I wrote them I would spare no ex- 

penditure. 


ROYAL GENTLEMAN (ic7/y) 

The War Department is not carried 
along on eleemosynary principles, but 
I dare say— Good-day, Falconer. 
(Takes out a cigar.) : 

FALCONER 

Have you alight? (Strzkes a match.) 
ROYAL GENTLEMAN (dropping a glove) 

My glove. (Falconer stoops and 
picks it up.) 
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ROYAL GENTLEMAN (carelessly) 
Thanks. 
Exit 
and 


All rise, bow and curtsey. 
Royal Gentleman. Falconer 


' equerry follow. 


XI 
The Duchess’s 


Bric-a-brac, 
Five o'clock 


Stx months later. 
boudoir at Brentwood. 
flowers, lights, tea table. 

P.M. The Duchess in rich black vel- 
gown. Lady Kate Beaumont 


vet tea £ 
in traveling costume. 
LADY KATE 
While Janet unpacks my boxes, 
do tell me all that happened after we 
left. 
THE DUCHESS 


What have you heard? 


LADY KATE 
Everything and nothing; the hodge- 
podge of gossip. 
THE DUCHESS 


It is quite too horrid! 


LADY KATE 


So I suppose. 


THE DUCHESS 

But one of my principles is to ac- 
cept the inevitable. 

LADY KATE (laughing) 
It’s a good idea. 
rHE DUCHESS 

I have—accepted. 

LADY KATE 
I’m dying to hear the truth. 


THE DUCHESS 

When I discovered they had scam- 
pered off there was a nasty scene. 
Falconer packed Mrs. Sharswood out 
of the house, said he didn’t keep a 
brothel—quite awful. I felt myself 
insulted. It was all the girl Her- 
mione’s fault. She led him on and 
then 

LADY KATE 

Hermione’s? 





THE 
rHE DUCHESS 
Yes, then threw him over, and Tot 
is vain, like his mother. 


LADY KATE (laughing ) 
And Nettie stood by to bind up his 
wounds. 
rHE DUCHESS 
Fancy my feelings when we finally 
got on their track and my barrister 
wired the one word, ‘‘ Married.” 


LADY KATE 
Heavens! 
r'HE DUCHESS 


You may well say ‘‘ heavens!’ 
they went off to America, 


LADY 
They trekked? 


KATE 


THE DUCHESS 
What will you have? He’s his own 
master. Theson of his mother would 
naturally be a donkey. 
LADY KATE 
What shall you do? 
rHE 
Swallow her. 


DUCHESS 
LADY KATE 
You are wonderful. 


rHE DUCHESS 


She’s a niece of Shaftsbury’s. 

LADY KATE 
Cousin? 

HE DUCHESS 
Ah—er—yes, cousin. 

LADY KATE 
Handsome? 


rHE DUCHESS 


A matter of taste. 


LADY KATE 


But how provoking! 


THE DUCHESS 
He'll have to face it. 
LADY KATE 
But you? 
; rHE DUCHESS 
I’ve been 


My dear, ill with it. 
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SET 


What is done isdone! Let us drop 
the subject. My whole life has been 
spent in forgiving. 


LADY KATE (gently) 
I am sure it becomes you. 
it well. 


You do 


Pause. 
LADY KATE 
And you know Lyon went off with- 
out a word? 
rHE DUCHESS 
So I heard. 


LADY KATE 
His father’s raging. 


THE 
What about? 


DUCHESS 


LADY KATE 
Disappointed. 


THE DUCHESS 
The youth is effeminate — some- 
thing of a muff. The service will 
harden him. 
LADY KATE 
You do him injustice; he’s a nice 
boy. 
THE DUCHESS 


His father had other ideas? 


LADY KATE 
He wanted him to go through at 
Oxford. 
THE 
Young Shaftsbury and Alex Hope 
and Tancred Montague have gone, 
better men, in his class. 


DUCHESS 


LADY KATE 
Yes, but they are British subjects, 
and their motto is not ‘‘ /outr et meé- 
priser.” 
THE DUCHESS 
Eh? 
LADY KATE 
Nothing. To make things com- 
1 : ~ r 
plete Hermione should have run off 
with Forbes. 
THE DUCHESS 
Who is Forbes? 
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LADY KATE 
Falconer’s private secretary. 
THE DUCHESS 
I dare say she’s capable of a low 
marriage. 
LADY KATE (laughing) 
Well, she hasn't yet, but I think 
she likes him. 
THE DUCHESS 
Why didn’t you run off with Falco- 
ner? He seemed to be in love with 
you. 
LADY KATE 
Love? 
THE DUCHESS 
The gentlemen are fond of widows. 
LADY KATE 
Poor victims! 
THE DUCHESS 
Who? 
LADY KATE 
Widows. 
THE DUCHESS 
Of what? 
LADY KATE 
Of men’s wiles and women’s 
malice. 
THE 
Oh, my dear! 


DUCHESS 


LADY KATE 

Yes, girls envy them; married 
women fear them; men always try 
to see how much they’ll do for how 
little. They are targets. I used to 
think men were afraid of my dignity; 
I now know they were afraid of my 
husband. (Laughs.) 


THE DUCHESS (reflectively) 
He was large. 
LADY KATE 
Yes. 
THE DUCHESS 
It should be easy for you to bring 
him to the point. 


LADY KATE 
I haven’t a driving will 


THE DUCHESS 
It’s a nice place. 


LADY KATE 
Yes. 
THE DUCHESS 
He’s called an agreeable man. 


LADY KATE 


Agreeable? (Laughs.) 


THE DUCHESS 
Well-mannered. 


LADY KATE 
Ah! 
THE DUCHESS 
Not ill-looking. 
LADY KATE 
No. 
THE DUCHESS 
You've no money. 
LADY KATE 
No. 
THE DUCHESS 
And Sylvinia’s dot. . .. 
Ear! told me 


The 


LADY KATE (throwing up one hand) 
Don’t! 


THE DUCHESS 
Really, dear, you ought to do it. 

LADY KATE 
Do what? 

THE DUCHESS 
Why, go for him. 

LADY KATE 
I can’t. 

THE DUCHESS 
Why? 

LADY KATE 
I simply loathe him. 


THE DUCHESS 
One must shut one’s eyes and jump. 
LADY KATE 
But I can’t shut my eyes. 
THE DUCHESS 
It’s only the first leap—— 


LADY KATE 
I wasn’t well brought up. 
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THE DUCHESS 
No nerves. That's what’s the mat- 
ter with Americans. 


LADY KATE 


Mine got rattled. 

THE DUCHESS 
The 
with 


You must pick yourself up. 
Prince arrives here to-morrow 
the party he wanted. 


LADY KATE 
Well? 
rHE DUCHESS 
I had reasons for wishing this affair 
hushed up-—— 


LADY KATE 
Of course, everyone says Tot jilted 
Hermione. 


THE DUCHESS (complacently) 
Well, so he did. 


LADY KATE 


H’m! 


THE DUCHESS 


I wanted it all hushed up, and 


so 


LADY KATE 


(starting) 


You invited Falconer here? 


THE DUCHESS 
Yes. 

LADY KATE 
Whew! 

THE DUCHESS 
here is 


And he accepted, and 


H. R. H.’s answer. 


LADY KATE 
Answer? 
THE DUCHESS 
Yes, to the list of guests I sent him. 
I’m in an unpleasant box. 
LADY KATE 
Ah! 

THE puCHESS (faking up a telegram, 
which she unfolds and reads aloud) 
He says: ‘* Take off the last name” 

—Falconer’s, my dear; ‘‘the man’s a 

cad.” 


P& 


IN THE NIGHT 


OMETIMES at night, 


when moon and stars gleam cold 


Against the fleecy bosom of a cloud, 
I yearn for you—just for your hand to hold, 


To see your face, 


free from Fate’s veiling shroud; 


And at my loneliness my heart takes fright— 


Sometimes at night. 


All day there is the watchful world to face; 
The sound of tears and laughter fills the air; 


For memory there is but scanty space, 
Nor time for any transport of despair; 
But, love, the pulse beats slow, the lips turn white 
Sometimes at night. 


Sometimes at night the silence saddens me; 
But stars gleam bright and whisper sweetest lies, 
The depth of dreamy darkness gladdens me— 
The kindly light seems from your melting eyes; 
With you I win my soul’s divinest height 
Sometimes 





at night. 
CoNnSTANCE FARMAR. 





HAMMARIZERE 


By Clinton Scollard 


"THERE'S a city called Hammarizere, 

In a lovely land that I will not name; 
Where all of the round of the ruling year 
As a Summer mere the skies are clear, 
And only the fiowers of life take flame 
From the great white sun in the dazzling dome; 
And though dew ne’er gathers and rain ne’er falls, 
There are waters that circle the shining walls, 
And break into bubble and toss into foam 
Round the city called Hammarizere. 


There’s a city called Hammarizere, 

Where every gate is jeweled with jade 
And opal, shimmering sphere on sphere; 
And the mounting pinnacles, each a spear 
Of welded marble, swim from a shade 

So tenebrous that the nightingales 

Sing all day long their love-despair, 
Making amorous the emerald air 

With the passionate burden of their tales, 
In the city called Hammarizere. 


There’s a city called Hammarizere, 

And they that dwell there never know 
Aught of folly or aught of fear, 

Aught that’s desolate, aught that’s drear, 
And are never touched by the sting of woe. 
Zither and lute and viol leave 

The luring rapture of their spells; 

And the lore of love into canticles 

Forever the lips of the poets weave, 

In the city called Hammarizere. 


There’s a city called Hammarizere; 

I have woven it out of dreams, you say, 
With the glow of its glamourous atmosphere, 
And its roofs uptowering tier o’er tier 

Into the heart of the azure day. 

I have woven it out of dreams!—what then? 
Forsooth, it is sometimes well to bide, 

With care like a garment cast aside, 

Away from the words and the wiles of men, 
Tn the city called Hammarizere! 
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BALLADE OF THOSE PRESENT 


Ba the papers whose trade is supplying 
The news in a gossipy way, 

All the workaday world should be hieing, 
Its compliments grateful to pay. 
How kind to the public are they 

When they publish our names in their pleasant 
Descriptions of ball or soirée 

As ‘‘among the most prominent present!” 


When we sit at the banquet board, trying 
To tickle our palates blasé, 

Comes a thought that is more gratifying 
Than all the Luculian array; 
More sweet than the sherry’s bouquet, 

Or the flavor of succulent pheasant— 
The thought of appearing next day 

As ‘‘among the most prominent present.” 


Since the common folk simply are dying 
To know what we do or we say, 
It were really a shame our denying 
To them all the pleasure we may. 
Then the news let the papers convey 
To the shopman, mechanic and peasant, 
Noting us at the dance or the play 
As ‘‘among the most prominent present.” 


ENVOY 


St. Peter, receive us, we pray, 
When we've done with this world evanescent, 
Assigning us places for aye 
As ‘‘ among the most prominent present.” 
Tuomas A, DALy. 


Se 


"THE man who believes he has all the friends he will need is getting ready 
to lose the ones he has. 


Oe 


| OVE is a bull in Philosophy’s china shop. 





THE SEVENTH DEVIL OF OUR LADY 


By Edgar Saltus 


OMEN who neglected certain 
proprieties used to be stoned. 
For that matter, they are 

But more often than not the 
stones come from Tiffany's. Then, 
too, the proprieties are not what they 

Originally they must have 
quite simple. To-day concep- 
of them are tolerably mixed. 
They vary with the latitude and even 
with the architecture. In Mayfair 
and along Fifth Avenue observance 
of them appears to consist in having 
improper thoughts of other people. 
In the slums they are a compromise 
with the police. The Middle Classes 
are rumored to have lumped them 
into a fetish which they call Etiquette. 

What that may mean we do not 
know and refuse to be informed. 
Erudition is not in our line. But 
summarily the proprieties may be 
taken as representing that which you 
expect from your neighbor. Yet, of 
course, not that which your neighbor 
is permitted to expect from you. 
Otherwise everybody would be of the 
same mind on the subject, and we 
should all know What's What. 

The fact that we do not all know is 
sufficiently obvious and equally de- 
plorable as v .l. But it has its ex- 
cuse. The proprieties lack a crite- 
rion. There is no solvent by which 
an action can be resolved into right 
or wrong. Guizot tried to find one 
and failed. In the course of solemn 
platitudes spawned through intermi- 
nable pages he stated with perfect 
philistinism that the obligations to 
avoid wrong and cleave to right were 
laws as much acknowledged by man 
in his proper nature as are the laws of 
logic. Yet though he had the gift of 


\\ 


still 
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producing phraseology as nauseous 
as that, for the life of him he could 
not devise a distinction. To give the 
gentleman his due, though, the diffi- 
culty that he omitted to remove he 
was tidy enough to conceal. 

Aristotle was quite as circumspect. 
He stated that it does not depend on 
ourselves to be good or wicked. The 
information may be consoling but it 
is hardly helpful. Neither is the 
scholastic corollary that every being 
acts according to his essence. It is 
the same idea divested of its clarity. 
Nor are we aided by repetitions of 
the Goethean aria, ‘‘ Du dist am Ende 
was du bist.” For there we get it 
again in German. On lines such as 
these the test is obscure. They 
promise but donot fulfil. Every sil- 
ver lining has its cloud. 

Here, though, is a break in it. 
Descartes, who, if we may believe all 
that we hear, taught of two substances, 
mind and matter, precisely as if he 
had seen and counted them, could, 
Madame de Staél has said, distinguish 
between right and wrong as readily 
as between blue and yellow. But is 
abuse evidence? Besides, women are 
sad gossips. Hell is paved with their 
tongues. Moreover, when the re- 
mark was made Descartes was too 
dead to defend himself against any 
accusation of omniscience. 

Yet everything being possible, and 
assuming that the lady told the truth, 
in what did this power exist? Surely 
it was not Madame de Staél’s intention 
to represent Descartes as being so 
wise that he knew, did he go home 
late and intoxicated, he would set a bad 
example to his baby sister, for com- 
mon sense could have told him that. 
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Nor could she have meant that Des- 
cartes’s ability to discriminate consist- 
ed in believing that whatever he said 
was right and whoever disagreed with 
him was wrong, for there is nothing 
unique in that; it is what we all do. 
Out, monsieur, vous AUSSt. 

Perhaps, then, what the lady meant 

presupposing that she meant any- 
thing and also that she told the truth 

was that Descartes knew What's 
What. If this supposition be correct 
we have only toinquire what is what, 
and at once the distinction between 
right and wrong becomes approacha- 
ble and the mystery of the proprieties 
is dissolved. 

Nothing could be easier. We have 
only to determine what attracts, what 
repels, and then codrdinate their con- 
tradictories. What could be simpler? 
But here a loop is needful. 

Clergymen to whom it has been 
our privilege to listen have, according 
to their fervor and grammar, de- 
nounced with more or less ability this 
vice and that, forgetful, or perhaps 
unaware, that the root of all evil is 


not original sin, but commonplace 


jealousy. Beside that seventh devil 
the others that were projected into 
the swine of the Gadarenes must have 
been beneficent sprites. Eliminate 
it from the scheme of things and war 
would lapse, greed as well, discord 
ditto and harmony reign. In lieu of 
the rivalries and strikes, divorces and 
dances, libels and races; instead of the 
failures and festivities and all the 
seductions, surprises and general sur- 
reptitiousness that we read about in 
the papers, there would be nothing to 
read about at all, and society, through 
sheer calm, would develop obesity of 
the mind. 

However satisfactory that might be, 
jealousy is not to beeliminated. Itis 
part and parcel of human nature. 
Regarded in the abstract it is the woof 
ofevery crime. Regarded in the con- 
crete it is a tribute to our virtues. 
Specifically considered, it is the Sev- 
enth Devil of Our Lady. 

In cataloguing it as such, studies 
and statistics have necessarily made 
us aware that a jealous woman can be 


very tiresometoaman. But statistics 
and studies have made us equally 
aware that when she is not jealous it 
is of the man she is tired. 

Jealousy is the barometer of a 
woman's heart. When its manifesta- 
tions subside her temperature is fall- 
ing. When it departs she is packing 
her boxes, she is preparing to follow. 
For it is the corollary of her love to 
doubt, to doubt always, to doubt in 
certainty, to doubt in conviction, to 
doubt with every possible evidence of 
constancy under her nose. The heart 
has logic that logic does not recognize. 
Then also, though constancy may be 
obvious, fidelity is not necessarily so 
clear. Constancy may demonstrate 
nothing more than lack of opportunity, 
but fidelity always demonstrates a 
lack of imagination. And of the 
vagaries of the imagination a lady may 
be, and indeed should be, more jealous 
than of anything else. Faces fade, 
but dreams abide. 

There is, though, jealousy and 
jealousy. There is a jealousy that 
comes of a lack of confidence in an- 
other. There is a jealousy far more 
discreet and infinitely more delicate 
that comes of a lack of confidence in 
one’s self. To the student of path- 
ology either form is interesting, but 
on condition that the patient is in 
skirts. A male patient may, of course, 
be interesting also, but not more so 
than is any other dog in the manger. 
The story of Othello and Desdemona 
is a case in point. 

There was a couple admirably 
mated. The one had no manners 
and the other no small talk. In spite 
of which, or perhaps precisely on 
that account, their adventures are 
quite endearing. According to Shake- 
speare, Othello, not content with be- 
ing a blackamoor, made a fuss, raised 
the roof and smothered Desdemona 
with it. Shakespeare described the 
lady as entirely immaculate. Even 
had she been otherwise, the proceed- 
ing was, to say the least, in bad taste. 
A man of decent breeding never sees 
or hears anything that is not in- 
tended for him. Moreover, had any 
smothering seemed necessary, it was 
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Yet bad taste always leads to crime, 
ind to such vulgar forms of it at 
that. Nowadays, of course, men do 
ot murder their wives, at any rate 
But some of them 
They institute uncivil pro- 
eedings. There are, though, others 

finer sensibilities who collaborate 
with their dear departed in an effort 
to observe the amenities of life, while 
sreeing that individual tastes shall 
suffer nointerference. C'est d’un pur. 

Shakespeare to the contrary, we 
have reason to suspect that Othello 
was a man of just that high-minded- 
ness. Shakespeare, it will be remem- 
bered, made the brute a Moor. Per- 
sonally we do not know much about 
Moors, but for purposes dramatic we 
issume that anything, even to good- 
ness, may, at a pinch, be expected of 
them. It now appears that Othello 
was not a Moor but a patrician. 
Indifference is a patrician trait. Of 
that, however, more by-and-bye. The 
point is the sudden discovery that 
Othello was less black than he was 
painted. Les Maures vont vtte. 

The discovery came about in this 
fashion. Recently a palace situated 
in that quarter of Venice known as 
the San Maria Formosa was demol- 
ished. From the rafters documents 
fell. Collected and collated, it was 
found that they contained a chronicle 

the final years of Venetian domin- 
ion over Candia. It was found, too, 
that in them Don Othello was men- 
tioned as the last Governor of the 
island. It was found, also, that he 
was aman of rank. The documents, 
continuing, showed that after his mar- 
riage to Desdemona they proceeded 
to Candia; that later, the island being 
besieged by the Turks, Desdemona 
returned alone to Venice; that there 
she met another, a dearer one yet, a 
third, perhaps a fourth; that in each 
instance sa forte fut sa faible that 
ultimately, Candia having fallen also, 
Othello supervened ; that undonesque- 
ly he beat her, subsequently con- 
cluded to die, and that for years 
thereafter the consolable Desdemona 
resided in that casa on the Grand 
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Canal which to-day every gondolier 
points out with an “Ecco!” 

These facts, disencumbered for the 
purposes of the present paper from 
layers of detail, were not long since 
given to the world by the official who 
in Italy occupies the position of Min- 
ister of Instruction. Although they 
are too good to be true, we will as- 
sume that they are exact—all, indeed, 
except the undonesque greeting which 
Desdemona received, for that, if the 
other facts be accepted, seems highly 
problematic. Our reasons for so re- 
garding it are brief. 

The gossip about Desdemona origi- 
nally appeared in a now forgotten 
novel. Cinthio, the author of it, was 
an early Bourget, an earlier Balzac. 
For literary purposes he went about 
here and there collecting scandals, 
which he set up in black and white. 
In default of linen from his neighbor 
sometimes he washed hisown. Ina 
pretty woman he saw not her eyes 
but a plot, and from her heart he pro- 
ceeded to dig it. It was in the ob- 
servance of this process that the story 
of Desdemona appeared. That the 
author was acquainted with her hus- 
band is presumable, but whether he 
collaborated with the young woman 
in any of her inconsequences we may 
surmise yet never know. According 
to his story, however, Othello was a 
brave young soldier of color, the 
glitter of whose exploits awoke Des- 
demona’s love and won for him the 
command of the Candian troops. The 
two are married and embark for the 
post. With them go an ensign and a 
corporal. The ensign makes up to 
the lady. Heis repulsed. The emo- 
tions she has inspired addle into rage. 
The ensign recites to Othello that his 
bride is an abandoned creature and 
that the corporal is assisting in her 
abandon. Othello bribes him to kill 
the corporal. The ensign slashes the 
poor devil in the leg. Then Othello 
takes a hand; he takes a sandbag, too, 
and pounds the lady with it until she 
gives up the ghost. 

Barring the climax, which we as- 
sume to be literary, the rest of the 
story coincides tolerably well with the 
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documents recently found. But here 
is the objection. Cinthio’s novel ap- 
peared in 1565. Shakespeare's ren- 
dition of it was produced in 1604. The 
capture of Candia occurred in 1669. 
As a conseqence, if, as we assume, 
the facts produced by the Minister of 
Instruction are exact, Othello on his 
return from Candia could not have 
been lessthan one hundred and twenty- 
five, and Desdemona must have been at 
least a hundred and ten. At an age 
so mature one may fancy that all her 
wild oats had been sown, and, even 
otherwise, Othello must have been too 
feeble to beat her and too indifferent 
to care. 

Indifference is a great aid to the 
maintenance of the proprieties. It is 
more conducive to harmony than 
anything we can cite. It is, as we 
have noted, a trait quite patrician. 
Obviously, then, however young or 
old the Othello recently discovered 
may have been, he would have patri- 
cianly neglected to see or hear any- 
thing that was not intended for him, 
and by the same token he would have 
omitted to raise the roof. In order 
to induce him to do so, both novelist 
and playwright were forced to twist 
him into a Moor, and as such capable 
of a jealousy that a patrician might 
feel but not exhibit. Jealousy is the 
basis of every affection, whether ma- 
ternal, paternal, filial, sororal, con- 
nubial or even patrician. It is, 
therefore, a natural emotion. In the 
case of a woman it is not merely 
natural, it is occasionally attractive. 
But emotions that may be attractive 
in women are always repellent in 
men. 

Here, then, at once, if our illus- 
trations have been serviceable, we are 
back again in the contradictories from 
which we started. The deductions 


CotoneL, BLoop—Well, I'm not surprised. 


to swear off for the last three years. 


that ensue follow almost of them- 
selves. For it must be patent that 
whether or not Desdemona was lack- 
ing in certain circumspections, whether 
or not Othello was jealous; whether, 
indeed, as may have been and prob- 
ably was the case, the lady herself 
was possessed of the seventh devil and 
through the process of its manifesta- 
tions drove Othello first to drink and 
then to derision, in any event their 
reciprocal attitudes were not con- 
ducive to harmony. 

Harmony is that which always has 
appealed and always will appeal to 
civilization. It is Nature's first law, 
the truest of her vocables. In the 
form of Beauty, which is its outward 
and visible sign, it has been an object 
of worship since worship began. Its 
exponents were singers and seers. It 
was Harmony that Hermes taught, 
it is Beauty ‘hat the Buddha preached. 
Civilization is in love with it and at 
odds with discord. 

If, therefore, our deductions be 
worth a row of pins, it follows that 
the test of an action is its beauty or 
the lack of it, that according as it 
conduces to harmony or discord, 
according as it is capable of at- 
tracting or repelling, so is it moral 
or the reverse. In view of these 
premises it becomes permissible 
to transfer virtue from ethics to 
esthetics and to regard the proprie- 
ties as functions of art. 

And why not? Life, as conducted 
to-day, is at its best either ridicu- 
lously vulgar or snobbishly absurd. 
Society, which used to sin and sparkle, 
now simply sins. There is modern 
progress for you, and a progress in- 
duced wholly by a misunderstanding 
of What's What, complicated by the 
presence of that seventh devil, from 
which all evil proceeds. 
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RATHER EXPECTED IT 
HE DOCTOR—Your wife has water on the brain. 


She’s been trying to get me 





EXTENSION SOULS 


By Guy Somerville 


STOOD on the veranda of Mrs. 
| Major’s country house, on the 

Sound, and yawned dismally. 
It was five in the morning, and I was 
he first one down. 

It had been a charming dance, but 

rain had spoiled the out-of-door 
rt of it, and the grounds had a rak- 
unkempt, bohemian look in the 
ly morning. The paths were wet 
and sloppy, the rose bushes 
ehted down with more moisture 
in comes from a healthy dew, and 
Chinese lanterns hung in ghastly 
reds from their wires. Far down 
side the bathing pavilion the Sound 
sse and tossed in a manner unbe- 
still water, and the east, 
h should have been rosy, was 
hill and gray. The whole effect 
vas that of the aftermath of a 
lambake 

A telegram lay ready for me on the 
They have good telegraph 

rvice at Marchmont. I read it, and 
rumpled it listlessly in the pocket of 

y coat. Another old chum giving 
p his bachelorhood! I was becoming 

landmark. But it was a good, safe 

} 

I stepped inside to search for Mr. 
Major's tin box of cigarettes. I had 
lept my two hours; I never can sleep 
more than that aftera dance. Danc- 
ing is so restful; it is anesthesia of 
the mind. 

A feminine voice startled me. 

[ turned quickly. It was Lady 
Edith Archer, almost as early as I. 

‘*Mr. Stapleton!” she said. ‘I’m 
so glad.” 

‘**So am I,” I admitted. ‘‘ There 
is no one here I would change with.” 

‘I am glad it’s you,” said she, 
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‘*because I need somebody — some 
wise person—to confide in; and I 
haven't any brother, you know.” 

I sniffed suspiciously. 

‘‘It is a dangerous thing,” I ob- 
served, ‘‘to give a young and beauti- 
ful woman the opportunity of being 
a sister to you.” 

Lady Edith opened her eyes. 

‘*Why?” said she. 

** Because,” I replied, “‘in nine 
cases out of ten she will not avail 
herself of the opportunity.” 

‘*Don’t flatter yourself,” said she, 
scornfully. 

‘*I’m quite sure I don’t,” said I, 
calmly. 

‘*But you’ve always pretended to 
think I’m nice,” said Lady Edith. 
‘* Haven't you?” 

‘‘T’ve always 
course,” said I. 
way, you know.” 

Lady Edith grew hot and discom- 
posed. 

‘** Not in what way?” she demanded, 
indignantly. 

I lit a cigarette. 
rettes. 

‘* The 
meant.” 

‘*T didn’t mean any way,” she said. 

‘*You must have had some way in 
mind,” said I. ‘‘ You gave yourself 
one.” 

‘*T gave myself what?” 

‘* Away.” 

Silence. 

Cigarette smoke. 

‘*]’m very angry,” said Lady Edith. 

I threw the cigarette into the grate. 

**Sit down on this,” said I, ‘‘and 
let me dry the tears.” 

Lady Edith drew resolutely back, 


admired 
‘** But—not 


you, of 
in that 


She hates ciga- 


way,” said I, “‘that you 
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*“*T will not have it,’ said she. ‘‘It 
is something I never did———” 

** What?” 

‘*__and never will 

** Never?” 

‘*__wnless, of course 

‘*They ought to be dried,” I mur- 
mured, regretfully. 

‘** Besides, it’s too early,” she 
with happy thought. 

A light broke in on me. 

‘* But it’s getting later,” said I. 

‘I’m not a girl,’”’ she said, haugh- 
tily, ‘‘to permit that sort of thing.” 

‘*To be sure not,” said I, sooth- 
ingly. 

‘*Or to desire it,” 
still more severe. 

I lit a fresh cigarette. 

**T wonder,” | murmured, dream- 
ily, ‘‘how a girl would act if she— 
desired it?” 

Lady Edith was silent. 

I proceeded. 

** Would she ask e 

**Of course not,” said Lady Edith. 

**Would she say ‘yes,’” said I, in- 
sidiously, ‘‘ when the man asked?” 

‘*She would pretend that she did 
not want to,” said Lady Edith. 

I regarded critically the corner of 
the chimney piece. It wasa flying 
Cupid. 

‘**Would she probably say,” I que- 
ried, ‘‘that she had never—well, that 
she was not, in fact, that sort of 
girl?” 

She nodded. 

** And how can the man ? 

“Only by trying,” 
sently. 

I stopped looking at the flying Cu- 
pid. 

** Quite so,” said I. 

**That’s dreadfully naughty,” said 
she, in subdued wise. 

**T like it,” said I. 

‘* You must never, never again.” 

** Never—after this morning.” 

** Never—even this morning. 

** It’s too early?” I queried, mildly. 

She sat up suddenly. 

‘*Why haven’t you ever married?” 
said she. 

I reflected. 
married? 


” 


said, 


she continued, 


said she, ab- 


Why hadn’t I ever 
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‘*I suppose,” I said, ‘‘ because | 
have no vocation.” 

She toyed delicately with my fob. 

‘*Would you do that to any girl?” 
she asked, irrelevantly. 

‘* No,” I said, virtuous. 

Lady Edith was markedly relieved. 

‘* What is it, then,” she said, ‘‘that 
you like in me?” 

[ perceived that I must pick my 
steps. 

‘*Is it my beauty?’ 

‘* Nay.” 

My sweetness?” 
Nay, nay.” 
Tell me.” 

**It is because you have an exten- 
sion soul,” I answered, gravely. 

She looked furtively at her boots. 

‘* Not there,” said I. 

‘*Oh! I see,” said she. 

‘* That is the point,” said I. 
always do. That’s why I 
you.” 

‘*A girl with an extension soul,” 
said she, ‘‘ need not be sound in wind 
and limb, but " 

‘*She must understand 
hitching,” I added. 

‘**T think I could do that,” said Lady 
Edith, ‘‘if by ‘hitching’ you mean 
stopping to explain.” 

‘*Then why,” I asked, vaguely, 
** should there have been any hitch?” 

‘“‘It was only momentary,” she 
pleaded. 

‘“‘“True,” I mused. ‘“‘And things 
rarely go smoothly the first time.” 

‘* They would go still less smooth- 
ly,” said she, ‘‘ another time.” 

I took a turn or two up and down 
the room. 

** Don’t tempt me,” said I. 

‘*Why did you say,” said she, 
thoughtfully, ‘‘that you had never 
married?” 

‘** It isn’t,” I said, easily, ‘* because 
I do not know how girls are won.” 

‘* Some girls aren’t won,” said Lady 
Edith. 

** Some girls aren’t one, two, three,” 
I rejoined. 

‘* Not to be married,” said she, “‘ is 
to be selfish.” 

‘* Prudent,” said I. 

** And conceited.” 


, 


**You 
like 


without 
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‘‘Merely a proper pride,” I ven- 
tured. 

‘‘If a man really desired to,” said 
she, ‘‘I wonder how he would be- 
gin.” 

‘* First he would kiss her,” I sug- 
gested, promptly. 

‘* But how could she know whether 

‘‘Only by trying,” said I. 

Lady Edith sparkled as to her eyes. 

has not been mentioned that she 
was pretty. 

‘* After that—?” she said. 

‘‘One thing at a time,” said I, im- 

erturbably. 

‘*We have now come,” 
‘to the second thing.” 

‘‘No,” said I. ‘* The first time was 
1 foul.” 

“Well,” said she, ‘‘now we have 
come to the second thing.” 

‘*The second thing,” said I, ‘‘is 

> same.” 

‘*Mr. Stapleton,” said Lady Edith, 
‘‘will you go back up-stairs, or shall 


said she 


, 


‘‘T am going to goon,” said I. ‘I 
eant to—really—from the first. Be 


nice, 
Lady Edith sat down. 

‘“‘This morning at five,” I said, 
quietly, ‘‘ 1 made up my mind that I 

uuld ask you to marry me before 
rreakfast.” 

‘I couldn’t,” said she. 
hungry.” 

‘*T don’t mean that,” I said. 

‘“‘That’s what I thought,” 
Lady Edith. 

‘But I do mean to ask you if 
you will marry me.” 

Lady Edith stopped swinging her 
toot. 

‘*Even,” I went on, slowly, “‘if I 
have to wait till—after dinner.” 

‘** Are you serious?” said she, softly. 

“‘T ought to be,” I said, pathet- 
ically. ‘‘If you knew how I valued 
my bachelorhood you would know 
how much it costs me to give it 
up. 


’ 


**T’m too 


said 


‘* Perhaps you needn’t give it up,” 
said she, playing with the cushions. 

I sat down beside her 

‘* Let’s stop trifling, Edith,” said I, 


gently. 
me.” 

‘“*T always told the girls I could 
make you propose,” said she. ‘‘ They 
said I couldn’t.” 

‘* You win,” said I, hopefully. 

‘Of course you are sure of your 
answer?” she said, drawing it out. 

‘*Fairly sure,” said I, with some 
confidence. ‘‘If I hadn't been I 
wouldn’t have asked you.” 

She smiled quite witchlike. 

‘**Well, the answer is no, 
Stapleton.” 

‘*But I mean it seriously,” I pro- 
tested. 

Lady Edith laughed. 

‘*T’m so glad,” said she. 
sorry for anyone else.” 

‘*So should I,” I admitted, incau- 
tiously. 

She smoothed my hair with a ges- 
ture quasi-maternal. 

‘*It will do you lots of good,” she 
whispered. ‘‘And I won't tell. Ex- 
cept, of course, May and Belle—and 
mamma.” 

I walked to the 
threw it open. 

‘*You're going to tell May?” I 
asked. 

‘*Were you thinking of asking her 
later?” she queried, unreasonably. 

‘“*I—I don’t know,” I faltered. 
‘**T’m a little upset.” 

‘** At any rate, there is no objection 
to my telling mamma?” 

‘*Not of that character,” I ad- 
mitted, gravely. 

Her hand stole into mine. 

‘*Isn’t it fun?” she whispered. 
‘*They said you were never really 
interested in girls. They said you 
had sworn never to marry. They 
said you belonged to some club down 
in the city where everybody has to 
agree that before he marries he will 
eat a Panama hat with a bright-red 
band, with all the others looking on, 
and if he chokes, or—or anything, 
he can’t marry that time. They 
said 7 

**I’d rather not hear any more,” I 
interrupted, feebly. ‘‘ It isn’t right. 
It wasn’t intended I should.” 

There was a pause. The east 


‘*It means a good deal to 


Mr. 


“I'd be 


front door and 
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wind, fresh from the Sound, blew in 
our faces. 

I turned suddenly. 

‘*Did you refuse me,” said I, ‘‘ on 
my merits?” 

She laughed. 

‘If I had,” she said, tantalizing, 
‘**T should hardly have had sufficient 
grounds.” 

‘*I think,” said I, ‘‘that it must 
have been because I asked you so 
early.” 

‘* That will please Belle,” said she. 
‘It was rather because you asked 
me so late.” 

‘* How so?” I queried. 

‘I’m engaged to Jack Miller,” she 
said, simply. 

I looked up 
pidity. 

‘*Of course,”’ said I, as if to my- 
self. ‘*How absurd of me to have 
forgotten.” 

‘*To have what?” demanded Lady 
Edith. 

‘*Forgotten,” I repeated, calmly, 
studying the bedraggled lantern near- 
est the steps. 

‘**T didn’t write accepting him till 
yesterday morning,” she said, with 
some sarcasm. 

‘*And he didn’t wire me till last 
night,” I rejoined, as I handed her 
the open telegram. ‘Which is 
what makes it all the more re- 
markable x 

Lady Edith drew herself up. 

‘*Your conduct this morning—” 
she began. 


with affected stu- 


‘*No, it wasn’t,” I pleaded, piteous- 
ly. 

‘* Suppose—oh, suppose 

**You couldn’t,” I interjected, with 
haste. ‘*Don’t yousee? I knew you 
couldn’t.” 

‘*I will tell Jack,” she said, with 
icy finality. 

** Let's,” I agreed. 

She flushed. 

‘*No,” she said. “I was wrong. 
I will fight my own battles. Jack, 
poor boy, has enough to worry him.” 

‘*That’s true,” I admitted, sympa- 
thetically. Which made it worse. 

‘*Why did you do it—why?” she 
said. 

‘*T am really fond of you,” said I. 
‘*Tt was nice to propose to you. On 
my word.” 

‘“‘I’m glad you enjoyed it,” said 
she. 

‘*And absolutely safe,” I added, 
cautiously. 

She came a step nearer. 

** Suppose,” she said—and my blood 
ran cold at her earnestness—‘“ sup- 
pose there had been an error in the 
telegram?” 

‘**T'd have married you,” I answered, 
promptly. 

She fell back. 

‘*And sued the telegraph com- 
pany,” I added, thoughtfully. 

She gave a little laugh. 

**T don’t care,” said Lady Edith. 

But she did. She would have 
liked to tell May and Belle—and 
mamma. 


” 


a 


CONNUBIAL 


ADVICE 


HE WIFE—I don’t believe half I hear. 
Tue Hussanp—You shouldn’t talk so much, my dear. 


ERALDINE 


Fa 
FORESIGHT, BUT 


NO HINDSIGHT 


Speak to pa and I’m sure you'll have no kick coming. 
GeraLp—No, the kick will probably be when I am going. 





THE LOSER 


By Theodosia Garrison 


HAVE gambled away my life— 
Small ventures on that and this, 
A bit of youth for a useless truth, 
A trifle of heart for a kiss. 


For with pitiful stakes and small 
In a crafty game played I; 

With counters spanned in a careful hand 
When the losses were overhigh. 


I have gambled away my life— 
A little now and again; 
Oh, bit by bit have I wasted it 
In the fashion of weakling men. 


I have stayed in a coward’s game 
With a sickening fear of loss; 
Afraid to play for the joy that lay 
In the fall of the reckless toss. 


I have gambled away my life 
In a puny, cautious game, 

But now, alack, were my treasure back 
I would never play it the same. 


I would stake my all on the throw— 
Mind, soul—yea, all that is I— 
And in fierce content and merriment 

Would bide the cast of the die. 


To live or to die like a man, 
Heart glad of the chance he had, 
Who shook with Fate for his table mate 
In a glorious bout and mad. 


In a moment to end it so— 
Die beggar or live a king— 

And pay the score, be it less or more, 
In the hour of the reckoning. 


And to die, if to die I must, 
With a heart unswerved, and then 
With face to the sod give thanks to God 
That I played like a man with men. 
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BITTER MEMORIES 


"THE reminiscent rhymester sings 
Full oft of childhood days, 

That ever flit on brilliant wings 
By most nectarious ways. 

Sweets pur et simple fill his rhyme, 
No bitter may steal in, 

And it is very clear that I’m 
Not of the singer’s kin. 

For when I go down Memory’s street 
At every turn I see 

Quinine—that must be taken ‘‘ neat "— 
And boneset-tea. 


And, though it sounds a paradox, 
More bitter things than these 

I find in the Pandoran box 
Of childhood memories. 

Not aloes—which I learned to /zke 
What time I bit my nails, 

Nor rhubarb—I was such a tike 
For mixing of my ails! 

But these, these are the bitterest— 
Molasses thick and black 

With sulphur subtly coalesced, 


And ipecac! 


ONE HOPE OF ESCAPE 


ERVANT—Mr. Brown, the florist, is at the door with his bill. 
Brown—Keep him waiting a minute and I'll put my money in my wife's 
name. 


EpwWAaRp W. BARNARD. 


* 


INDISCREET 


\V HEN he asked her last name 
She was justly offended; 

From Chicago she came 
When he asked her last name— 
It was really a shame 

That their friendship thus ended; 
When he asked her /as¢ name 

She was justly offended. 


FREDERICK BLAIR WRIGHT. 





AN OPAL RING 


By Justus Miles Forman 


IMMY ROGERS went into 
Raudnitz’s to get a punch bowl 
for a man who was going to 

be married, and ran on Livingstone 
hanging over a plush-lined tray full 
of jeweled rings of price. 

‘*Those aren’t for men. 
ladies’ rings,” said Jimmy, 
edly. 

‘* Really?” asked Livingstone, with 
some concern. He.chose a curiously 
fiery opal in a marquise setting with 
mall diamonds, and held it up to the 
ight. ‘* Still, you know,” he ob- 
served, squinting at the opal, ‘I 
wasn’t thinking of presenting it to 
you or even of wearing it myself.” 

‘*You’ve gone and got yourself 
engaged again!” cried Jimmy, in un- 
concealed horror. 

‘*T haven't,” said Livingstone, in- 
dignantly. ‘‘ I haven’t done any such 
fool thing! Who would I be engaged 
to here, anyhow?” 

‘*Might be any one of half a 
dozen,” growled the unsatisfied Rog- 
ers. ‘*‘ Anywhere from Lulu de Vig- 
not—and you'd get a good dot there, 
too—to Molly Hartwell. If you aren’t 
engaged, you ought tobe. Yourcon- 
duct is scandalous.” 

‘* Well, I’m not engaged,” insisted 
Mr. Livingstone. ‘‘I’d really like to 
know,” he complained, bitterly, ‘‘if 
there is any police regulation in Paris 
that prevents an unmarried, unat- 
tached and harmless young man from 
buying opal rings. Maybe I shall be 
engaged some time, and then the 
ring will come in very nicely—like 
the ‘Jones’ doorplate.” 

‘* But what the deuce do you want 
the ring for?” demanded his exasper- 
ated friend. ‘‘ Think of the fun you 

71 


They're 
point- 


could have—we could have on the 
price of that ring!” 

Livingstone smilingly paid for the 
jewel, dropped the little box in his 
pocket, and led the way out to the 
Boulevard. 

‘* We have a great deal more fun, 
anyhow, than is good for us,” he said, 
virtuously. ‘* You know that as well 
as Ido. The ring—well, I bought it 
because it was pretty, and because I 
didn’t have anything better todo. If 
ever I’m strapped I can pawn it fora 
good price; I shouldn’t miss it, you 
know. It wouldn’t be like pawning 
your watch or your scarf pins.” 

They crossed the crowded Place 
de l’Opéra by a series of desperate 
dashes, and sat down under the awn- 
ing of the Café de la Paix. 

‘“‘Turin bitter,” ordered Living- 
stone. Jimmy Rogers took a ver- 
mouth sec. 

‘*T will make you,” said Living- 
stone, slowly, ‘‘a sporting proposi- 
tion. You are still suspicious about 
that ring. You think I bought it to 
give toa girl. Now, I will allow you 
five minutes to select some one wom- 
an from those passing this café. I 
stipulate only that she shall be un- 
married—you can generally tell by 
the look—and passably handsome. 
More beautiful women pass this cor- 
ner every day than any other corner 
in the world—as you know. I will 
wager you a pink-and-blue thousand- 
franc note that I personally present 
my opal ring to that woman within a 
week, and that she will, of her own 
accord, continue to wear said ring. 
Do I make myself clear?” 

Jimmy Rogers stared. 
he said, feelingly. 


** You do,’ 
**You also make 
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it clear that you will retire before 
long to Charentonupthe river. The 
State maintains an institution of peace 
and seclusion out there for just such 
as you.” 

**] assure you I am quite serious,” 
protested Livingstone. 

Jimmy Rogers stared again. 
after a little he laughed. 

‘““T'll take that wager,” he said. 
**No one on God’s green earth but 
you would have made it, but I’m past 
being surprised at anything you do. 
Moreover, I shall be glad of the 
thousand francs. Hervieu has a dou/e- 
dogue that I want. Of course it will 
all end by my bailing you out of 
Mazas, but if that sort of thing amuses 
you I don’t mind. Now for the wom- 
an.” 

He looked out into the crowded 
Boulevard where the double line of 
vehicles was crawling by, with fre- 
quent halts, and all at once seemed 
vastly amused. 

‘*Let’s get out on the curb,” he 
suggested. ‘‘ The carriage crowd will 


Then 


be better looking than this lot.” So 


they stood together beside the little 
newspaper kiosk and looked into the 
passing landaus and facres. Just at 
the moment the procession was at a 
standstill. 

**How will that one do?” 
Jimmy, pointing. 

An ordinary public fiacre stood al- 
most in front of them, and on its seat 
were a rather stout, fierce-looking 
gentleman of middle age, who wore 
his frock coat with that unmis- 
takable air of one used toa military 
uniform, and a singularly handsome 
young woman who might have been 
anywhere from twenty to twenty- 
five. She had a great deal of very 
black hair piled up on her head in a 
multiplicity of braids, after the Rus- 
sian fashion. She had enormous dark 
eyes, just the sort to go with such 
hair, and her skin was extremely pale, 
almost colorless. She sat in vozture 
No. 11,317 as if it were a crimson- 
and-gold coach of state. 

Livingstone drew a long breath. 

** Yes, she'll do,” he said, softly. 
** My Lord! she’ll do.” 


asked 
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Jimmy Rogers appeared to be 
struggling with some emotion. 

‘‘But look here,” continued Liv- 
ingstone, ‘‘maybe she’s married. 
Maybe that chap is her husband. 
I’m no destroyer of domestic bliss, 
you know.” His eyes were still on 
the woman in the fiacre. ‘‘She’s a 
queen!” he declared. 

‘“*What!” cried Jimmy Rogers, 
sharply. ‘‘Oh, no, I believe she’s 
not married,” he went on; ‘I think 
I know who she is. Of course I'll 
not tell you her name. That’s part 
of your trick.” 

The line of carriages moved slowly 
on. 

‘*T shall have to part with you, 
much as it pains me,” grieved Mr. 
Livingstone, following with his eyes 
voiture No. 11,317. ‘*I must find 
where the future owner of my opal 
lives.” 

‘*Oh, never mind that,” said Jim- 
my; ‘‘I can give you her address. 
You’ve a whole week yet. Let’s be 
getting back across the river.” 

They caught a Place St. Michel om- 
nibus and climbed to the zmpériale, 
where Livingstone sat in unwonted 
silence and Jimmy Rogers fought 
bravely with his feelings. They de- 
scended at the Place St. Michel be- 
cause the omnibus went no further, 
and walked up the Boulevard to the 
Source. 

**T’ll leave you here,” said Jimmy, 
‘** because I’m dining on the other side 
and I’ve got to dress. Don’t be in too 
much of a hurry with your ring. May- 
be she doesn’t like opals.” 

Livingstone stood on the curbstone, 
still lost in meditation, and Jimmy 
Rogers laughed all the way home. 

A newspaper vendor, tottering un- 
der gray hairs and a huge pile of his 
stock in trade, came by at a trot, and 
Livingstone bought a Soir and settled 
down at a table under the awning of 
the Café Source. Le Soir contained 
even less news than usual. Living- 
stone ran over the nouvelles ¢tran- 
geres with disgusted impatience. 
Two United States military men 
were squabbling over tinned beef; 
the three-weeks’ president of a 
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South American republic had been 
assassinated, and there were fresh 
riots in Bosnia and Campania, in 
which three visiting French officers 
had been killed, it was believed at 
the instigation of the Queen of Cam- 
pania. The Queen was furthermore 
reported to have fled the country 
temporarily. 

‘*She’d best not come here,” said 
Livingstone, absently; ‘‘she wouldn’t 
be thankfully received. Why the 
deuce doesn’t Russia take those fool 
little Balkan states over her knee and 
spank them one by one? They’re 
putting on altogether too much side 
] itely.” 

He swallowed the last of his 
apératif, and gathered up his gloves 
and stick with a yawn. 

‘Oh, well,” said he, ‘‘I’m not in- 

terested in Balkan states—I’m inter- 
ested in the loveliest woman I ever 
saw. I wonder Oh, what 
nonsense! Only to-morrow I'll make 
Jimmy tell me whoshe is. Of course 
he knows—and then we’ll see about 
that thousand franc note. Now, if 
I’m to dine in the Avenue Hoche at 
seven o'clock, I’d best be dress- 
ing.” 
He waved his stick at a passing 
fiacre, gave the cocher the address 
of his studio and sank back on the 
cushions thinking of the young woman 
with the black hair and the big dark 
eyes. 


They went on from dinner that 
evening to the Opéra, where ‘‘ Sanson 
et Dalila” was to be sung, and the 
gods were very good to Mr. Living- 
stone, for he had hardly settled him- 
self in his orchestra stall between the 
certain American girl and her mother 
with whom he had been dining, when 
she came into the row next before 
them. She was with the same middle- 
aged man of military bearing. She 
was all in white, with no ornaments, 
no jewels at all, and her great mass 
of black hair was dressed low on the 
neck after the English fashion—but 
with a difference. 

Her seat was immediately in front 
of Mr. Livingstone, and as she 
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gathered up her skirt to sit down 
she turned half about and looked 
backward carelessly over the house. 
Her eyes caught Livingstone’s, and a 
little flush of color spread up over her 
cheeks. Livingstone was half out of 
his chair and his face was scarlet. 
There was a most absurd pounding 
inside him somewhere. 

‘*Oh,” cried the girl by his side, 
softly, ‘‘what a beauty! What an 
impossible beauty! Did you ever in 
your life see anything so lovely?” 

‘*No,” said Livingstone, not mov- 
ing his eyes, ‘‘no, I never did. No 
one ever did. Yes, when I was very 
small, queens in fairy stories were 
like that.” And inwardly, ‘‘ Ah, I 
knew you had such shoulders and 
a little round white throat like that! 
And I knew you'd hold your head so, 
too, and that the curve of your cheek 
and chin would be just as perfect as 
it is! Why didn’t I make that beast 
of a Jimmy tell me who you are, you 
—you fairy-book queen?” 

Out in the foyer between acts he 
managed to keep her always in sight, 
to watch how she walked, to see her 
smile, to hear her low voice now and 
then when she spoke to the middle- 
aged man of military bearing. 

When the opera was over he bore 
out to the carriage an air of tragic 
gloom that evoked smiles from the 
American girl. 

Jimmy Rogers, wakened violently 
in the middle of the night by an 
incoherent object in Inverness and 
opera hat, suffered cajolings, the 
offer of bribes beyond the dreams 
of avarice, and finally bodily as- 
sault, but only laughed with his 
face in the pillows, laughed himself 
faint. 

The next day Livingstone sat five 
hours in front of the Café de la Paix 
and went home in the evening threat- 
ening Jimmy Rogers with all the 
awful things that a retentive mem- 
ory and anaturally remarkable imagi- 
nation could call up. 

But a day later he saw her again. 
She was seated beside an elderly 
woman in a fiacre and was driving 
rapidly up the Champs Elysées from 
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the Place de la Concorde. There was 
not an empty votfure in sight, and 
Livingstone could only stare up the 
avenue after the retreating carriage 
and go over in his mind all the things 
he had the day before remarked con- 
cerning Jimmy Rogers. 

The next day, however, the gods 
were kind again. He had gone over 
in the afternoon to the Gare St. La- 
zare to see some friends off for Dieppe, 
gone willingly enough, for they were 
a pair of ancient tabbies who had a 
sort of family claim on him and had 
bored him beyond speech during their 
Stay. 

He had stowed them away in their 
first-class compartment, lied to them 
about how cut up he was to have them 
go, and after watching the train pull 
out of the station had turned back 
toward the waiting-room and the 
street with a sigh of genuine relief. 

Then all at once he caught his 
breath very sharply and changed his 
mind about going back to the waiting- 
room. The train for Brussels was 


standing ready for departure on the 


opposite side of the narrow quai or 
platform from which the Dieppe train 
had just pulled out, and the last be- 
lated passengers were tearing madly 
up and down, hunting for vacant places 
and hurling an avalanche of hand bag- 
gage into already packed compart- 
ments. 

A group of four people stood at the 
open door of a first-class compart- 
ment talking very earnestly. There 
were two men in traveling clothes— 
one the middle-aged man of military 
bearing, late of vorture No. 11,317 and 
of the Opéra, the other a younger man, 
alsoof military bearing. Hesaid little 
and appeared to be a sort of aide to 
the elder man. The other two mem- 
bers of the group were the elderly 
lady of the facre and—the fairy-book 
queen. 

Livingstone slipped behind the 
open door of a neighboring compart- 
ment. He had no mind for eaves- 
dropping or listening. He wished 
merely to watch her face, but he 
found, rather to his disgust, that his 
position made it impossible for him 
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to avoid hearing every word that was 
spoken. 

**] don’t like this going off and 
leaving you,” said the middle-aged 
man, frowning down on her. ‘If 
there were any possibility of avoiding 
it——” 

**Oh, nonsense!” cried the girl. 
Livingstone was certain now that she 
was a girl. She could not be over 
twenty, he thought. They spoke in 
French, the gentleman with rather a 
curious accent, not Germanic but 
something akin to it, the girl almost 
flawlessly. ‘*And besides,” she went 
on, ‘‘ you'll be back to-morrow. It 
isn't as if 

‘* Still, I don't like it, for all that!” 
insisted the elderly gentleman. 
‘*There’ll be no one with you but 
Sophia and the servants. For heav- 
en’s sake, be careful! Stop closely 
in the house; take no risks.” 

The girl laughed. 

‘*Anyone might think,” she cried, 
‘that I'd my name on acard about 
my neck, that all Paris was waiting to 
shoot me, or something. Nonsense, 
my dear! I'll be very, very dis- 
creet.” 

‘It'll be the first time you ever 
were,” growled the gentleman. 
**Come, the train is starting! Get 
in, von Strofzin!”” He bent over and 
kissed the girl on both cheeks—Liv- 
ingstone could have slain him just 
then—and clambered into the com- 
partment. The younger man saluted 
very impressively, heels together, and 
followed. The guards ran along the 
guat slamming doors and crying: 
‘* En voiture, en voiture, messieurs et 
dames!” and the train pulled slowly 
out of the Gare St. Lazare. 

Livingstone, safely concealed in 
the throng, followed the two women 
out through the waiting-room to the 
courtyard, where cabs stood in line 
and cochers shrieked for patronage. 
The two halted an instant, looking out 
over the crowd, and the elder woman 
pressed her hands to her head. 

‘*You poor old dear!” cried the 
girl, ‘‘is your head so very, very bad? 
Because I—I wanted to sit down out 
there on the Terminus /errasse and 
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watch the people; you—you aren’t up 
to it, are you?” she suggested, wist- 
fully. Then after a moment she be- 
gan tolaugh. ‘‘ Sophia, you’re going 
straight, straight home,” she said, 

othingly, ‘‘and get into bed with a 
bottle of salts. J/oz, I’m going to 

top here and see the people. [I'll 
come on later.” 

The elderly woman appeared to be 
suffering from heart failure. 

‘*You— you—stop here, alone, 

u?” she sputtered, feebly; ‘‘ you’re 
mad, child, mad! It’s impossible! 
What in heaven’s name would the 
Duke say?” 

‘* Now who the deuce is the Duke?” 
erowled Livingstone. 

‘*Don’t be an idiot, Sophia!” said 
the girl, rudely. ‘It’s absolutely 
safe, and you know it. Those Ameri- 
can women do it every day. Noone 
knows me here. Don’t be silly!” and 
she signaled a fiacre, into which the 
elderly lady, cackling feebly, allowed 
herself to be stowed and driven away. 
Then the girl laughed again with a 
little note of exultation in her voice, 
and picked her way across the Square, 
with Mr. Livingstone at her heels, to 
the ferrasse of the Hétel Terminus. 

As she was taking her seat at one 
of the little iron tables a Frenchman 
who sat near by, the ordinary type of 
marcheur, leaned forward and with 
nationally characteristic bad judg- 
ment bestowed upon her a languish- 
ing smile and an invitation to his 
hospitality. The girl shrank back 
with a little cry of alarm, but Mr. 
Livingstone pushed between the two 
and bent over the Frenchman, rest- 
ing his two hands on the small table. 
‘‘Vous m'aves addressé?” he inquired, 
politely. The marcheur turned the 
color of the absinthe in his long glass 
and made choked sounds, presumably 
of apology. 

Livingstone turned about to the 
girl. 

‘“Will you let me take you away 
from here?” he asked. ‘‘ You—you 
might be annoyed again—people are 
beginning to stare.” 

The girl’s face was very flushed 
and she was breathing quickly, but 
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she looked into Mr. Livingstone’s 
eyes for a moment and rose quite 
meekly. 

‘*Oh, thank you,” she said. ‘* You 
—you are most good. If you would 
just put me into a facre and send me 
home. I—I shouldn’t have come 
here.’ 

‘*Well, you’re not going home 
alone,” said Mr. Livingstone, boldly, 
as he settled himself on the cushions 
of the fiacre beside her; ‘‘ you’re go- 
ing to be taken care of properly. 
Why should you go home, anyhow? 
Sophia will be all right without you.” 

The girl flashed him a sudden 
alarmed glance. Then her mouth 
began to quiver, and she laughed. 

‘** Pauvre Sophia!” said she. 

** Pauvre Sophia!” agreed Mr. Liv- 
ingstone, with emotion. 

‘* You listened! you 
platform of the gare/” 
girl. 

‘*T was,” said Livingstone, ‘‘ and 
if you’re trying to make me feel bad 
about it, you might as well give it up. 
I was also,” he added, ‘‘in front of 
the Café de la Paix three days ago 
and at the Opéra the same evening, 
and I was in the Place de la Concorde 
yesterday.” 

‘*]—I saw you,” admitted the girl, 
‘‘in front of the Café de la Paix and 
—and at the Opéra.” 

‘*Look here!” said Livingstone, 
suddenly, ‘‘you wanted to sit and 
watch the people go by, there at the 
Terminus; will you—will you come 
with me across the river, where the 
people are worth watching?—over on 
the Boul’ Miche’ somewhere? You— 
you can’t do this sort of thing alone, 
you know, and I’ll—well, I'll see that 
you aren’t annoyed.” 

‘*That,” said the girl, slowly, 
‘* would—would be very, very wrong, 
wouldn't it?” 

Livingstone looked his despair. 

‘*But,” she added, ‘‘it would be 
fun.” 

**It would,” he agreed, enthusias- 
tically, ‘‘no end of fun; let’s go,” and 
he leaned forward and told the cocher 
to drive to the Café Source on the 
Boulevard St. Michel. 


were on the 
accused the 
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They drove across the Pont de la 
Concorde and over the long stretch 
of the Boulevard St. Germain, and 
turned the corner into the gayest and 
naughtiest street in the world. 

The ¢errasse of the Café Source was 
not more than half-full, for it was 
hardly yet the ‘‘ green hour.” They 
chose a little round table near the 
front, and Livingstone ordered ver- 
mouth sec. The girl chose grenadine, 
whereat Livingstone shuddered in 
pained sympathy. 

The fairy-book queen bore a certain 
flush as to the cheeks and an excited 
sparkle in her great eyes. She 
laughed for no apparent cause. 

** Don’t mind me,” she begged, after 
a little, “I'd laugh at anything to- 
day. Don’t you see I’m out on a 
lark? Do you ever go on a lark, 
monsieur? This is the first time for 
—oh, years, that I have not had to sit 
up straight and mind what I was say- 
ing. I feel like achild!”” She beamed 
delightedly on Mr. Livingstone and 
he beamedinreturn. Her face under 
its great mass of black hair was the 


most maddeningly beautiful face he 


had ever seen. Her mouth was the 
mouth he had dreamed of since child- 
hood, and her little pointed chin, that 
was out-thrown when she laughed, 
how deliciously perfect it was! 

** Are you an Englishman?” she de- 
manded. ‘‘You certainly aren't 
French or German.” 

‘*American,” said he, smiling, 
“though I live pretty much every- 
where.” 

**Then why don’t you say ‘Amurri- 
can ’?” she protested. ‘‘ I don’t believe 
you're a good American at all. Your 
clothes are English, certainly, and 
you don’t talk through your nose. 
See how observing I am!” 

** And you?” he asked. 

The girl shrugged her shoulders. 

**Oh, I’m a bit of everything,” she 
said. 

Livingstone watched her curiously 
over his glass. He could not make 
her out. The situation, of course, 
pointed unmistakably to a very easy 
solution of his mystery, but he found 
himself rejecting this solution with- 


out consideration. She wasn’t that 
sort. 

The dark eyes smiled at him. 
*“*Shall I tell you what 
thinking?” asked the girl. ‘‘ No, I 
won't, either. It’s too obvious. I'll 
tell you just this much. I’m here in 
Paris with my uncle. We live very 
far away to the southeast. My uncle 
had to go to Brussels this evening on 
affairs of importance, so I set out for 
alark. I could do iteasily, you know, 
for we’re traveling very quietly and 
strictly incognito—I mean,” she add- 
ed, hastily, ‘‘ we—we didn’t let any of 
our friends here know that we were 
in Paris. If I could tell you just 
how piously I have to behave at home 
you wouldn't be surprised at my cut- 
ting loose here. Iwasin foraregular 
frolic when I sent Sophia home. I 
was going to dine alone in some 
restaurant, and then go to the Folies 
Bergéres or some other dreadful 
place, the Olympia, maybe. Yousee 
it’s all so ridiculously safe,” she apol- 
ogized; ‘‘not a soul would know me, 
and all the silly little Frenchmen 
would try to flirt with me. You see, 
no one ever tried to flirt with me in 

all my life!” 

‘*Wha—at!” cried Livingstone. 

** It’s a fact,” declared the girl. 

Mr. Livingstone considered for a 
moment. Then he leaned eagerly 
over the table. 

** Look here,” he said, ‘‘ don’t chuck 
up your lark! I mean, alter it a bit 
to include me. Come and dine with 
me somewhere, and afterward we'll 
go to some music hall or theatre, and 
end up, if you like, at Maxim’s. You 
shall flirt with all the little French- 
men you want, and do just as 
you please, only—let me into the 
game.” 

The girl hesitated a moment, with 
a rather startled expression. She 
searched him with grave eyes. Then 
she laughed and clapped her hands. 

**Done!” she cried. ‘Of course 
you know,” she added, more soberly, 
‘it’s putting a good deal of trust in 
you. One couldn’t do it with a 
Frenchman or any Continental.” She 
laid her hand an instant on his arm 
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and smiled into his eyes. ‘I'll risk 
you,” she said, gently. 

' Livingstone poked a finger into one 

his waistcoat pockets and felt the 
sharp corner of a jeweler’s little 
pasteboard box. 

‘‘I wish Jimmy Rogers might come 
walking by,” he thought. 

It was nearly six o’clock, and the 
terrace was rapidly filling with stu- 
dents and loungers, curious déclassés, 
boulevardiers of the Latin Quarter, 
well-to-do shopkeepers of the neigh- 
borhood, and everywhere extremely 
obvious young women with beautiful 
faces and the hands of a charwoman. 
Waiters rushed frantically among the 
little tables, under trays of long glasses 
and price-marked saucers, and pres- 
ently there gleamed on all sides the 
opalescent yellow green of the absinthe 
that goes before every Frenchman’s 
linner. 

The passing throng had become a 
crowd. Students in black wide- 
awakes, fiercely bearded and mus- 
tached, with flowing silk ties and 
very wide corduroy trousers; stu- 
dents again, the smarter ones, in 
shining top hats and very, very low 
cut waistcoats, with the same flowing 
ties, high-shouldered frock coats of 
lack, and baggy trousers of the same 
color. Frenchmen, Russians 
fair hair and big shoulders, Turks, 
Bulgarians, Englishmen with little 
caps and brier pipes. Intermingled 
here and there was a negro, for there 
is no color prejudice in Paris. And 
among them all, nearly outnumbering 
them, the omnipresent young women 
of full figure and the unshrinking, 
speculative eye. 

‘*What a parade it is!” said Liv- 
ingstone. ‘‘ You won’t find another 
such cosmopolitan crowd on any street 
in the world.” 

‘**T don’t fancy them,” answered the 
girl, shrugging her shoulders. ‘‘ They 
may be picturesque, but they’re so 
silly, with their big beards and their 
waving arms and their excited chatter 
over nothing! I like the street out 
beyond better,” she went on, smiling, 
‘where the soft Spring air is loaded 
with the odors of chestnut blossoms 
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and lilacs. It makes one fairly tingle 
inside!” She turned her shining eyes 
tohim. ‘‘ Doesn't it?’ 

‘*It does,” said Mr. Livingstone, 
soberly. ‘* And if I don’t have a care 
I shall kiss you the next time you 
smile like that,” he continued, in- 
wardly. ‘‘I never saw such a mouth 
in all my life. Speaking of tingling 
inside,”’ he went on, aloud, ‘‘ where 
are we going to dine?” 

‘* You're a brute!” cried the girl, 
indignantly. ‘*You have no soul! 
You are a horrid, materialistic, unim- 
aginative man! Still, of course we 
must dine somewhere. Well, take me 
where you will. I’m in your hands, 
mon amt. Only we must dine early 
if we are to go somewhere afterward. 
And do let it be here in the Quarter. 
I know the places on the other side so 
well— Voisin’s and Larue’s and Cu- 
bat’s and Noél Peter’s and all those.” 

They took a fiacre and drove down 
to the Boulevard St. Germain, stop- 
ping at last before a certain restau- 
rant that advertised on its windows 
‘* salons et cabinets particulters.”” The 
dame du comptoir seemed to know 
Livingstone, and gave him a merry 
bon soir, while the maitre ad 'hétel, 
smilingly and without question, pi- 
loted the two to cabinet particulier 
No. 4 and gently closed the door on 
them. 

fhe girl regarded Mr. Livingstone 
quizzically across the snowy little ta- 
ble. 

‘*So you were afraid, after all, to 
trust me with the flirtatious French- 
men,” she said. 

‘‘Well,” he admitted, ‘‘at least I 
wanted you all to myself. Do you 
mind?” 

They had a very nice dinner in- 
deed, though the girl smiled and 
shook her head when the waiter 
promptly called Mr. Livingstone by 
name and showed great familiarity 
with that gentleman’s tastes. 

‘**It seems that I have rather an 
advantage, monsieur,” she laughed. 
‘‘T know your name and you don’t 
know mine.” 

‘Won't you tell me?” he begged. 
‘**It can’t do any harm, you know. I 





78 THE 


shall probably never see you again 
after to-night.” 

‘**T don’t know,” she said, rather 
thoughtfully. ‘‘Well, I'll tell you 
enough of it to call me by. It’s Car- 
lotta Maria Victoria. That's the be- 
ginning. There isa lot more. I like 
Maria best; you may call me Maria, 
mon Americain. And now what shall 
I call you?” 

‘*‘Oh, Gerald’s my name, you 
know,” he answered. ‘‘ Gerald Augus- 
tus. Sometimes they call me Jerry 
and sometimes Gussie. But when 
they say ‘Gussie’ I generally fight. 
So perhaps Jerry would be best.” 

**Jeré, Jeré,” said the girl, experi- 
mentally. ‘‘I like it, but I never 
heard it before. And what are you 
doing in Paris, Jeré, if you are an 
American?—which I don’t believe.” 

Livingstone looked uneasily apolo- 
getic. 

‘*Well, you see,” he began, ‘‘I— 
I’m supposed to be a sort of artist, 
you know. I draw and paint a little. 
At least I’m believed to. I have a 
studio, anyhow. As a matter of fact, 
I don’t do much but loaf about. And 
I’m here because I like Paris. And 
then, besides,” he added, as if to 
strengthen his position, ‘‘ Jimmy 
Rogers is here, so of course I have to 
be here, too. Jimmy’s an architect 
ofasort. At least I think so. But 
oh, I say—” he leaned forward among 
the glasses protestingly—‘‘ don’t let’s 
talk about me; I’m such a useless, 
good -for-nothing duffer I’d rather 
talk about you.” He twisted his lit- 
tle glass of chartreuse between his 
fingers and looked down at it. 
‘*Where did you get that wonderful 
voice of yours?” he asked. ‘* You 
have the most curiously musical voice 
I ever heard. It’s like—like a love 
song, everything you say. You must 
find a voice like that a bit dangerous, 
Maria.” 

**My voice?” she asked, wondering 
a little. ‘‘I didn’t know there was 
anything unusual about my voice. Is 
it really nice? I’m glad, I think. 
Ah, you are trying to flirt with me,” 
she cried, suddenly. ‘‘ You shut me 
in here away from all the little 
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Frenchmen so that you could flirt 
with me alone.” 

Livingstone laughed, but turned 
gTave again in a moment. 

‘*] am rather on my honor in here, 
am I not?” he said. ‘*No, I don't 
think I meant to shut you up and 
flirt with you. I don’t believe I had 
planned it all out so completely, but 
I am grievously afraid I can’t be 
trusted not to tell you a few impor- 
tant truths about yourself if we stop 
in here. Perhaps we'd best be go- 
ing.” 

** Ah, no, no!” said the girl, hasti- 
ly. ‘*I—I wasn’t really angry, you 
know. It merely occurred to me 
that— Oh, what were you going to 
say? Please commence just where 
you left off. What important truths 
do you want to tell me?” She made 
a little deprecatory face, but her 
cheeks were flushed and her eyes had 
a new light. 

** What did you mean,” he finessed, 
‘*by telling me at the Source that 
no one had even tried to flirt with 
you? I don’t know where you live, 


but it’s reasonable to suppose that 
there are men about—unless you in- 


habit a convent—and of course you 
know you are extraordinarily beauti- 
ful.” 

“Oh, I’m alone a good deal at 
home,” she explained, impatiently, 
‘‘or else with much older men, and 
the others—well, they wouldn’t be 
likely to try flirting with me.” She 
laughed a little, as if at some obscure 
joke. ‘‘Am I really beautiful?” she 
asked. ‘‘How? Please go into par- 
ticulars; don’t be so general.” 

*“*I told you,” said Livingstone, 
‘**that your voice is like a love song. 
It has set my heart to dancing al- 
ready, I’m afraid. And your hair— 
what a huge mass of hair you have, 
Maria mia. Your hair is almost more 
wonderful than your voice. Why, it 
must hang nearly to your feet and 
cover you like a cloak. And your 
eyes—they’re more wonderful than 
your black hair. I shouldn’t dare 
look into them long. One would find 
unexplored worlds there, Maria, un- 
touched heavens. No, I shouldn't 
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dare look into them long. 
a mouth—oh, my dear, you’ve a 
mouth I'd sell my kingdom for! 
Never did anyone have such a mouth. 
It sets one’s blood to jumping, it sets 
one to dreaming of rose gardens and 
music and first kiss and all 
such foolish things—ah, don’t ask me 
to tell you anything more!” he con- 
cluded. ‘‘Give me your coffee, Ma- 
ria. Mine is all drunk and my heart 
is going like a water wheel, and my 
head—oh, Maria, Maria! with your 
black hair and your big eyes you'll 
have a madman on your hands di- 
rectly.” 

He sat for a 
across the table under his brows, 
calling himself names below his 
breath and drinking Carlotta Maria's 
coffee. 

‘*I believe,” he resumed, present- 
ly, ‘* you told the truth when you said 
no one had ever tried to flirt with 
you. There’s a something about you 
—oh, I don’t know what—an air, a 
something. I don’t believe anyone 
ever made love to you, you who were 
made for love. Why did you trust 
yourself in here with me, Maria?” 

The girl took her hands from her 
face. There were actually tears in 
her eyes, and her cheeks were very 
flushed. 

‘* Look behind you in the mirror if 
you want to know,” she said. 

He turned with some alarm. 
there anything the matter?” he de- 
manded. ‘‘Of course I’m not prop- 
erly dressed. A frock coat is not 
what I should voluntarily choose to 
dine in, but I hadn’t a chance to 
change.” 

‘*Higher than the coat,” said the 
girl. ‘* Ah, mon amt,” she cried, 
softly, ‘‘ can’t you see that you’re just 
a gentleman? Why, I'd trust you 
anywhere on sight. Anyone would. 
f you had been a Frenchman I should 
have had to scream for help an hour 
ago. I think,” she went on, slowly, 
after a little, ‘‘ I think I am glad that 
you were the first to make love to 
me. Oh, Jeré, you must have been 
making love to girls all your life to 
do it so well. Is it true, oh, is it 
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true, dear boy, what you said—every- 
thing? Ah, if your heart is going, 
Jeré, I’m sadly afraid mine is going, 
too. Come, we must be off, or there'll 
be two mad people instead of one di- 
rectly. Take me tosomething quiet, 
Jeré; no theatre, nor Maxim’s, either. 
I’m — not quite myself. I want to 
think.” 

She turned and put her hands on 
his shoulders as he was helping her 
with her coat. 

‘*Why wasn’t I born in your world, 
Jeré? Ah, what tricks fate plays us! 
Why wasn’t I born in your world?” 

They went to the Concert Rouge 
in the Rue de Tournon, because it 
was near and because Livingstone 
said the music was good. He had 
stopped on the way by that morning 
and read the program posted in the 
window. ‘There was to be the ‘‘ Lo- 
hengrin” Vorspiel and some ‘ Poéte 
et Paysan” and the fifth and sixth 
Hungarian Dances of Brahms and 
‘‘Wilhelm Tell,” and altogether a 
very go od list. 

It was rather early, about half-past 
eight, and they had their choice of 
tables. So they took one in the 
back of the long room and ordered 
some liqueurs. The hall filled almost 
directly, and in ten or fifteen minutes 
the music began with a Waldteufel 
waltz. 

Livingstone observed with some 
annoyance that a long table near 
them had been taken by a crowd of 
rather rowdy students, Spanish for the 
most part, with an Italian or two and 
one Russian, who were habitués of 
the place, and who, so someone had 
told him, were believed to be of an- 
archistic tendencies, refugees from 
their native soils, and regarded by 
the police as rather harmless foseurs. 
The Quarter is constantly full of 
such. 

Touche, the leader of the orchestra, 
was playing, as a ‘cello solo, the 
‘*Traiumerei” of Schumann, when a 
newcomer joined the crowd at the 
long table. Carlotta Maria grasped 
Livingstone’s arm. Her eyes were 
fixed on the man who had just come 
in, a sullen-looking fellow, Southern, 





80 THE SMART SET 


one would have said; and she was 
very pale. 

‘*‘We must get out at once,” she 
whispered. ‘‘No, not now. Wait 
till some more people come in to 
screen us. Let me sit a little behind 
you. If that fellow yonder sees me 
we shall both be in instant danger.” 

The man at the other table turned 
his head idly and faced them. Then 
he sat perfectly motionless, with 
cheeks that grew slowly livid. Car- 
lotta Maria turned with a little sigh. 

‘*It’s all up,” she said, quietly. 
**Come, we might as well get out, 
the solo is over.” The fellow at the 
other table was talking swiftly to his 
friends, and they all stared with no 
attempt at concealment at the woman 
by Livingstone’s side. 

Livingstone was white with rage. 
**Just let me step over there an in- 
stant,” he said. ‘‘I think I'll settle 
those chaps pretty quickly.” 

**No, no!” she cried. ‘* Come, be- 
fore the music commences. I'll ex- 
plain outside. Ah, Jeré, Jeré, I’ve 
dragged you into danger.” 


They made their way out between 
the tables. 
**God send there be a cab near!” 


breathed the girl. 
cab in sight. 

**Down tothe Boulevard St. Ger- 
main!” she cried. ‘‘We mustn't be 
caught here in the dark streets. Ah, 
hurry!” 

**Too late, Carlotta mza,” he said, 
looking backward. ‘‘ They are after 
us already. Is it serious?” 

‘*Serious? It’s life or death!” 
whispered the girl. 

He thrust her swiftly into the door 
of a little café that fronted the Rue 
de Tournon without a terrace. 

‘*There’s a chance yet,” he said; 
“they haven't seen us.” 

A pair of burly Frenchmen sat in 
the rear of the tiny room playing 
dominoes, and behind the zinc bar 
the equally burly patronne was polish- 
ing glasses. 

““A package of cigarettes, if you 
please, madame,” said Mr. Living- 
stone. The café was also a débit de 
tabacs. ‘**Visirs Hongroises.’ Ah, 


But there was no 


merci! Et une allumette, si vous en 
aves.” His quick ear caught the 
sound of cab wheels over the stone 
pavement. The cab was coming 
down the street. 

‘“‘If only it’s empty!” he prayed. 
He stepped to the door, opened it 
and whistled. At the same moment 
someone standing by the wall struck 
at his head, and in an instant they 
were all about him. The cab slowed 
and stopped. 

Livingstone drew back into the 
shop and closed the door. 

‘**Messieurs,” he said, quietly, to 
the big Frenchmen at their dominoes, 
‘*there are several ruffians outside 
who have been annoying madame— 
madame, my wife. May I ask your 
assistance in escorting madame to our 
fiacre?” 

The men sprang up readily enough. 

‘*We three ahead of madame, if 
you will,” said Livingstone. Then 
to the girl: ‘‘If they have weapons 
we're done for. Don’t wait for me— 
jump into the cab and bolt. Follow 
closely behind us.” He swung open 
the door and they charged. It was 
three to six or eight, but the six or 
eight were poor stuff. Livingstone 
was a trained fighter and his two al- 
lies were big if not skilful. 

He found himself lying back in the 
open fiacre with the girl bending over 
him, and the horse tearing down the 
Rue de Tournon at a gallop toward 
the lights and noise and bustle of the 
Boulevard. He had a comfortable 
recollection of the impact of strong, 
trained fists on a sodden face; no, 
two faces, and one that of the man 
who had come late to the Concert 
Rouge. His mind retained a pleas- 
ing image of two inert forms lurching 
down into the black hollow of the 
gutter, but his head swam horribly. 
It was numb at the back, as was the 
whole of one shoulder. 

** We did them, Carlotta Maria,” he 
murmured, with alittle laugh. ‘‘ But 
Lord, Lord, they nearly did us. They 
had knives, also a club, I believe, or 
a bit of lead. How did you get into 
the carriage?” 

‘*You threw me in,’ 


, 


she cried; 
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‘don’t you remember, Jeré? Oh, are 
1 badly hurt? Jeré—Jeré—to have 
ragged you into this! Are ycu badly 
irt, dear? ‘Tell me!” 
‘Oh, I’m all fit enough,” 


sted, 


he pro- 
and tried to sit up, but some- 
ing seemed to strike him violently 
ver the eyes, and fiery stars wheeled 
centrically before him, so that he 
ink back against the cushions with a 
y his head against her 


d the cocher to drive 


she said, her 
‘that man 
ho came into the Concert Rouge was 
sountryman of mine whom | had 
ho was exiled a time ag 
ere are reasons why | should 
e at home just now, and also why 
hould not be recognized here. [ 
ve told the cocher to drive straight 
my house. I shall leave Paris to- 
rrow when my uncle returns. It 
longer safe here. But that I 


have dragged you into it all, 


‘Listen, my dear,” 


lips close to his cheek; 


short 


Can you sit up now?” 
He found that he could sit up at the 


xpense of a few stars and Catherine 
wheels, and with a queer sensation of 
sleepiness. One arm was nearly use- 

They drove for a long time. When 

looked about him next they were 
the river somewhere in the 
Etoile Quarter, where the buildings 
were high and gray and regular and 
imposing. 

They stopped at last before a grille 
of twisted iron and bronze. The grille 

wung back and the horse’s hoofs 
hoed in a courtyard. Two flunkeys 
in uniform ran down the steps, and a 
door above opened, showing the gleam 
f many lights within. 

The girl spoke to the servants in a 
language strange to Livingstone, but 
a man with a broken head has small 
interest in mysteries, and no curi- 
osity. The footmen helped him from 
the carriage, one at either arm. 

‘*You are coming in for a little 
while,” said the girl. 

He had a vague sense of lights, of 
red carpeting, of the soft voices of 
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servants, of interminable stairs up 
which he was practically carried, 
then a couch in a great, high, cool 
chamber, dim and restful, a couch 
with white pillows and soft springs. 
He thought he should probably lie 
there always. 

Someone gave him brandy from a 
flask, a great deai of brandy. Some- 
one else bound something deliciously 
cold over his head. Then there was 
quiet again, while his senses slowly 
returned, thanks to the brandy, and 
he looked about him. 

The girl was standing near by ata 
table. She garbed herself in 
some white, soft, loose garment that 
g to her when she moved and 
hung in straight folds to the floor 
when she was still. She came over to 
him with a little glass in her hands 
and dropped on her knees at his side. 
She lifted his head very gently and 
held the glass to his lips. 

‘** Drink it,” she said, ‘‘ every bit of 
it at once.” It was diabolically nasty, 
but he drank it at a gulp and made a 
face. The girl gave a little soft 
laugh and laid his head back on the 
pillow, withdrawing her arm. 

‘*T liked it the other way better,” 
he complained. ‘‘A pillow’s a poor 
substitute.” 

The girl moved closer yet to the side 
of the couch, and half-kneeling, half- 
sitting, laid her folded arms across his 
breast and leaned upon them. Her 
breath stirred his hair, was warm on 
his eyes and brow—Spring airs over 
gardens of roses and heliotrope and 
mignonette. Her face shone pale and 
soft and indeterminate so near him. 
In it her eyes were two great black 
shadows. Then a little fit of trem- 
bling shook him from head to foot. 

‘*On my soul and body,” he said, 
just above his breath, ‘‘I love you. I 
think you must be the most wonderful 
thing God ever made. On my soul 
and body I love you!” And he stirred 
his head restlessly, for the pain still 
shot through it from time to time in 
fiery little daggers. 

Then Carlotta Maria laid her beau- 
tiful face to his. It was wet about 
the eyes and cheeks. Something 
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began to throb and shake inside 
him. 

**On my soul and body,” whispered 
Carlotta Maria, her lips against his 
cheek, ‘‘I love you. I think you 
are the bravest, truest, faithfullest 
gentleman that God ever made. On 
my soul and body I love you. No 
man’s eye or hand,” she went on, 
presently, still with her face to his, 
**no man’s voice or word has ever 
turned my head to a second look, or 
stirred my heart to a quicker beat— 
till to-day. Ah, I think when I saw 
you in the street that day, over there 
at the Place de l’Opéra, something 
began in me, something stirred and 
wakened that I’d never felt before. 
Is it impossible, dearest? Can such 
things be? And afterward, at the 
Opéra and at the Source and in the 
restaurant, every glance of your eye, 
every motion of your hand, every lit- 
tle trick of manner and voice; your 
strong, brave smile, your steady eyes, 
set that something in me singing. 
When you told me that I was beauti- 
ful, when you said you wouldn’t dare 
look long into my eyes, I seemed all at 
once to come into a great, gorgeous 
new world that almost frightened me. 
All my life long I’ve lived starved, 
shut in from what other girls have 
every day and grow used to. My 
heaven came all in one great burst of 
light and music and flowers and joy. 
I've dragged you, Jeré, into the keen- 
est danger—God knows how igno- 
rantly and unwillingly. Is it brutal, 
dear, to be actually glad of it? It has 
made you mine as nothing else in the 
world could. You've fought for me, 
you've been wounded for me, you've 
shown how brave and faithful and un- 
hesitating a man can be for a woman’s 
sake. It wasn’t your quarrel. You 
knew nothing about it. You couldn’t 
be sure that I wasn’t a fleeing crimi- 
nal, something vile. But you asked 
no questions, you had no doubts, and 
you risked your life to save me, 
with never a hesitating glance. Ah, 
that’s what I call a gentleman! It 
has made you mine.. You will never 
forget me now. You've saved my 
life. Indeed, you've done more than 


you know, Jeré. Listen. That man 
at the concert—I hope you killed him 
—was one of a foolish party of peo- 
ple, very far from here, who believe 
that a certain country would be better 
off if—if I were out of it. They are 
very silly and shortsighted and very 
wrong, as they will see when they re- 
gain their heads. And their move- 
ment cannot succeed. It is doomed 
already. Furthermore, I must not be 
recognized in Paris, because I am 
wrongfully supposed to have been re- 
sponsible for—for a foul injury to 
France. I should be mobbed and 
probably killed if I were known here. 
So you see, dearest of all the world, 
you have saved the destinies of a state 
to-night, not merely shielded a woman. 
But, ah, it’s the woman who's glad, 
dear—it was the woman you meant to 
save; it’s the woman who thanks you, 
and—loves you.” 

Then for a little while there was 
silence. The girl’s face was hidden 
in her arms that lay on Livingstone’s 
breast. The man tossed his head 
from time to time. The pain was 
lessening, but as the effects of the 
brandy passed off, the numbness, the 
dizzy swimming returned and made 
everything dreamlike, unreal and 
very far away. 

Presently the girl raised her head 
and spoke again. Hervoice was very 
sad and tired, and had a pitiful little 
break in it. 

‘* And this is all, my darling,” she 
said. ‘*‘My happiness came swiftly, 
and it must go swiftly. I think I am 
glad I lived just for this day. To- 
morrow I go back, back where I be- 
long and where my duty lies. They 
—they’re going to marry me in a few 
months to a man I have never 
seen a 

Livingstone gave a stifled cry and 
struggled to one elbow. 

‘*By the Lord, they sha’n’t!”’ he 
said, fiercely. ‘*‘ Marry you to some 
other man, when you love me and I 
love you? You're mad, Maria! It’s 
absurd!” 

She pushed him back very gently 
on the pillows and leaned over him 
as before. 
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‘“*Do you suppose, my dear,” she 
murmured, ‘‘that I would lose you 
if it could be helped? Do you think 
I’d marry anyone else if it weren’ta 
heaven-sent duty? You don’t under- 
stand, sweetheart. You will read it 
all in the papers soon, and know. I 
mustn't tell you now. Don’t make it 
any harder for me, Jeré, for my heart 
is breaking. I’m only a girl who 
loves you, loves you, loves you, and 
who will live out all her life dream- 
ing of you and of your love for her.” 

She rose and went to the table in 
the middle of the room, and came 
back with a tiny jeweled and enam- 
eled cross. It seemed to be an order 
of some kind. She pinned it on his 
breast and took his face between her 
two hands and kissed him on the lips. 

‘* Wear it always, my dearest,” she 
said. ‘* There are but five others in 
the world like it. They have been 
given to soldiers for distinguished 
service, acts of heroism. There has 
been no service so distinguished as 
yours. There has been no man in 
all the world who has held a woman’s 
heart and soul so wholly in his hands.” 
And she laid her face beside his, sob- 
bing. 

Livingstone mastered with all his 
strength the daze and whirl and 
numbness of his aching head. He 
pulled out of his waistcoat pocket a 
little jeweler’s box, and took from it 
the opal ring. 

‘*‘T’ve got a confession to make 
about this,” he said. ‘‘I bought it 
the other day just because it was 
pretty, but Jimmy Rogers happened 
along and would not believe I had no 
further object. So—so I made a 
rather blackguardly wager with him 
that I would put it on the finger of 
any woman he might choose out of 
the crowd. He—he chose you. I 
was sorry about it directly after, es- 
pecially when I had met you at the 
Terminus. I had no intention of try- 
ing to carry out my wager. You be- 
lieve that, don’t you, Maria mua? 
3ut—but now will you forgive me for 
insulting you, even for an instant? 
And will you wear this, as I shall 
wear my cross—always?” 
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She kissed the ring and let him slip 
it over her finger. 

‘*You never did a blackguardly 
thing in all your life,” she said—‘‘ or 
thought one, either. And I'll wear 
your ring as long as I live, as I carry 
your love in my heart.”’ 

Then she said no more for a long 
time, but laid her cheek against his 
brow and fell to stroking his hair 
where it curled from the bandage. 

‘*T must go,” he said at last, and 
put her from him and rose dizzily to 
his feet. 

‘* Yes,” she whispered, ‘‘ yes, you 
must go now. It is late. Oh, my 
darling, you must go!” She stood 
shaking by the table. He dared not 
look at her face. 

He took a long draught of cognac 
from the flask—he needed it sadly— 
and loosened the bandage from his 
head. He could walk with fair ease 
now, and his brain was moderately 
clear. He had meant to leave the 
room with no further word, but his 
eye caught the white, swaying figure 
by the table, and he sprang to her 
and took her in his arms. 

‘*T won't be less brave than you,” 
he whispered; ‘‘so good-bye, and no 
more words. If ever you need me 
again, call me and I'll come.” 

Then he kissed her two hands, not 
her lips this time, and went quickly 
out of the room. 

‘* The carriage is waiting for milor,” 
said one of the footmen below. ‘‘ Her 
Majesty has given orders that I should 
accompany milor to his home.” 

‘*Her who?” demanded Living- 
stone. 

‘‘Her Majesty the Queen,” said 
the man, in surprise. 

Livingstone rubbed a hand over 
his hot brow and fixed the lackey 
with a fevered eye. 

‘*Queen of—?” he asked. 

‘*Her Majesty the Queen of Cam- 
pania, naturally,” said the servant, 
with sympathy. He thought the 
English milor must be very dazed in- 
deed. 

‘‘Of Campania—naturally,” agreed 
Mr. Livingstone, and the news item 
in the Soir came into his mind. ‘I 
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shall not need you,” he said, wearily, 
to the lackey. ‘Tell the cocher to 
drive slowly.” 


The next morning, at eleven, Jim- 
my Rogers strolled into Livingstone’s 
studio and found that young man ac- 
tually at work, in a dressing-gown 
and slippers, and with a bandaged 
left arm. 

*“You’re drunk!” cried Jimmy 
Rogers, in amazement, ‘‘or daffy. 
Who ever knew you to work?” 

Livingstone blew some firatif over 
his drawing and made no answer. 

“Oh, by the way,” said Jimmy 
Rogers, ‘about that wager 

“Ah, that wager,” commented 
Livingstone. ‘‘ Well, I chuck that 
up. I'll owe you a thousand francs. 
I don’t want to go on with it.” 

Jimmy Rogers laughed. ‘‘ You're 
growing sensible,” he approved. ‘I 
was just about to advise you not to 
try it on that woman I pointed out to 
you on the Boulevard the other day. 
I don’t want to get you into trouble. 
Do you know who that woman was? 
Do you? That was Queen Carlotta 
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of Campania. I saw her once before 
in Vienna.” 

‘**Really!” said Mr. Livingstone, 
without enthusiasm. 

**What the devil is that thing on 
your waistcoat?” demanded Jimmy 
Rogers. He came over and looked 
closely at the decoration. Then he 
stared hischumintheeyes. ‘‘ That,” 
said he, slowly, ‘‘is the cross of St. 
Petros. There are just six of them 
in the world, and acertain Queen who 
is the last descendant of the twelfth- 
century founder of the Order has the 
sole power to grant them.” He took 
Livingstone by the shoulders and 
turned his face to the light. He 
looked at the bandaged arm, the 
bruised head and the dark circles un- 
der the eyes. 

‘* Where is that opal ring?” he de- 
manded, after a while. 

‘* That?” said Livingstone, calmly; 
‘why, I’ve lost it.” 

**Of course you're lying,” mur- 
mured his friend. ‘‘ But—I won- 
der * 

‘* Yes,” said Mr. Livingstone, ‘‘ I’m 
lying. What then?” 


66 1? you loved me as I love you—” 
This is the faithful swain’s complaint, 
The old lament that’s ever new 
To lady fair from lover faint. 


Yet sadly I reflect we two 

Not thus the heights of bliss may touch; 
If you loved me as I love you 

I wouldn't love you half so much. 
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DRIVEN 


DESPERATE 


HE—-If I should refuse you, Mr. Ardent, would you go off and do some 


foolish thing? 


He—Yes; I'd marry some other girl, no doubt. 





AT THE ACADEMY 


By Herbert Dansey 


HE Princess turned away from 
the painting with a sudden 
graceful movement, as one 

desirous of breaking a spell. 

‘“*T tell you it is a cruel picture,” 
she said. ‘‘Think of all the cen- 
turies that picture will live! Think 
of going down to posterity with all 
that load of infamy!” 

‘*T suppose,” said I, ‘‘it is better 
to go down to posterity with a load 
of infamy than not go down to pos- 
terity at all. These people would all 
be forgotten in a hundred years if 
they had not had themselves painted 
by some great genius. Who would 
have remembered all the people Rem- 
brandt painted, let us say, if his di- 
brush had not written their 
memory into the heart of mankind?” 

‘*It’s all very well, but there are 
some pictures that tell too much 

‘*Have I been lucky enough to re- 
call some story to your mind?” I 
asked. 

‘‘You have,” said the Princess. 
‘But let us sit down somewhere and 
Now there,” she added, ‘‘ are 
two nice chairs and a palm tree.” 

‘‘And a few Cockney tourists in 
the foreground,” said I. 

‘Oh, you can’t get away from 
Cockneys nowadays, even at Court. 
Do you know, I think England is 
changing so terribly. It’s becoming 
nothing but London. Think of the 
time when there will be omnibuses to 
John o’ Groats, and a straight row of 
houses all the way to Manchester!” 

‘* But the story,” I insisted. 

‘* What were we talking about? Ah, 
I remember—pictures that are cruel. 
Well, did you ever hear of the Mar- 
quise de la Rocheverville? Oh, yes, 
surely you must remember her. She 
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was one of the Paulton girls—Lady 
Julia’s daughter, who quarreled so at 
Homburg over Just so—the 
fair one, who married the attaché, 
Henri de la Rocheverville. Well, 
you know he hadn’t much money, and 
Lady Julia, of course, was wild at the 
marriage and refused to her 
daughter after it took place.’ 

‘‘Quite right,” said I. ‘* Lady 
Julia was always of opinion that good 
marriages are only to be made in 
London, and unhappy ones in the 
other places.” 

‘‘Including heaven? Well, Caro- 
line, who became ‘Lolotte’ on her 
transplantation to French soil, soon 
discovering that the resources of 
Rocheverville could not suffice for 
the requirements of both herself 
and him, very properly looked out 
for some way to augment her reve- 
nues, and not being of an emigrating 
turn of mind, she bethought herself, 
instead, of the immigrants, and gave 
herself up to them. She scanned the 
horizon for the approaching transat- 
lantics and pounced on the ones de- 
sirous of entering Parisian society as 
an eagle pounces on its prey. The 
office of social pilot is quite a career 
nowadays, I am told, and far more 
profitable than the stage or nursing. 
Of course, you have to have the 
necessary qualifications—a title, an 
immaculate or rather an unflinching 
reputation, and the entrée into society. 
All these, of course, through Lady 
Julia and Rocheverville, Caroline had 
at her disposal. Now, two or three 
years ago—three it must be, for I 
met them at Pau—Caroline Lolotte 
was touring the fashionable resorts 
with Mrs. Henry Vansittart Van- 
dam, of Buffalo. Buffalo suited Mrs. 
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Vandam. Even if one had not 
known it, one would have said she 
came from Buffalo. Buffalo seems so 
very American, somehow. Well, Mrs. 
Henry Vansittart Vandam was a no- 
body then; now she is Mrs. Vansit- 
tart Vandam, and goes in to dinner 
after Royalties and before Duchesses. 
But I must admit she was always a 
clever woman. 

‘*Like all Americans, I suppose 
she wanted to have her money’s 
worth, and this did not quite suit 
Caroline, who of course had to spend 
a by no means indifferent sum in 
clothes, which were nothing more or 
less than implements of her trade. 
Now it came to pass that Mrs. Van- 
sittart Vandam’s celebrated diamond 
necklace was stolen one day, and un- 
der very suspicious circumstances. 
The best French detectives were put 
on the track, but all their efforts 
proved useless, though the case 
against Lolotte Rocheverville was 
very black indeed. Suddenly the 
whole affair was hushed up, and 
though in public the Marquise and 
the American were still friends, 
yet for good reasons they no longer 
traveled together. I have told 
you that Mrs. Vansittart Vandam 
was a clever woman, and _ she 
had learned that one thing you can- 
not play with on this side of the ocean 
is the Law Court. You may be as 
honest as the day, as pure as a dia- 
mond, as chaste as snow, but if you 
play with the Law Courts you are be- 
neath contempt, so even though she 
was positive Lolotte had not been 
able to resist temptation, she re- 
frained from giving her up to the 
law. Yet she was not an American 
for nothing. The desire was keen to 
‘be even’ with the little woman who 
had done her out of her jewels, and it 
bothered her night and day; so that 
Carlsbad did her no good that year, nor 
did even the Emperor’s smiles appease 
her. 

**One day in Paris someone told her 
of a pitiful case of poverty. A young 
painter full of genius was actually dy- 
ing of starvation, for the usual good 
reason that all real artists are always 
the silliest people on God’s earth. 


Mrs. Vansittart Vandam played Lady 
Bountiful, and in this case she played 
it to some advantage, for the artist 
was Paul Bonhomme, now the great 
portrait painter who has just painted 
Bagdad’s portrait. You may imagine 
that after this kindness she might 
have ordered him to hang or quarter 
himself and he would have obeyed 
her. 

‘*One day Mrs. Vansittart Vandam 
arrived at his studio with two por- 
traits, one of herself and one of Lo- 
lotte. ‘I want you,’ she said, ‘to do 
something for me, but it must be a 
dead secret. You see this portrait—’ 
presenting Lolotte’s picture; ‘ you 
are to paint a large-sized portrait of 
a lady like this one, and yet not like. 
The original has fair hair, and you 
will give your lady red hair; the 
original has dark eyes, and you will 
put in blue ones, yet the two por- 
traits will look like the same person. 
Round the neck of your picture you 
will put a diamond necklace exactly 
like the necklace in this portrait—’ 
showing herown. ‘ Now,’ she added, 
‘if the picture suits me and it is hung 
at the Salon, and if you keep faith 
and my secret, I will give each of 
your children 10,000 francs.’ 

‘*Paul Bonhomme was poor Paul 
Bonhomme, and knew nothing of the 
story. He painted the picture, and 
was truly thankful; and it was hung 
on the line at the Salon, where all 
Paris came, saw and understood. 

‘*It was the cruellest thing I re- 
member, and Lolotte could do or say 
nothing at all, for she would only 
have made matters worse. Her 
friends said, ‘What can you expect 
of Americans?’ but they went to the 
Americans’ parties and drank the 
Americans’ champagne, and they were 
extra civil to the Americans. 

‘** Yet,” continued the Princess, ‘* it 
was a less cruel thing than that pic- 
ture we were standing before just 
now.” 

** Why?” I asked. 

** Because it told a tale only to the 
people who knew at the moment, and 
this picture tells the truth to all the 
world and will tell it to all eternity. 
Chad guia, chad guia,” she sighed. 
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THE AMERICAN GIRL 


By the Infanta Eulalie 


\ N THY do I make a study of 
Girlology? Because it is the 
most elevating of all studies. 

If the logic of language permitted me 

to say so I should boldly assert that it 

is nobler than the noblest study, the 
latter being the study of man. I give 
thought tothe American girl because, 

as a French writer calls her, she is a 

walking statue. You will find Ameri- 

can girls to-day more beautiful than 

Grecian beauties in the days of Me- 

nander, or Roman women of the time 

when Marcus Aurelius philosophized. 

I have studied American girls on 
their native heath, I have met them 
in Paris, I have observed them in 
every centre of European fashion. 
Thus I have had an opportunity of 
observing them closely, and invari- 
ably they achieved distinction. Let 
me qualify a little. Observe that I 
speak of American girls, and not of 
American young widows. There isa 
vast distinction. The latter are fre- 
quently too artful. In their case art 
not conceal art. They often 
play on the credulity of titled for- 
eigners, pretending that they are 
millionaires when they have scarcely 
enough to pay their hotel bills. Un- 
der this false pretense they accept 
attentions and proffered hospitalities 
that European men of station would 
otherwise never think of according to 
them. Some may call this a just 
Nemesis, for men of title look on all 
American women as rich heiresses or 
millionaires. 

In discussing the American girl I 
mean, of course, what is known in 
the United States as the Society Girl. 
Vast numbers of American girls visit 
Europe annually who have no claim 
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to the title of Society Girl. America 
is the only country where young 
women of no real standing in life can 
afford to travel. They need no apol- 
ogist, but they are not the girls of 
whom I speak directly. Yet the 
United States is the only country in 
the world where village maidens 
quickly ripen into grandes dames the 
moment an opportunity offers. 

Girls should be tactful. This holds 
good in speech, in act and in letter- 
writing. The American girl is intelli- 
gently tactful. Why is it that their 
letters make such good literature? It 
is because there is an intellectual 
warmth running through their epis- 
tles. Watch a bevy of these bright 
girls as they write their letters in 
some attractive hotel, and you will 
readily grasp my meaning. They 
have delicacy as well as tact. They 
know whether a man courts them 
merely through habit or is inspired 
by the grand passion. Some men, 
from sheer force of habit, pay atten- 
tions to women which might easily 
lead the latter to believe they are 
really loved. 

It is trite to talk of the independence 
of the American girl. We of South- 
ern civilization can understand it 
with difficulty. Chaperons, duennas, 
mothers are invariably dinned into 
our ears as persons who must al- 
ways be in evidence with us while 
we are young girls. The genesis of 
this is easily traceable. It comes 
from the Orient, where women’s faces 
are hardly ever seen. It might even 
be traced to the harem. The Moors 
brought it to Spain. Coming north- 
ward the restraint grows less. It is 
milder in France than in Spain. It 
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is mildest in England. It does not 
exist in the United States. 

In Europe the young girl is a per- 
petual candidate for marriage. In 
Europe the bridegroom selects the 
bride; in the United States the bride 
as often as not chooses the bride- 
groom. There they have liberty be- 
fore matrimony; here, freedom comes 
after marriage. 

American young women are trained 
physically just as well as American 
young men. Gymnastics give them 
broad shoulders and strong arms, and 
they ride a horse or a bicycle with 
equal ease and grace. They swim 
like sirens and they sing like night- 
ingales. They skate with the grace 
of a French professor and they play 
tennis with a supple agility that calls 
forth continuous rounds of applause. 
Their vitality is enormous. Perhaps 
it is coeducation that gives them their 
great moral courage. They are not 
afraid of men. Their photographs 
are in newspapers side by side with 
politicians, singers, lecturers and 
actors. Here none but singers, ac- 
tresses and demi-mondaines have 
their pictures in newspapers. Here 
young women hide virtues that would 
benefit the public. 

A man is expected to admire dis- 
creetly a Frenchwoman, a Spaniard, 
an Italian or an Englishwoman. I 
say discreetly, for if he does not 
look at all it is a bad compliment; 
if he looks at her too staringly he is 
rude. The American girl likes to 
be looked at openly. American and 
Irish girls are probably the only 
ones in the world who can look 
frankly and fearlessly, and whose 
honest glances are not tempered by 
conventionality. The American girl 
is not only supremely independent, 
but very natural. This is the result 
of globe-trotting. 

Americans pay more court to their 
women than do the men of any other 
nation. This is the reason why the 
women are so perfect. 
race or section of a race well, and 
you improve it. You give it a high- 
er opinion of itself and make it am- 
bitious. American girls are ambi- 
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tious to live up to the high opinion 
formed of them by their compatriots. 
It is said that the American girl rules 
the United States. I do not think 
this is true. She expresses her opin- 
ion frankly and fearlessly no matter 
who are present. Gruff old profes- 
sors might frown her down, but it 
is always well to hear the prompt- 
ings of fresh souls. In the case of 
the American girl I should say, par- 
adoxically, that though she leads man 
she follows him. 

She forms clubs. If young men 
have clubs she does not see why 
young women should not have them 
also. She does not abuse club life; 
it gives her intellectual and social 
pleasure. She goes abroad practi- 
cally when she pleases, and when she 
does so she is like the old conquista- 
dors of my own country—she goes, 
she sees, she conquers. Intelligence 
and beauty combined with cash are 
invincible. Speaking of intelligence, 
I have never yet met an American 
girl who could not do something of 
interest or who had not some strik- 
ing accomplishment. 

There are as many different types 
of female beauty in America as there 
are in all the countries of Europe 
taken together. Louisiana, the Pa- 
cific coast country, the Northwestern 
States, the great Middle States, New 
England—all furnish diverse types. 
The Chicago beauty is far from 
being the same as the Boston girl 
of society. The warm-blooded Vir- 
ginian is quite different from the 
horse-riding girl of Kentucky. The 
dreamy Louisianian has a character- 
istic beauty that is as different from 
the strong graces characteristic of 
the Californian as moonlight from 
sunlight. The New England girl 
can go near the flame and yet not 
burn. 

When American girls go abroad 
and marry foreigners they are af- 
fectionate not only in proportion to 
the attention they receive, but also by 
reason of the dowry that they give. 
This looks like an unqualified eulo- 
gium. There is one little point, 
however, that I should like to sug- 
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gest. In Europe a_ well-trained 
young girl has invariably what is 
called fair de couvent. It is difficult 
to put into words what this is. It 
is a certain demureness, or perhaps 


sweet gentleness almost amount- 


the absence of excessive pushfulness. 
We sometimes think that the Amer- 
ican girl is a little too pushful. She 
can afford, however, to have one 
slight drawback just to show that 
human nature is not perfect, even 


ing to bashfulness, that men look- 
ing for wives very much admire 
irls. In other words, it is 


in young git 


in the American Society Girl. But 
she carries the flag of triumphant 
democracy all over the world. 


* 


UNLAURELED 


KNEW the crags were thunder-swept and blown 
By storms of sleet, the paths were overgrown 
With thorns and brambles, yet I set my face 
To Fame, and trod the stony way alone. 


Not for myself I sought the unknown prize, 
But that I might seem worthy in the eyes 

Of those who loved me; finding thus, I thought, 
Full recompense for any sacrifice. 


But all in vain I toiled through thorns and snares 
And gained the wreath awaiting him who dares 
I bow my throbbing temples to the dust 
Unlaureled, oh, my heart, for no one cares! 
KATHERINE La FARGE 


| Oe 
IF SHE HAD ONLY KNOWN! 


NorTON. 


‘¢ T AM mad for love of you,” he said. 
comes between me and the saints to whom I pray, and your smile takes 


‘* Your eyes haunt me; your face 


away my speech. I would die for you gladly; I would be content to live your 
slave. I love you so much that I do not even need to be near you, for I carry 
you in my heart continually, and I am at your feet in spirit forever.” 

Then she laughed, for his words were very amusing. 

‘*You have ruined my life,” he said. ‘‘ You are cruel and false and 
I will blot out your image from my heart. I will never love a 
woman again, for you have taught me what all women are—vain and shallow 
and fickle. Your beauty is a snare, and your heart is harder than stone.” 

Then she laughed, for his words were very amusing. 

‘*It is curious I should have thought that I loved you,” he said. ‘‘I 
fancied I could not live without you; but life is a serious thing, and a man has 
his career. I’m afraid I must have behaved in a rather silly fashion—I 
think I even called you hard names; I hope you have forgotten. If I ever meet 
the right woman, be sure I shall appreciate her better for having known you.” 

Then she began to love him, and his words weren't a bit amusing. How- 
ever, if she had only known, he was not more than half in earnest any of the 
time! 


soulless. 


M. E. Baker. 
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BALLAD OF SARAH JANE 


PILGRIM went to the O-ri-ent 
And his heart was cleft in twain; 
There was half for Bess and a half for Jess 
(But none for Sarah Jane), 
And he sware them both with a solemn oath 
They'd ever be leal and true, 
And he softly spake of the gold he’d make, 
With a wedding in constant view. 
(But to Sarah Jane he said nothing at all, 
And she silently sorrowed in bower and hall.) 


The day was late at the distant date 
When the traveler came again, 
And Jess was dead and Bess was wed 
(But there was Sarah Jane); 
And the pilgrim swore he would rove no more, 
But—alas, that it so should be!— 
He’d nothing at all to marry withal, 
Nor pay the parson’s fee; 
And he thought with a pang of the wealth he’d spent 
At several shrines in the O-ri-ent. 





But Sarah Jane was proud and fain— 
A maiden true was she— 

She spake no blame nor cried, ‘‘ For shame!” 
But laughed in gladsome glee, 

Said, ‘‘ Here be rings and lots of things 
Worth thirty thousand pound; 

Engagements score I’ve broke, and more, 
While you've been traipsing round; 

Here’s things from Tim and rings from Jim, 
And more from Henry Bill; 

They'll keep us well in a big hotel 
Or a house on Primrose Hill!” 

And the angels rejoiced in the faith and the truth 

Of the beautiful maid and the resolute youth. 


% 


WILLING TO GRATIFY HER 


Francis DANA. 


N RS. BENHAM—Mother says she believes in cremation—that she wants 
to be cremated herself. 
BennamM—Wait a minute and I'll get a match. 

















THE PATHOS OF BEING GOOD 


By Kate Jordan 


(Mrs. F. M 


HE Englishwoman, who was 
learning odd things about the 
amusing, rich New Yorkers, 
had let her sables slip back from 
her shoulders and was contentedly 
sipping a brandy and soda in the 
American woman's boudoir. The 
latter, in loose silk and slippers, was 
drinking tea. 

‘*I suppose, my dear Mrs. Dane, 
being a Van Vieck means something?” 
asked Lady Blount. 

‘*Why, it means having an early 
eighteenth-century house on lower 
Second avenue, stacked from base- 
ment to roof with Colonial stuff that 
fairly reeks with the history of the 
family—a house where Lafayette 
danced with the hostess. Yes, it 
means something to be a Van Vieck 
in New York.” 

‘* How indigenous, my dear, is the 
greatness of untitled people! In Cork 
or Manchester, for instance, no one 
would feel any particular interest in 
this conspicuous Peter Van Vieck.” 

‘*But Peter hasn't only family 

‘* Has he—that?” 

‘*As we understand it. The first 
Van Vieck was a market gardener or 
a fur trader, of course, but like all 
those early Dutch hucksters who 
made money, he has a trail of gentry 
somewhere back of him in Holland or 
Spain or France.” 

‘*T like to hear you chaff your own 
set. It’s so American.” 

‘‘ As I was saying, Peter Van Vieck 
has money. He is distressingly rich. 
He lives on about twenty or twenty- 
five thousand a year, while his scores 
of millions just roll and grow with 
the years.” 
gt 


” 
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‘*A born miser, who gets no fun 
out of life?” 

‘No; he’s not of this age, that’s 
all. The times don’t suit Peter. To 
spend money on steam yachts or Tac- 
ing stables would be an immense 
bore. He is an explorer by nature, 
and he gives big sums to support his 
fads, but they don’t even make dents 
in his fortune. He is very original 
—and oh, so good! I shall never for- 
get the afternoon he came here and 
refused to marry me.” 

Mrs. Dane flung back her head and 
laughedunrestrainedly. Her loosened 
hair, which had not been waved that 
day, lent picturesqueness to her pret- 
tiness. She was only just past thirty, 
and the idea that any man had refused 
to marry her seemed absurd. 

‘* What an ass!” said Lady Blount. 

‘*Oh, I wouldn’t have missed the 
experience for the world. You see 
it was this way: Mr. Dane was 
thirty-three years my senior. I was 
his ward. The poor, kind, near- 
sighted old dear didn’t know what to 
do with me. Marriage was the only 
way out of the difficulty. As for me, 
I looked on him as my release from 
that dreadful Quebec convent. He 
died seven years ago, and left a cu- 
rious clause in his will. He was 
famous as an antiquarian, and had 
collected a perfect museum. Well, 
he willed this to Peter if he and I 
married within three years after his 
death. If not, it went asa gift to his 
native Western town. Peter was a 
cousin of whom he was extravagantly 
fond. He used to say he was the 
only good man he ever found inter- 
esting. Well, Peter—a great chum 
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of mine, by the way—simply thirsted 
for that museum, but he wouldn't 
have me. I was too much of a prev- 
alent type, he said. I don’t suppose 
I am like anything you’ve ever seen 
on an old fresco, nor could any Egyp- 
tologist, no matter how much he was 
biased in my favor, by any chance 
discover that I am Cleopatra reincar- 
nated. In fact, I’m a new soul, with 
the marks of the mint on me, and 
mundane to my very toes. So what 
chance had I with Peter, who feels 
akin to almost every age but this, and 
who hates the telephone and the auto- 
mobile as devices of the devil? I 
like his eyes, those dreamy, dark- 
blue eyes, that seem always search- 
ing for what eludes him, and I like 
his millions, but—he won't: have 
me.” 

“I'll bet you the best box of silk 
stockings in the Rue de la Paix you'll 
be aghast when you see what he does 
fall in love with some time and lead 
to the altar,” said Lady Blount, in 
disgust; ‘‘some doll-eyed music-hall 
singer : 

**No, he'll never do that. Our 
men leave that for the titled johnnies 
of your island, my dear. Oh, he’ll 
never fall in love at all. His passion 
is for unexplored mountain peaks, 
Egyptian tombs and things of that 
sort. He has a lot of men digging in 
Mexico now for something or other. 
But let me tell you the queerest thing 
he ever did. He had a valet years 
ago who was an odd creature. The 
man could scarcely read, but a fine 
painting, or music, or a beautiful 
scene used to tear him with a sort of 
agony, and he began to tell Peter of 
the strange yearnings that beauty 
roused in him. Peter insisted that 
he was miscast in the drama of life, 
got a tutor for him, made him enter 
college, settled a nice little annuity 
on him, and he is now a poet, with a 
new name and a manufactured his- 
tory to match. But, ye gods! my 
dear, such poetry as he writes!” 

Lady Blount shrugged her cape 
over her shoulders and finished her 
glass. 

“It’s a good thing he let that 

* 


museum slip. Such a husband would 
be a dreadful bore.” 

**And_ yet,” said Mrs. Dane, 
softly, ‘‘I’d marry him to-morrow— 
to-night—in half an hour.” 

‘* His millions x 

‘* No, his eyes, his voice, his dear, 
honest, queer self, so different from 
the rest. If they’re young and good- 
looking they’re generally vain, and 
you wonder if the gray matter was 
left out when their skulls were built; 
if they’ve become interesting by rea- 
son of years and experience they think 
more of a good dinner than anything 
else. Now Peter is not goody-goody, 
but he is good. I’d take him with 
his dreams and his eyes and his child's 
heart. Some day, when his illusions 
go quite back on him, maybe he'll 
come to me.” 

**Why, I believe you are in love 
with the man!” 

‘*Bless me! have you just found 
that out?” 


II 


Peter seldom rode in a street car, 
and never before in one that clanged 
its insistent way after leisurely, pro- 
voking drays and beer wagons on the 
Bowery. Hehad come here to hunt for 
an old Russian collector, the possessor 
of a missal he coveted, and a whim 
had suggested his conducting the 
search in the most unobserved fash- 
ion. He was happy when a whim 
seized him, and followed it often 
when it seemed absurd or impos- 
sible. 

With his explorer’s instinct awake 
he looked at the people he sat among, 
and marveled at how dull and dis- 
tasteful poverty was in the big cities 
of the civilized world. Otherwhere 
it was not repulsive; half -starved 
Bedouins craving a handful of figs; 
poor Algerian women in baggy 
trousers going up and down their 
stairwayed streets; bare-legged Irish 
peasants among the bogs, their cheeks 
like wild roses; West Indian slaves 
with bare, orange-colored backs and 
gaudy bandannas—all those could 
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please the eye, but these poor peo- 
ple of the city were only unclean, 
ill-nourished igly clothes. 
They were the sort he helped gen- 
ly through various charitable 

looked after by his secre- 
tary, but while he pitied them poign- 
antly he instinctively shrank from 
them. 

The woman diagonally opposite to 
him in the car suddenly turned round. 
She had been seated sideways, watch- 

the street, and he had noticed 
nly the low, massive knot of black 
hair beneath a worn brown turban, 
her threadbare jacket strained at the 
ams and the skirt with muddy edges. 
sut when she turned his interest was 
ized and held. with its 


lrab, disconsolate caught a 


bodies in 


tale 
inneis 


The car 
cargo 
touch of rose color. 

Peter sat back and studied her. If 
her beauty had been consistent with a 
‘hird avenue car—an unintellectual 

e with round eyes and baby mouth, 
would have been 
only troubled that a pretty girl should 
be so poor. But this woman seemed 
alien toherenvironment. She had no 
business there at all. Her dark eyes, 
with lashes brushing her cheeks like 
moth wings, seemed heavy with a 
for France. So might a 
marquise of the fifteenth century 
have looked, a dreamy exquisite, 
capable, it might be, of 
cruelty, smiling in her rose-paneled 
boudoir as from affronted vanity she 
plotted treachery and revenge. So 
might Marion Delorme have looked 

swept through her gardens 
with her lapdogs following. 

As he stared solemnly at the sad- 
eyed beauty, marking the petulance 
of her rose-red mouth, he saw in fancy 
along line of ghostly belles, powdered 
and patched bewitchingly, eying him 
over their little fans, enter at one door 
of the car and pass out through the 
other into the gray air. 

He blinked the waking dream away, 
and became aware that he was acutely 
depressed, touched in his most sensi- 
tive point—his idea of artistic fitness. 
Here was this lovely, opulent creature, 
a woman of France, fashioned by na- 


instance—he 


onging 


softest 


as she 
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ture for luxury, for ease, but placed 
by grim-visaged Circumstance in an 
environment that must mean a con- 
tinual suffering and aggravation. 

‘* A damask rose in the bosom of a 
drab would not be more contradic- 
tory,” he thought. 

She left the car at one of the miser- 
able streets that straggle down to the 
East River. Without consciously de- 
ciding to do so, he followed her. The 
Russian collector was forgotten in 
this new quest. Yet none of the or- 
dinary incentives of the situation was 
troubling Peter. The woman did not 
appeal to any personal sentiment. 
She was a new gem, badly set, a curio 
more interesting for the time being 
than the missal he had come to find. 

Her walk pleased him. She ad- 
vanced undulatingly and with short 
steps, as a lazy beauty walks who, 
alighting briefly, is conveniently fol- 
lowed by her carriage. It hurt Peter 
to see her make her graceful way be- 
tween ash heaps and the battered 
railings of houses that sheltered mis 
erables. 

At the open door of a dirty house 
smaller than the others she stopped. 
After a speculative glance at him 
over her shoulder she passed in. He 
went down the street, turned back 
and looked again at the doorway. 
Who was she? What was her name? 
What had been her mission that gray, 
muddy morning? A tin sign at the 
side of the door attracted him: 


VINCENZO BOTTELLI 
VIOLIN 
Music Furnished for Parties 


TAUGHT 


Ah, they danced among this wretch- 
edness, did they? Was Vincenzo 
Bottelli her brother, her husband? 

He was lingering indecisively when 
he saw a piece of folded yellow paper 
on the ground, and remembered 
vaguely that it had fluttered from her 
jacket as she entered the house. His 
search for treasures had often led him 
to pawnshops, and when he picked up 
the brown slip he recognized it as 
that affidavit of misery, a pawn-ticket. 


o 
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At the top he saw the name, “ Bot- 
telli.” She had pawned a coat. 

Peter was too disturbed to continue 
the adventure to an end that day. 
Neither did the missal attract him 
now. He would go back to his own 
world and forget penury and ugli- 
ness. He put the pawn-ticket in his 
pocket, and at the corner took the 
car going up-town. 


III 


He was back again the next morn- 
ing. During one of the gayest din- 
ners of the Winter, with everyone in 
costume and a vaudeville skit follow- 
ing, the memory of this woman had 
been to him what a hair shirt is to a 
monk. There was nothing but good- 
ness in Peter’s heart as he went up 
those decrepit stairs and knocked at 
the first door he saw. 

It was opened by the woman whose 
face had haunted him all night. She 
wore a flannel wrapper, the top button 
unfastened, leaving her full throat 
free. A flicker of recognition lighted 


her eyes. 


**Good morning, sare,” she said, 
resting on one foot, her hip lifted 
lazily; ‘‘ weel you step in?” 

Peter bowed and obeyed. At the 
sight of the room he felt his soul 
sicken. How could she live there 
with such a carpet? He looked once 
at the framed immortelles and mottoes 
on the walls, the rain-stained paper, 
and then for repose gazed at his 
boots. When he looked up the woman 
had buttoned her gown at the throat, 
and in an attitude of unwitting but 
superlative grace had seated herself 
against a worsted pillow on the sofa 
opposite. 

** You weesh to see my ‘osban’ for 
music,sare? ’E is in Cincinnati,” she 
began, but Peter held out the pawn- 
ticket. ‘‘Oh, how I ’ave look for 
heem,” she exclaimed, seizing it; 
‘**you found heem?” 

‘Yes, I found it,” said Peter, in 
French. 

At the words he had the satisfaction 
of seeing her face grow wistfully 
happy, like an expectant child’s. 


‘‘T thank you very much indeed,” 
she said, in the same tongue, and 
though her accent was not quite of 
the Faubourg, it was very pretty. 

She waited, and Peter looked again 
at his boots. How could he put in 
words what he had expressly come to 
say? He was quite aware of the un- 
usualness of his intention, and feared 
his interest might bear the common 
interpretation. But he was used to 
doing the exceptional thing. Only 
the introduction was difficult; that 
over, it was easy sailing. 

‘* Your husband, madame, is a mu- 
sician—Bottelli—name on the door?” 
he said at last, in his pleasant voice. 

‘*Yes. He is now in Cincinnati. 
He was promised a place in an orches- 
tra there. The Winter here has been 
hard.” 

While she answered him he could 
see that he puzzled her. If he had 
only come to return the pawn-ticket 
she was wondering why he sat there 
as if he meant to stay. 

‘*You are poor. Are you not very 
poor?” he blurted, his face coloring. 
‘* Forgive me if I hurt you.” 

‘You do not hurt me. Me voict, 
I am poor!” and looking down at her 
dingy gown, she held up the pawn- 
ticket and gave a dismal laugh. 

** You long for France, don’t you?— 
for Paris, perhaps?” he said, eagerly, 
and a gladness for having followed 
his impulse rushed over him when he 
saw a luxurious longing pass as a veil 
over her soft eyes. 

‘* Ah, Paris!” she sighed; ‘‘ that 1s 
far away—no more for me. OA, 
mon cher Parts, je ne vous reverrat 
jamais.” 

Peter’s kind heart tairly yearned 
over her in paternal fashion. She 
was so lovely as she sat there amid 
squalor, lamenting her lost land. The 
thought of his useless millions and 
what might be done with an infini- 
tesimal part of them comforted 
him. 

‘*You must not despair, madame,” 
he said, rising, ‘‘I may be able to 
help you to return to Paris, if you 
willletme. You know nothing about 
me, but you can find out. Here is 
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my card and address. 
mit me to 
friends?” 

The woman’s dimpled mouth trem- 
bled curiously for an instant and her 
lashes She looked at his card 
and seemed considering his proposi- 
tion seriously. 

‘* Sir,” she said, slowly, at last, ‘‘ all 
that you say to me fills me with hope 
—but I am puzzled. I see you are 
the great, rich man the papers talk so 
much about—but I don’t understand. 
You wish to be my friend, to help 
me as you say? Why do you do this 
for me—for me?” and laid her 
index finger on her bosom. 

nature was not complex. 
He never left the straight and simple 
path of honesty except when to re- 
main there was suicidal. The amaz- 
ing truth was the first thing that oc- 
curred to him. Standing there, 
young, good-looking, the marks of the 
fine world upon him, his dark-blue 
eyes filled with the enthusiast’s fervor, 
he made his uncompromising explana- 
tion. 

‘*T wish t 
madame. P 
stand 


Will you per- 


become one of your 


cr. 17 
reli. 


‘ 
sne 


Peter’s 


» serve you unselfishly, 
not misunder- 
attracted to you 


ease do 


l 
me. I am 
only to help you, as I would a child. 


My course of action is unusual, but 
then I am one of life’s exceptions. I 
am fortunate enough to be able to 
follow my impulses—anywhere. To 
see you as you are, poor, misplaced, 
takes away satisfaction in my own 
life. The first glimpse I had of you 
in the car told me you were unhappy. 
I knew your dream was for France, 
and France without the bane of pov- 
erty. I cannot put away such impres- 
sions lightly, madame. If I didso I 
should seem to myself a thing wholly 
of clay. Thank God, I need never cru- 
cify a generous instinct. But Iam not 
a philanthropist in the practical sense 
alone. I am also a worshiper of 
beauty in any form. Your beauty, 
like a red rose heavy with perfume, 
but set in a swamp, made its own si- 
lent prayer to me without your know- 
ing it, and so—I am here.” 

Madame Bottelli still fingered the 
card, looking down. She smiled 
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shyly when after a pause she an- 
swered him: 
‘* You may come—any time.” 


IV 


Peter found his way three times to 
Stanton street, in the late gray after- 
noons, his coming preceded by a box 
of roses. 

Madame Bottelli’s face had changed 
in expression since the day she 
dropped the pawn-ticket. It was 
electric with hope and suspense, her 
beauty acquiring a new emphasis 
that would have troubled any bene- 
factor not as uniquely good as Peter. 

He could see she made attempts to 
improve her poor gowns with bits of 
tawdry lace. Sometimes wore 
one of his roses in her hair, a badge 
of coquetry. She gave him coffee in 
a cheap Japanese cup without a handle, 
and he drank it uncomplainingly. 
What his set might think could they 
have seen him, whose cordon bleu was 
famous, drinking coffee in a tenement 
house with a poor beauty in a pink 
wrapper, never even faintly troubled 
him. He was heart and soul obsessed 
by his idea, the longing to rescue this 
woman from the juggling of an un- 
kind fate and give her the place she 
was fitted for in the world—give her 
happiness. She was so truly a woman 
of France, fashioned so strikingly for 
‘perfumes, soft textures, lace, a half- 
lit room.” 

On this third visit the conversation 
took a practical tone. It was time to 
speak of her husband. The fact that 
she had one rather spoiled the picture. 
Asatype Madame bBottelli should 
have been anything except a prosaic- 
ally devoted wife. Peter felt a desire 
to wipe out the husband as he would 
a false shadow ina painting. But the 
man existed, and if she loved him, 
why, he must reap the benefit of hav- 
ing a wife who suggested a French 
marquise to an eccentrically good and 
beneficent millionaire with a penchant 
for originality. 

‘* Since you will permit me to help 
you,” said Peter, serious-eyed, ‘I 
will make arrangements by which 
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you will receive an income sufficient 
for you to live comfortably in Paris, 
enough to afford you some luxuries, 
too, madame. What you require for 
a proper wardrobe before leaving and 
your passage money I will give you 
whenever you wish. Then leave this 
place behind you forever—have what 
you desire!” 

‘* How good you are to me!” mur- 
mured Madame Bottelli, giving him a 
soft glance full of meanings quite lost 
onhercompanion. ‘‘Qh, my friend!” 
She covered her eyes with her hand- 
kerchief and extended her hand. 
Peter pressed it abruptly in his honest 
clasp, and dropped it. 

‘*Now, madame, to speak of your 
husband r 

‘*My husband!” and a bitter sad- 
ness saturated eyes and voice. 

‘* You will want him to live in Paris 
also?” he asked. 

‘‘If you think it—wise,” 
with hesitation, while 
read his face. 

She did not quite understand this 
rich man. His admiration was eva- 
sive. If he would only speak out! Of 
course he was ¢fris; if he would only 
say so frankly and arrange with her 
about the best way of getting rid of 
the absent violinist altogether! She 
nibbled a rose and watched him nar- 
rowly. 

‘* Wise?” asked Peter, and laughed; 
‘well, I suppose that is hardly the 
word. Itisfor you to decide, Madame 

sottelli. I am here to place youina 

different environment. If your hap- 
piness demand that your husband be 
benefited also, go with you, there is 
nothing more to be said. I never 
asked you before, but—pardon me— 
do you love your husband?”’ 

‘**No!” she said, fiercely, and 
snapped her fingers to typify an im- 
measurable scorn. 

‘**Is he not kind to you?” 

‘“‘He is—a brute!” and she found 
her handkerchief useful again. ‘‘ Oh, 
do not speak of him, my friend. He 
shall be nothing to me—nothing— 
nothing—I swear it.” 

Her words made Peter uncomforta- 
ble. He stood up. 


she said 


she tried to 
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‘*Well, we'll say no more of 


him—— 

‘¢ f¢ le 
woman. 

She flung down the rose and went 
nearer to him. 

‘““You say I am beautiful?” she 
asked, and never looked more lovely 
than when she spoke, her eyes lifted 
languishingly. 

‘*It was because of your beauty I 
was first attracted to help you. Ah, 
life is cruelly unfair to ugly people, 
madame. I dare say the destinies of 
women have often depended on the 
length of an eyelash or the play of a 
dimple.” 

She ventured nearer. 

‘** You will come often to Paris?” 

‘*Why—I don’t know,” he said, 
vaguely. 

‘*But you will like to see me?” she 
cried, in frank amaze. 

‘* Well, I may look in to see how 
the new life suits you.” 

‘*Ah, why do you not tell me— 
something?” she murmured, her lips 
pursed invitingly. 

‘* Haven’t I told you a great deal?” 

‘* But not that you love me. You 
are a strange man.” 

Her words roused Peter from a sort 
ofsleep. Surprise, weariness and dis- 
taste mingled in the sensation that 
rushed over him. So she had com- 
pletely misunderstood him, despite 
his sincere, unromantic attitude! 
Well, no wonder. Experience was 
a mean-souled teacher to a poor and 
beautiful woman, impressing on her 
always one idea—that a man’s interest 
must first and last be a thing of sex, 
always for the woman and never for 
the human being. 

She drew back, paling, before his 
stern glance. 

‘*I don’t love you. You have mis- 
taken my reasons for wishing to be- 
friend you.” 

‘* Oh, forgive me!” she whimpered. 

“If you can imagine me in the 
light of a father, or a benevolent 
uncle, kindly do so,” he said, sharply. 

Madame Bottelli followed him to the 
door, her lips quivering nervously. 

** You will still be my friend? You 


adéteste!”” murmured the 
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will let me live in my adored Paris?” 
she faltered. 

‘*T have promised. Only be as 
honest with me as I am with you.” 


V 


Ir was the tea hour at Mrs. Dane’s. 
The candles were winking like stars, 
and their soft light, mingling with 
the flames’ glow from the hearth 
and the afternoon grayness stealing 
between loopholes in the rose-lined 
curtains, produced in the nest of a 
room a mystical atmospheric effect 
eminently efficacious in bringing out 
the best in Mrs. Dane’s carefully ap- 
plied coloring. 

The butler was carrying in the big 
silver tray laden with muffins, cups 
and a steaming kettle. A footman 
followed with the siphons and de- 
canters. Just after them came Peter 
Van Vieck. 

A discussion of chiffons for a month 
at Monte Carlo grew suddenly unin- 
teresting to Mrs. Dane, as above the 
women’s rose-trimmed toques she 
met his serene blue eyes, where the 
ghost of a smile hesitated. The 
heart under her laces was the most 
modish in New York, well schooled, 
experienced, practical, yet it gave a 
distinctly painful pulsation when she 
saw him. There was, however, no 
sentiment in her first remark when 
the other callers had departed. 

‘* Peter, you are a good deal of a 
brute, do you know?” she said, in a 
hard little voice, as she pushed a big 
chair to the fender. 

‘* What have I done now?” 

‘* You didn’t put your nose into my 
box last night, although I shook my 
fan at you.” 

‘** You looked threatening, and I’m 
afraid of you.” 

‘*] wish you were,” she said, defi- 
antly; ‘‘I wish you were anything 
but negative. Why didn’t you come 
up to me last night?” 

‘* That fool Lever was hanging over 
you. 

** Well, somebody must hang, if you 
won't.” 

Dec. 1902 
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‘* Besides, I was just emerging from 
‘Cavalleria’ and preparing for ‘I 
Pagliacci.’ I never enjoy the opera 
unless I can manage to forget the 
cable cars clanging outside and the 
illuminated signs advertising pickles.” 

‘* Poor Peter!” she said, in her soft 
voice, and she caressed him with her 
eyes; ‘‘ you always seem to me like 
a child still in the first throes of its 
disappointment on realizing that Santa 
Claus isa fiction. What will you do, I 
wonder, when you find that no matter 
how much we search or experiment 
we never get a substitute for the old 
Dutch saint with his magical rein- 
deer? Eh, what will you do?” 

‘* What all small boys do—bury my 
head in somebody’s lap for comfort.” 

His eyes were so winning, the at- 
traction he had for her so strong she 
grew provoked as she pondered on his 
genial indifference. 

‘* What have you been doing with 
yourself?” she asked, brusquely, as 
she shot out toward the blaze two 
small feet in slippers made chiefly of 
enormous buckles. ‘‘ You’ve gone al- 
most nowhere, but you occupy your- 
self some way, I suppose.” 

‘*T’m getting ready for another on- 
slaught on Egypt. Do you know, we 
have reason to think that those last 
tombs, far in the interior, near a 

‘*Oh, yes, I know. You'll prob- 
ably find a few pots and kettles, or 
eye teeth, or something to tell you 
that somebody lived there quite a 
while ago. Spare me details, Peter, 
and have another peg.” 

‘* No, but I’ll smoke.” 

‘*So will I—one of yours. I adore 
this kind of cigarette,” she said, mak- 
ing a grimace; ‘‘ but hints are wasted 
on you. Do for heaven’s sake send 
me some.” 

Peter looked conscience-stricken. 

‘*Why, Hilda, I’m sorry,” he stam- 
mered, flushing; ‘‘ please always ask 
for whatever you want. You see, 
I’m afraid I’m something of a fool 
about some things. Now what else 
do you want besides cigarettes?” 

If she only dared tell him! His 
big, brown hand almost touched hers 
on the arm of the chair. An irri- 





98 THE 


tating desire made her advance her 
little finger till their two hands rested 
side by side. She could see that 
while she had an acute and painful 
sense of the touch he was unaware of 
her mute invitation. 

**Oh, I want such a lot of things,’ 
she said, with a hard little laugh; ‘but 
even your philanthropy, dear old boy, 
couldn’t help me. I’ve a natural per- 
versity for wanting the jam on the 
top shelf quite out of reach.” 

He looked genuinely troubled at 
her words as he stood up 

‘*T only wish I could get that jam 
for you, Hilda,” he said, in a soft 
voice but with energy and almost 
tragic earnestness. ‘‘ See here, can I?” 

She laughed and pushed him back 
ward with one exquisite finger. 

** You course I'd tell 
you if there were anything you could 
give me,” and she looked straight 
into his eyes, a bitter sadness in her 
own. 

‘*T want you to feel that always,” 
he said, as he pressed her hand. 
‘*What’s the good of having a chum 


goose! Of 


if you can’t tell him everything?” 
Mrs. Dane nodded her elaborately 
coiffed little head, gave a tinkling 
laugh and touched the bell. 
When he was gone she remained in 
front of the fire, biting a corner of 


her handkerchief. She was going to 
Monte Carlo, and she had trunks full 
of ravishing gowns that seemed made 
of nothing more substantial than crys- 
tals, sea shimmerings, sunsets or fili- 
greed snow, but all she wanted in the 
world was for Peter to put his arms 
round her and kiss her on the mouth. 


Vi 


‘*T’Lu conclude the whole business 
this morning,” thought Peter on the 
following day, as his hansom turned 
into Stanton street between rows of 
staring children. 

Madame Bottelli’s words about love 
on the previous visit had somewhat 
belittled his benevolent schemes in 
his own mind. He was more genu- 
inely sorry for her than ever, but one 
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of the barbed-wire fences that custom 
erects in life against trespassers had 
scraped him a little, and he was now 
really awake to the fact that even the 
best intentioned must beware of them 
or scale them gingerly. 

‘* Poor little woman!”’ he was think- 
ing; ‘‘it was most natural, after all, 
that she should suppose I was really 
thinking selfishly of her beaux yeux. 
Only certain combinations of circum- 
stances are permissible in life; try to 
do a little original juggling, and the 
Conventional, like a stage manager, 
steps out from the wings and lands 
you one between the eyes. It will 
be refreshing for her to realize that a 
man can befriend a woman without 
the eternal refrain—pay, pay, pay!” 

He plunged into the darkness of 
the ill-smelling hall, and at the top of 
the stairs came face to face with a 
portly German woman whose salient 
physical characteristics were a multi- 
plicity of chins, a toothless smile and 
elbows smoking from hot suds. 

‘* Ach, you come to zee Madame 
Bottelli—I know—yes! She get called 
kervick to her husband's mooter in ze 
hospital in a hurry, but I have a pass 
key and can let you in. She vill be 
back soon—yes.”’ 

‘*Thank you,” said Peter, eying 
this new type with a passing curiosity, 
and trying to think why she kept her 
frightened gaze on him as if he were 
a thief; ‘‘I’ll go in and write a few 
lines. That will be sufficient.” 

The room gave proof of Madame 
Bottelli’s hurried departure. Some of 
her clothes lay on the sofa, among 
them a wrapper with the sleeves flung 
up, giving it the look of an inert and 
anguished body. The uninterrupted 
sunlight poured in on the remnants 
of a hasty breakfast and a fireless 
stove. 

The place was so rankly ugly and 
stale that Peter felt his gorge rise. He 
flung down his hat, cane and gloves, 
and went to a table where an ink 
bottle stood. When he sat down and 
drew some paper toward him his arm 
pushed aside a blotter, and under it 
he saw a partially written letter. His 
own name flared up at him from the 
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mass of French words, and then a 
phrase caught his eye that made 
him gasp. After that he leaned on 
his elbow and read it all: 


My ADORED, My Own, My 

CENZO: 

Ah, how your last letter has troubled 
me! Your words like fire wrap my 
heart—I feel as if burning needles pricked 
my flesh. Oh, you are cruel! Oh, how 
[ suffer! Could you believe that your 
Valérie would ever take back from her 
Vincenzo the heart once given? Adored 
me, behold me on my knees to you 

\ll that I have said is true. 

I love you—you only—you forever. 

Listen now, my Vincenzo, desire of 
my life, heart of me—listen. I did be- 
lieve that Monsieur Van Vieck was en- 
amored of me, and for the sake of the 
money I meant to play with him a little, 
then I meant to use the money in the 
dear Paris or in your own Genoa—but 
with you, amico, always with you, and 
snap my fingers at him with a la-la-la! 
As my patron saint hears me I am not 
deceiving you. 

But, peerless one, I was mistaken, and 
here is now more truth—the poor gentle- 
man is quite crazy. He is rich, rich, 
rich—but he is mad. He wants to pour 
his gold into your Valérie’s hand for no 
reason whatever, my own precioso. Ah, it 
was pitiful the other day to see his 
rage when I ventured to speak of love— 
just to sound him, cara mia. His eyes 
flashed with anger, and he denounced 
me. Poor young man, he does not look 
mad, either—quite gentle and with such 
a sweet smile. But would I have my 
Vincenzo so, even with all his money ? 
No, my angel, no! 


SWEET VIN- 


The letter ended here. Peter sat 
for a moment, his elbows squared, 
his hands in his pockets, then he 
flung back his head, a howl of laugh- 
ter not heard from his lips since 
college days shattering the silence. 
Again and again the roar came, while 
the breakfast dishes tinkled from the 
vibrations and the limp wrapper 
slipped from the sofa to the floor as 
if crushed into humiliation by the 
ironic merriment. 

‘*Gott/” exclaimed the German 
woman, sticking her head in and 
withdrawing it rapidly, her fat face 
pasty white. 

‘*Oh, now I know why she looked 
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scared,” said Peter aloud, kicking in 
ecstasy; ‘‘she was told I was crazy. 
Oh, Lord! oh, Lord!” 

When calmness came he dried his 
eyes and sat in thought. His trans- 
plantation scheme, of course, was 
dead, yet the miserable room still 
touched him to pity. He nodded 
slowly as he folded the letter and put 
it into his pocket. After a little more 
thought he wrote the following: 

I have found the letter to your hus- 
band and I am taking it away as a sou- 
venir of my acquaintance with you, but I 
am paying for it. You will not object 
when I leave you a cheque for a thou- 
sand dollars. It is worth that much to 
me. Adieu, madame. 


Vil 


THREE years spent almost entirely 
in Egypt left Peter browner, thinner 
and with a look of unchanging weari- 
ness where of old the dreaming had 
been. 

He was in Paris, the May sunshine 
glinting in his eyes, the softness of 
the May breezes in his face. He was 
just thirty-six, with as many millions 
as his years; he was free, and in 
Paris at the floodtide of its loveliest 
season. These things would make 
for happiness with most men, but 
not with Peter. Why not? 

He rose abruptly from the café 
table, stooped to pass under the flut- 
tering awning and joined the Boule- 
vard promenaders. 

‘*Why not? why not?” So the om- 
nibuses rolling on to the Madeleine 
seemed to drone, as he made his 
lonely way among the crowd. 

He need not have been alone. 
There were plenty of his friends in 
Paris. He might at that moment 
have been taking tea in the Rue de 
Lille with a little marquise. But 
distaste of everything had him in its 
grip. Hissoul seemed to be drenched 
in an acid that bit out color and fibre. 

He turned into the Rue d’Eschelle, 
his mental vision directed inward to 
his own pointless craving, when he 
heard a voice call his name in ringing 
accents of delight and amazement. 
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He wheeled round. A woman was 
standing on the stone step outside a 
shop door. Her hand was extended 
in greeting. She was a very fat 
brunette, with pretty, dark eyes and 
a mottled skin. She was white- 
aproned, and rolls of protecting white 
paper extended above her elbows. 
In the window of the shop behind 
her there were cheeses, jellied meats, 
cold joints. ‘‘ Charcuterie” flamed in 
gilt on the glass, and under it ‘‘ Bot- 
telli,” 

There was no discrediting his eyes. 
The woman was Madame Bottelli— 
with additions. The pensive discon- 
tent that had once made her eyes so 
lovely was replaced by an aggressive 
good-humor and businesslike alert- 
ness of glance; the eyes were small- 
er, too, pushed up by the layers of 
flesh under them. Once she had 
stirred Peter's soul by suggesting the 
anguish of unrest, of unsatisfied long- 
ings; now she suggested the com- 
placency of large profits, with a sub- 
stantial dinner in the near future. 

Her delight was so excessive that 
her fat, crimson cheeks quivered like 
one of the jellies in the window, and 
she caught Peter’s coat sleeve. 

‘*Come, my benefactor—come and 
meet my husband.” 

He found himself in the shop— 
cheeses under glass in front of him, 
dried shallots hanging on strings be- 
hind him, Madame Bottelli jabbering 
broken exclamations of delight in 
front of him as she yelled for Vin- 
cenzo and at the same time com- 
menced to slice jambon thinly for a 
customer who had entered, wielding 
the long, razor-like knife with a rapid 
dexterity that dazed Peter. 

**It is he!” she cried to the black- 
haired little man, fantastically ar- 
rayed, who rushed out; ‘‘it is the 
generous American who made us 
rich. Salute him, Vincenzo. But 
for him and me—ah, where would 
you be now?” 

It was easy to see that Madame 
Bottelli was the ruling spirit. Vin- 
cenzo gave her a cringing glance, and 
his hand felt greasy to Peter’s palm. 

‘*Madame has told me,” he quav- 
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ered. ‘‘Ah, it was magnificent! 
Dio, how gladly I laid aside the mis- 
erable violin for—this. Ah, what a 
fortune that excellent woman re- 
ceived from you!” 

Peter’s eyes grew curious. 

‘*But I gave no fortune.” 

‘*Five thousand francs!” shrieked 
Madame Bottelli. ‘*‘So modestly, 
too! Ah, that poor letter—and you 
did not hate me for speaking the 
truth? No? You said I should have 
Paris as I dreamed of it 4 

‘** And this is—your dream?” asked 
Peter, slowly, looking round. 

‘* Yes; is it not fine? The busi- 
ness is mine. Ah, Vincenzo could 
be much of a fool,” she said, confi- 
dentially, ‘‘but he knows I would 
turn him out—pif!—into the street.” 
She leaned restfully on the handle of 
a big carving knife, and continued: 
‘*T knew that to sell what must be 
eaten pays. Ah, mon Dieu! we all 
have to think of the appetite—w’est- 
ce pas? Look, too,” she added, with 
a proprietary flourish, as Vincenzo, 
who had darted into the back room, 
reappeared with a big-faced baby; 
‘behold my cherub, monsieur. He 
came after the shop began to pay.” 

Peter made several abortive at- 
tempts to leave, but the farewells 
were so extended, the pair so servile 
in their gratitude, it seemed an eter- 
nity before he found himself in the 
street. His hand seemed to reek of 
grease. 

He knew now that he had once 
manufactured desires for Madame 
Bottelli out of his own tastes and 
needs, and had found them materi- 
alized for her in cheeses, mounds of 
cold meats and pats of butter. Be- 
sides, her worst characteristics had 
been strengthened by the possession 
of money, and one more tyrant had 
been added to the world. His ex- 
pression was chastened. 

‘*Death of another fantasy, 
thought Peter, as he took himself 
and his weariness to his hotel. Then 
with the finality born of disgust he 
put from him all willing memory of 
the Bottelli experiment. 

The next morning, as in the same 
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aimless mood he dressed for the day’s 
dreariness, a note was brought to 
him. 


I heard you were at the Bristol. I 
have a little apartment on the Parc 
Monceau. I give tea and talk to those I 
like at four o'clock. Will you come to- 
day? Do you know it is almost three 
years since I’ve seen you? Lucette 
takes this, and will wait for your an- 
swer. HILDA. 

As he looked at the big, crooked 
letters a warmth stole sluggishly 
through him, and the crust of his 
boredom was broken by a widening 
seam. He had not been aware of it 
before, but he knew now that Hilda 
Dane was the only creature in whose 
company he could feel really glad to 
be. He was never bored with her. 
Perhaps he had even missed her. 
Paris made piquant by verbal fisti- 
cuffs with her, made warm by her 
sympathy, but thinly veiled by a 
habit of laughing mockery—and Paris 
without her were two different 
places. 

He sent off an answer, settled down 


with his secretary to a morning of 
business correspondence to agents 
and lawyers in America until the 
midday déeuner, then with a cigar 
went into the May sun. 

Yesterday he had walked without 


aim or destination. To-day there 
was a pleasant definiteness in his 
movements, and when he analyzed 
his emotions he found he was living 
in the expectancy of four o’clock at 
Mrs. Dane’s. 

When he passed the Madeleine the 
flowers massed in the market there 
sent him a message, though yester- 
day they had had none forhim. They 
suggested that the little apartment 
on the Parc Monceau might look well 
made radiant by their beauty, and 
that the mistress of it might be a 
degree more perfect against the back- 
ground of blossoms. He bought out 
three voluble venders, and despatched 
them with the violets, marigolds and 
narcissus. 

It was half-past two when he 
strolled into the Rue de la Paix; it 
was five minutes later when he felt 


Ior 


himself prodded in the shoulder with 
something sharp, and heard a voice 
Say: 

‘* Peter!” 

There was Mrs. Dane waving the 
attacking parasol at him and just step- 
ping into a victoria. 

‘*This zs luck,” he said, boyish de- 
light brightening his worn face. 

**Do you think so, Peter? How 
you have shied at your luck, then, for 
three years!” she said, with the de- 
fiant little laugh he remembered. 
‘* Jump in.” 

Had she followed her crude, natural 
impulse, there in the Rue de la Paix, 
in the sight of all men, she would 
have wept for joy, hugged him, and 
boxed his ears. Why did he have 
ideals? Or if he must have them, 
why was she too faulty to be one 
of them? 

‘*Where shall we go?” she asked. 

‘*To the Bois?” 

‘*Too early, you savage. Let's go 
where it’s shady and have a drink.” 

‘*Feed me with rickeys, comfort 
me with Scotches and sodas, for I am 
sick at heart,” paraphrased Peter, and 
they drove to the Bodega. 

‘* How do I look?” asked Hilda, as 
they seated themselves in a remote 
corner. 

‘** Still fresh and pretty as ever.” 

‘*Still fresh! Oh, for heaven's 
sake please never say that again. 
It’s as awful as ‘well preserved.’ 
You know my age, Peter, alas!” 
Then she laughed in his face. ‘ But 
I dare you, I double-dare you to re- 
member it. You see I wear white 
now, from crown to toe—so girlish, 
you know. But one thing I promise 
you—I shall never adopt the ingénue 
manner. But I haven't told you how 
you look.” 

‘*Revenge yourself by calling me 
fresh.” 

‘*You look,” she said, seriously, 
‘*as if you’d done with everything.” 
‘* No, everything has done me.” 

**You look like a smoked herring 
with sad eyes.” 

‘*Is that the best you can do for 
me? You won't make me vain, at 
any rate. Here comes our man. Now 
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see if I don’t remember how to make 
a peg to your liking.”’ 

As the soda rushed from the siphon 
Mrs. Dane sat strangely quiet and 
watched him. How well those pretty, 
worldly eyes read all the marks writ- 
ten on his fine face! 

** Well?” asked Peter, as he sat back; 
‘* your gaze is an inquisition.” 

‘** What a map the face can be when 
one doesn't employ a masseur,” she 
said, thoughtfully, leaning on her 
elbow. 

‘* Meaning me?” 

we C3 What's 
What's marked 
pointed man?” 

‘“*My dear Hilda, to tell you all 
would bore you. Let me _ sum- 
marize. I’ve found there are few 
things men and women will not sell 
for money. I put my trust in men 
concerned in this Egyptian business, 
actuated by the frenzy of the ex- 
plorer, by the longing to discover 
something that would benefit the 
world. Well, they fooled me. I was 
a good thing. They drained me of 
what money they could and hoaxed 
me. I have misunderstood almost 
everyone I’ve tried to help; all have 
laughed at me behind their hands. 
My dreams for them have proved 
only dreams. By nature I am an 
image maker. I've worshiped beauty 
in life with a pagan intensity, and 
now my very marrow seems atrophied 
with disillusion.” His smile was al- 
most a contradiction to his weary 
words, but he nodded, and added: 
‘“*It is true.” 

Mrs. Dane leaned nearer, her cheeks 
a deepening pink under her white veil. 

‘* You have been too good,” she said, 
emphatically; ‘‘that’s the trouble. 
Continue to relieve distress, since you 
are rich and suffering hurts you, but 
don’t idealize the sufferers. Don't ex- 
pect too much of our miserable human 
nature, my dear Peter. It can’t live 
up to your ideal of it.” 

“*T hope you don't think me a prig.” 

** Not at all. You are unique. The 
simple, unconscious goodness of a 
pure boy has grown up with you, 
that’s all.” 


come to 
you as 


you? 
a disap- 


SMART SE7 


‘* Well, Hilda,” he said, in a new, 
definite tone, ‘‘you’ve often told me 
to fling my dreams overboard and be 
normal. Is that your counsel still?’ 

‘*Yes. You're hardly human, you're 
so good,” she said, wrinkling her lit- 
tle nose in mockery. 

‘* Here then, over our pegs, I make 
my confession. I find that when all's 
said and done the best thing the 


world affords is the companionship of 
a pretty, bright woman who under- 
stands life and accepts it with the 
shrug of a philosopher.” 

You are tacking all right 


** Good. 
now.” 

‘‘Am I? Then I'll keep on,” and 
a tenderness came into his eyes which 
made her heart beat faster. ‘* Will 
you have me, Hilda?” 

** Have you?” 

‘*Marry me—for I love you! 
you?” 

Her lashes flickered. When she 
looked at him fully all her love and a 
mist were in her eyes. 

‘I’ve waited for those words for 
six years. Six years wasted! Six 
years we can never have back!” 
Then her laughter came again. ‘I'd 
like to beat you.” 

‘*Dear Hilda,” said Peter, manag- 
ing to fold a finger round hers, *‘ I’m 
a dull pupil. It took me all this time 
to find out that instead of needing 
all the phantoms I was pursuing | 
needed only you. Shall we go?” 

‘* Home?” 

That slow word in her soft voice 
suggested heaven to his weary 
spirit. But he smiled and shook his 
head. 

‘* Afterward, dear. 
the Rue de la Paix. I saw a string 
of pearls there the other day that 
might have tempted a more exacting 
creature than simple little J/arguer- 
ite. They'll look so well with these 
pure white gowns of yours.” 

But Hilda did not wait for him to 
finish. Shesprang up, her eyes glow- 
ing, and as they were now alone in 
the place she put her hand on his 
shoulder. 

‘* Peter, you angel! 
improving!” 


Will 


But first to 


How you are 
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By Frederick Chester 


- ND yet,” said Mrs. Bobby, 
‘** you've never married.”’ 


I admitted it. 

‘‘In spite of them all,” 
Mrs. Bobby, vaguely. 

‘* Precisely,” said I, ‘‘in spite of- 
f them all,” and I sighed. 

‘Now I wonder why not,” 
Bobby, who has an 
abit of mind and 
n it. 

‘“ Ask 
Bobby 

[ shook my 
ooked interested. 

‘“Why, then,” said she, watching 
my face, ‘‘ why, then, ask—ask Aer.’ 

‘* Ah,” said I. 

‘* But I say,” cried Bobby, dragging 

is chair a bit nearer, ‘‘I say, you 
haven't the cheek to sit there and 
leny that you’ve wanted to marry a 
lot of girls?” 

**Oh, I've just 

heek,” said I, pleasantly 

Good old Bobby stared. ‘* You've 
never loved but one girl?” he said, in 
in awed whisper; ‘* you've never been 
in love but once? You’re mad!” 

‘*Oh, I've been in love a thousand 
times,” said I, ‘‘yet I never loved 
but one—person.”’ 

‘* Well, I’m dashed if I see the dis- 
tinction,” growled Bobby. 

‘*You've been in love a thousand 
times,” suggested Mrs. Bobby, 
looking more interested, ‘‘ but not 
quite “ 

‘** Precisely,” said I, ‘‘ not quite—” 
and I turned my eyes to her face 
She looked away. 

‘*Well, why 
marry her?” 
tiently. 
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pursued 


said 
investigating 
takes some pride 
Mrs 


them,” submitted 


head. Mrs. Bobby 


yes, that much 


in—why didn’t you 
demanded Bobby, impa- 


‘ Ask her,” said I. 

‘*Hasn’t she married anyone?” 

‘“*Oh, yes,” said I; ‘‘she’s mar- 
ried a better man.”’ 

‘* You're growing deuced modest,” 
said Bobby, unkindly. 

I felt hurt. “I 
man,” I continued, with some heat; 
‘‘not a handsomer one or a more 
interesting one or a more con- 
genial one. As a matter of fact, I 
think she’d have had a jollier time if 
she had married me. The man she 
married is growing fat and—and set- 
tled. Herows when his dinner doesn’t 
go quite right.” 

Bobby passed a reflective hand 
over his waistcoat. Bobby is grow- 
ing a bit—the least bit in the world— 
settled. And he loves his dinner, 
and his waist—but that’s his tailor’s 
affair. 

‘*Was it,” ventured Mrs. Bobby, 
gently, ‘‘ was it all a long time ago?” 

‘*Ves,” said I, ‘‘a long time ago— 
ages ago, when we—when I was 
younger.” 

‘* And more foolish?” 


‘nr ” 
sNO.7 


said a better 


‘*But men,” pursued Mrs. Bobby, 
‘*forget so quickly. It’s the woman 
who remembers.”’ 

‘‘Ah!” said I, looking again into 
Mrs. Bobby’s eyes. And again she 
looked away. 

‘*What was she like?” demanded 
Bobby, smoothing his waistcoat. 

I was conscious of a subdued excite- 
ment on the part of his helpmeet, a 
violent attempt to catch my eye, 
which was coldly withheld. 

‘*She was tall,” said I, squinting 
along my stick, ‘‘quite tall, and she 
deserved that badly overworked ad- 
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jective ‘willowy,’ for she was singu- 
larly lithe—er—bendable, you know. 
How in the world she managed it in 
those horrible stiff bone contrap——” 

But just here Mrs. Bobby was 
seized with a most curious and violent 
attack of coughing that lasted till I’d 
quite forgotten where I was 

**Go on, go on!” said Bobby, when 
she had finished 


‘*Let me see,” said I: ‘‘ where was 


I? Oh, yes, I don’t see how she 
managed it with those stiff 

**What was her hair like?” de- 
manded Mrs. Bobby, rudely inter- 
rupting. 


‘*Her hair?” said I, ‘‘why—er— 
brown, I think; yes, brown, but a 
curious sort of brown, you know. In 
the sunlight it was the reddest cop- 
per, a perfect halo; I used to——” 

‘* Ah, now I prefer gold, you know,” 
said Bobby; ‘‘Carol’'s is gold in the 
sun, isn’t it, Carol?” and he gave an 
idiotic smirk at Mrs. Bobby. 

**Gold?” said I, ‘‘nonsense. Cop- 
per! Didn’t I say copper?” Then 
all at once I recollected myself, and 
began to go very red. 

‘**Yes, but who the—what 
what has that got to do—” 
Bobby, in puzzled amazement. 

‘“‘Ah, isn’t it nice?” said Mrs. 
Bobby, very quickly. ‘‘ Jerry thinks 
my hairislike hers. That’s a pretty 
speech, Jerry,” and I began to breathe 
again. 

‘* And her eyes,” I went on at once, 
before Bobby could ask any more 
embarrassing questions, ‘‘her eyes 
were gray, not brown-gray, you know, 
but dark slate-gray, just on the edge 
of blue—I’ve seen the sea that color 
on a dark day.” 

**On a dark day?” mused Carolyn. 

** Yes,” said I, ‘‘I was thinking of 
one dark day a very long time ago, a 
dark day at sea, you know, when she 
and I were out in a catboat on Long 
Island Sound and got caught in a 
squall, and thought we should never 
getin. She was—she was rather fine 
that day.” 

** Wasn't she frightened?” inquired 
Bobby, hunting for a cigarette. 
**Frightened?” said I, ‘‘ frightened? 


the— 
cried 
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rather not! She wasn’t that sort. 
She came back to where I was sit- 
ting braced against the tiller, and 
put her hands on my shoulders and 
looked me in the eyes, and said—said 
some rather nice things. Then she 
sat down very quietly and waited for 
what we thought was coming. We 
got in safely, though, at last,” and I 
sighed. 

‘* What did she say?” asked Bobby, 
athirst for particulars. 

‘*Oh, as for that,” said I, 
a long time ago.” 

‘** You've forgotten?” inquired Mrs. 
Bobby. 

‘*No,” said I, ‘‘oh, no; that is, 
not quite. I daresay I shall in time.” 

**Ah!” said Carolyn. 

‘*She probably didn’t mean it, you 
see,” I explained. 


‘*it was 


‘*Because she married the—the 
better man?” 

vt Na 

‘*Perhaps she meant it—at the 


time,” said Carolyn. 

‘** But,” said I, ‘‘ she 
other man.”’ 

‘* Possibly she means it still,” in- 
sisted Mrs. Bobby. 


married the 


‘“‘If she claimed to love you and 
then married another man,” said 
30bby, oracularly, ‘‘you’re jolly 


well rid of her. You're not to be 
pitied—it’s the other man.” 

**Oh,” said I, ‘‘the other man! 
I've often wondered about him. No, 
on the whole, I envy the better man.” 

‘*Don’t,” said Mrs. Bobby. 
‘“‘What if she still means—means 
what she said in the catboat? Just— 
just a little, that is; thinks of it 
sometimes, wonders if—oh, wonders 
about it.” 

‘*That,” said I, ‘‘is not probable. 
She has far too much good sense. I 
should be sorry to believe that of 
her.” 

‘* Would you?” asked Mrs. Bobby, 
rather thoughtfully. 

‘*Yes,” said I, firmly, and began 
to put on a glove. 

‘* Well,” said Bobby, ‘‘all I have 
to say is, I’m jolly glad I’m not the 
other man. Have one of these ciga- 


rettes?” 

















‘‘No, thank you,” said I. “I 
must be going on—and, by the way, 
I may not see you again soon. I’m 
thinking of going abroad in a few 
days. I may be gone some time.” 

‘*Clothes?” inquired Bobby, inter- 
estedly. 

‘*Well, no, we'll call it health. I 
have a return of—er—an old malady 
now and then. I’m generally a bit 
better on the other side.” 

‘* Heart disease?” suggested Bobby, 
wittily. 

‘* Malaria,” said I, looking at Caro- 
lyn; ‘‘it’s a stubborn disease, dev- 
ilish stubborn! It gives you no rest.”’ 

‘*Before you go,” said Bobby, ‘‘I 
want to show you that cup I was 
speaking of. I’m a bit proud of it. 
It was a near shave, you know. 
Carol, where the deuce is that cup, 
do you know?” 

‘*It might be on the chimney man- 
tel in your dressing-room,” said Mrs. 
Bobby. ‘I saw it there once — but 
I happen to know it isn’t there now,” 
she continued, not too loudly, as Bob- 
by left the room. 

‘*Is it then so—so very trouble- 
some?” she asked, gently, leaning 
forward a little in her chair, ‘* the— 
malaria, you know.” 

I drew things on the floor with my 
stick. 

‘*Oh, not so very,” said I, cheer- 
fully; ‘‘it’s intermittent, in a way. 
I shall get over it. It’s an old mal- 
ady, you know.” 

‘*Oh,” said Carolyn, rather coldly. 
‘*T see I was wasting my—my 4 

‘“What?” said I, looking up from 
my pictures. 

‘‘Sympathy,” said Mrs. Bobby. 
‘* And if you feel so cheerful about it, 
why run away to Europe for a cure? 
You seem in a fair way toward health 
here.” 

‘*But it’s intermittent,” said I. 
**It comes on when I'm a bit fagged 
or down on my luck or blue, and then 
it’s—it’s rather troublesome.” 

‘“‘And gives you no rest?” mur- 
mured Carolyn. 

‘*And gives me no rest. 





I won- 


der,” said I, ‘* I wonder if she meant 
what she said in the catboat.” 
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‘‘T should think she probably 
meant it,” said Carolyn. It seemed 
to me that her voice was a bit tired— 
or something. 

‘*Why, then,” said I, ‘‘it’s a curi- 
ous jumble—all through. I can’t see 
any fun in it at all.” 

‘‘There’s never been any fun in 
” said Carolyn, looking away. 

‘*T wonder, too,” I went on, ‘‘ why 
she married the better man.” 

**] wonder,” said Carolyn. 

‘‘But she did,” said I, ‘‘and that 
ends it, doesn’t it? For she’s a good 
woman. God never made a truer, I 
think. If I didn’t know that, I 
shouldn’t be suffering from—an old 
malady.” 

‘*T suppose,” said Carolyn, watch- 
ing the pictures I drew on the rug, 
‘*T suppose she’d be rather happy if 
she could hear you say that. Every- 
one,” she went on, hastily, ‘‘everyone 
likes to be thought well of, you know, 
by—by anybody.” 

‘* Yes,” said I. 

‘*Why don’t you,” said Carolyn, 
bending lower, ‘‘ whydon’t you marry 
some one of the others? It would be 
a surer cure than traveling.” There 
was little enthusiasm in her tone. 

‘**Ah,” said I, ‘I’ve thought of 
that.” 

Carolyn looked up very swiftly. 
Her eyes were wide, and I’ve seen the 
sea that color—on a dark day. 

‘*But the notion doesn’t seem to 
fill me, as it should, with joy. I can’t 
seem to believe that I should improve 
things much.” 

Mrs. Bobby caught a hand to her 
heart and drew a very long breath. 
I don’t know what the breath meant. 
I think it wasn’t disappointment or 
—or anything like that. 

‘*And besides,” said I, ‘‘a man 
with an incur—with an ancient mal- 
ady has no right to marry.” 

‘* Not even if marrying might cure 
the malady?” 

‘*He has no right to take risks,” 
said I, firmly. ‘‘Ah, no, I and my 
illness must go it alone, Carol.” 

‘*Until the illness is cured,” mur- 
mured Carolyn. 

‘*Why, as to that—” said I, ‘‘ah, 
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well, then, till the illness is 
cured.” 

Mrs. Bobby rose uncertainly and 
went over to the window, and stood 
there with her face pressed against 
the glass, looking out into the street 
where the dusk was glooming. 

‘* Would you—would you have it 
cured?” she asked, presently. I could 
barely hear the voice 

‘* Why, now,” I cried, with a rue- 
ful little laugh, ‘‘why, now you've 
hit on the curious part of it all! On 
my soul, I believe I shouldn't. I be- 
lieve I'd be lost without it. I’m hug- 
ging my ill as a man hugs his dear- 
est sin. No, I shouldn't want it 
cured—quite.”’ 

** Not — quite!” 
from the window. 

A street lamp outside burst sud- 
denly into light and threw a golden 
glow across one side of her face, 
cheek and lips and chin and little 
high nose. I looked away. 

Then Bobby burst into the room, 
falling over a rug on his way. 

**Can’t find that beast of a cup 
anywhere!” he cried. ‘I believe 
Carol's pawned it. Carol doesn’t care 
for yachting, anyhow; says she was 
frightened in a blow once when she 
was a kid— Why the—why in thun- 
der don't you have the lights brought, 
Carol? It’s dark as a closet here. 
Well, good-bye, old chap. Remem- 
ber me to the crowd in Paris; I may 
get over in the Spring. Have a good 
time, and forget all that sentimental 
rot of yours. You aren't the one to 
howl, anyway. As I told you, the 
other man’s the unlucky one. Good- 
bye 4 

Mrs. Bobby followed me out to the 
door, which was shocking bad form. 

** Will you—really—go abroad?” she 
asked. 


yes, 


said Mrs Bobby 
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I placed my hand on the knob. 

“Out of danger—yes,” said I. 
‘‘It is—malarial here. I don’t like 
to run away, but discretion’s the bet- 
ter part of something—TI forget 
what.” 

‘** Discretion used not to be in your 
line, Jerry,” said she. 

I turned the knob, experimentally. 

‘*No,” I said, *‘ perhaps not, but 
I’m older now. I’m finding it out 
every day. I’ve a few gray hairs. 
I've rheumatism sometimes——”’ 

‘*And—and malaria?” said Carol, 
holding the doorknob. 

‘** Alas, yes,” said I, sadly; ‘‘ rheu- 
matism sometimes, but malaria—al- 
ways.” 

‘*You said,” whispered Mrs. Bob- 
by, ‘‘ you said it was intermittent.” 

‘**T lied,” said I. ‘*Let me open 
the door, Carol.” 

‘* You said it could be cured.” 

‘*T lied again. God knows it's for 
life till death! Let me open the 
door.” 

‘* Then 
Jerry?” 

** Yes,” said I. 
that I must go?” 

She took her hand from the door- 
knob. 

‘*Yes, Jerry,” 
little, and sighed. 
you must go. 


you're going— abroad, 


** Oh, don’t you see 


she said, after a 

‘*Yes, I suppose 
Well, then, good-bye, 
ah, good-bye!” And she put out her 
hand to me. It trembled a little. 
‘*Why!” she cried, ‘‘I must be cold! 
See, my hand is shivering!” and she 
gave a little strained laugh. 

‘*It is the draught from the door,” 
said I. ‘‘You are growing colder, 
and—and I, too.”’ 

‘*It is—malarial—here,” said Mrs. 
Bobby, very low. 

‘*Good-bye, Carol,” said I, and I 
closed the door between us. 


SS 


LOCATING THE HONOR 


GHE haughtily declined the cigarette he proffered her. 
“” ‘*My goodness!” he exclaimed. 
‘* Pardon me, mine!” she protested. 

















By Mrs. 


seriously. She did not ask to 

be taken thus. With youth, 
uudacity, vitality, an entire absence 
of any accountability to anybody, 
beautiful, rich, and married to a 
millionaire or a duke, the companion 
of princesses, the beloved of kings— 
such a creature does not ask to be 
forgiven, to be described, to be cat- 
alogued, to be put in a thousand 
feurlletons. 

Youth with her is a disease. It is 
her measles or scarlet fever, except 
that it is not painful and she is not 
‘‘having it hard.” She will recover. 
She is having it, so far as she knows, 
‘‘mighty easy,” and Paris is her Land 
of the Lotus. The French are fond 
of saying, and perhaps truly, that an 
American is more of a woman in 
Paris than at home. She is the eter- 
nal feminine. She is a new delight. 
She reads adoration in every man’s 
eyes—that silent, fervent worship 
that the American man is too proud, 
too reticent, too busy or too indiffer- 
ent to show in public. She is blos- 
soming under new conditions very 
favorable to her pleasure and her 
looks. It must be admitted that a 
great many very attractive and 
clever Americans have shocked Eu- 
rope for many years by a certain 
disregard of appearances and an 
abruptness of speech and manner 
that the women of other nations do 
not permit themselves. The well- 
bred slip along not caring at all to 
be known beyond the respectable 
precincts that they mark out for 
themselves, and that Europeans are 
only too glad to yield to them. 
Duchesses in England, princesses in 
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Italy, countesses in France, ambas- 
sadresses everywhere —these ladies 
have no stories to tell of impolite 
criticism, because they are like well- 
bred women everywhere. They, 
however, have no attraction for the 
romance writer. He must have an 
eccentric or somebody who is to him 
out of the common. He finds her 
in the Rue de la Paix and on the 
Champs Elysées, delightful, pretty, 
fresh and totally regardless of him 
and everybody else. 

She astonishes even her own coun- 
trymen. Many a minister to France 
in the old time has begged and be- 
sought some giddy girl to behave 
better in the streets lest she be 
mistaken for a class to which she 
does not belong; but he has not al- 
ways been heeded. 

A great deal of this manner dates 
from the nursery. There used to be 
a story many centuries ago of a Sen- 
ator from some far-off State who 
wished to get a Boston governess 
for his daughter Olivia, who was 
impossible. Miss Oldfield arrived— 
a rather prim person whose manner 
and style pleased neither Mrs. Sen- 
ator nor Livvey. There was stern 
repression on her mouth and con- 
scientious reproof in her eye as she 
looked at the lady’s gorgeous gown. 
The Senator was a cipher in his own 
house, and after meekly observing 
that he wished Miss Oldfield ‘‘to be 
treated like a lady,” he retreated to 
the councils of the nation, where he 
was somebody. Miss Oldfield was 
shocked by the ignorance and the 
impudence of Livvey, and after try- 
ing her on geography and history 
she asked: ‘‘ What are the products 
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of your State?” ‘‘ Alfalfa and Pres- 
idents. We are trying both; some- 
times we fail in our crops. Pa was 
a failure from our State. He tried 
to be President, but he slipped up. 
Ma has slipped up, too; she wants 
to become a leader in dress, but she 
can’t. She bought thirty-two gowns 
at once, but they don’t any of ‘em 
fit, and she has to slip up, too.” 
‘*Child! child!” said Miss Oldfield, 
‘tare you speaking of your father and 
mother?” She seized her gripsack 
and descended to the library, where, 
telling her story, she was received 
by Mr. and Mrs. Senator with shouts 
of laughter. ‘‘Smart girl, Livvey!” 
said the proud father. ‘‘I guess I 
sha’n't slip up next time, though.” 
‘You do not understand my daugh- 
ter,”” said Mrs. Senator. ‘ Olivia, 
you shall have Miss Cambridge, 
whom you liked at York; that girl 
with the Madonna face.” ‘‘ Yes,” 
said Olivia, *“‘I liked her; she was 
so pretty! I guess she'd make some- 
Shocked and terrified, 
and sad, the governess 
‘*made tracks,” as Miss Olivia ex- 
pressed it, and left for Boston by 
the next train. Miss Olivia got the 
Madonna-faced governess, and either 
through that lady’s wiser ministra- 
tions or through her own b«auty 
and cleverness she became a sensa- 
tion in Paris. That very much rev- 
erence enters into her being for pa 
or for ma is not to be expected, but 
she is pretty and breaks hearts and 
defies the convenances with admira- 
ble insouciance, and will doubtless 
marry a duke if she does not enter a 
Royal family, for the Senator is one 
of the Steel Trust. She is /Ameéfrt- 
caine of the latest French novel. 

The French romance writer is a 
very piquant man. He can say a 
great many clever things to the square 
inch. But he skips large tracts of 
American women as he skips his own 
most excellent and useful French 
women. He has, perhaps, the most 
useful and faithful of wives, to whom 
he never alludes in his novels, except, 
perhaps, rather scornfully, as ‘‘ ma 
légitime.” His heroine is a coquette, 


thing of me.” 
disgusted 
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and though very pleasing, not par- 
ticularly honest. In dealing with 
l’ Américaine he does not describe the 
large American class who are as dig- 
nified as duchesses, as proper as the 
Puritan mother, as virtuous as the 
Roman matron of Cesar’s day; he 
knows she is there, filling the rdle of 
duchess, countess, princess, with 
great she is ambassadress, 
distinguished czfoyenne, visitor of 
great consequence, making the for- 
tunes of Félix, Worth and Doucet, 
patronizing schools and music teach- 
ers. He knows of her, but she is 
not necessary to his pages. You do 
not find her in the modern French 
romance. 

But he can be intensely descriptive 
in five thousand /feuz//etons on the 
subject of /Américaine. He says of 
one of his heroes: ‘‘Columbus dis- 
covered America before the count 
was born, but /’Américaine was not 
discovered until long after. There- 
fore he had not learned of her at 
school or from books: it was to be his 
proud privilege and pleasure to find 
her out for himself.” 

As a man to Borneo to 
find a new orchid, the modern French 
count walks down the Rue de la 
Paix to discover /’Américaine. It 
is doubtful which enjoys this pro- 
ceeding more, the man or the 
woman. He is lured on by a perfect 
figure rather too well dressed for the 
street, with a waist too small, a fresh, 
pink cheek painted by nature, curling, 
ample blond hair, the jauntiest of lit- 
tle feet and heavenly blue eyes. She 
notices him, stops and looks in at a 
shop window; he overtakes her; she 
crosses the street; he crosses; they 
repeat this performance several times; 
they exchange glances; she grows 
prettier for several blocks; at last, at 
a shop window, she drops her hand- 
kerchief; he picks it up and hands it 
to her; she gives him a steel-like 
thrust out of her blue eyes, that blaze 
with a fierce virtue; he is rebuffed 
and alarmed, and retreats; she walks 
away, delighted that she has con- 
quered the dangerous animal—man. 

Yet she has shown herself dis- 


success; 


foes 
ZOoes 

















tinctly feminine; she is willing to al- 
lure; she does not mean to surrender. 
This pretty creature is entirely new 
to the French count. He thinks he 
has never seen a blonde before. She 
has given him a new sensation, walk- 
ing alone in the streets of Paris, al- 
luring a man to follow her. She is 
evidently very strongly fortified in 
her own self-esteem. She disappears 
into a friend’s house just as he be- 
lieves he is on the point of finding out 
who she is. 

They meet frequently at restau- 
rants, at operas, at concerts; he fol- 
lows her in the street, and at last, at 
the house of a mutual friend, he 
meets her and is presented. She is 
the daughter of one of the oldest 


New York families, ‘‘a Colonial 
Dame ’—much is made of this title— 
and she is the wife of a New York 


millionaire who is very fond of her. 
Her husband, who is at home study- 
ing toxicology, is perfectly calm and 
full of confidence in his pretty wife, 
who is veuve par grdce—that is, wid- 
ow by permission; and the author 
takes pains to explain the miserable 
vulgarity of our mistaken expression, 
‘grass widow,” and our ignorant and 
wholly meaningless translation, which 
is in this case the traducing of the 
term ‘‘veuve par grace.” Who trans- 
lates, traduces. 

Then the heroine of the novel has 
the pleasure of falling in love, play- 
ing with fire, and going home to her 
generous American husband loving 
him better than all the French counts 
—this is the end of the good French 
novel. There are others that end 
differently, but the French romance 
writer has had a literary opportunity of 
the rarest. He luxuriatesin the fresh, 
unspoiled beauty of a new race—a 
race which, he claims, will produce a 
third sex, one that shall have the 
female doctor, the philosopher Tenny- 
son’s violet-hooded doctor, in a new 
square cap or a picture hat; who, 
while she gravely pursues her learned 
Abelard studies, exclaims in every 
glance of her bright eyes that she will 

An angel appear to all others beside, 
But still be a woman to you! 
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It is of the young American women 
who, their own countrymen declare, 
are ‘‘absolutely spoiled by too much 
liberty and too much happiness,” that 
the Frenchman attempts to write. 
He finds them, as they are, too ego- 
tistical, too independent; they have no 
devotion to men, no self-abnegation, 
in his eyes. It is not alone their de- 
sire to vote that shocks him; it is 
their contempt for all things, begin- 
ning with man, whom ‘she does not 


love enough.” He objects to her 
trading on the generosity of the 


American man; he calls it a vengeance 
mesquine that she takes of his good- 
ness. Again, he can never get over 
her shocking disregard of the conve- 
nances, her forgetfulness of that pan- 
oply of virtue which the convent- 
bred woman carries about with her, 
and which is highly needful in a 
country where virtue requires safe- 
guards. He cannot imagine that air 
of crystalline purity in which once 
the American girl was reared, or that 
immense safety which consists in be- 
ing trusted. His civilization is too 
old and too corrupt to do without 
these outer guards. He has known, 
read of and studied only such women 
as his own convent-bred French or 
Italian specimens. 

Marion Crawford has written a 
novel called ‘‘ Tarquisara,” in which 
he pictures the young heroine, an 
Italian princess, a woman of immense 
fortune who never knows any free- 
dom, never even knows what men 
have sued for her hand. She is, to be 
sure, the victim of wicked relatives 
who wish to get her fortune, but she 
has to leave Naples and retreat to a 
mountain fastness that she owns, with 
her maid and an old priest for her 
companions, even to guess at the 
privilege of freedom; and there, too, 
when, against all the prejudices of 
society, she dares to write the sad 
cripple who is suing for her hand to 
visit her, with his father and mother, 
she incurs reproach. She is a splen- 
did character, and the situation is 
romantic in the extreme. 

But what a contrast to the entire 
absence of surveillance that exists in 
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the life of the average American gir]! 
Which is better for the development 
of the ‘‘eternal feminine?” Which 
tells for happiness? Is the juste 
milieu so hard to find? Certainly no 
one envies the sad fate of Crawford's 
heroine, his imprisoned Italian wom- 
an, Verontca Serra, whois doubtless 
a faithful picture of the convent-bred, 
well-born Italian maid, deprived of 
all the natural happiness of a virtu- 
ous love, of a knowledge of her own 
heart. Yet what parent can look 
without trembling on the reverse of 
the picture as he opens a French 
novel and studies the anatomical 
analysis of /Américatne? He won- 
ders if the clever young girl who 
criticises the Frenchman of this epoch 
knows what she is talking about, or if 
she does not know rather too much. 
‘*Yes, Frenchmen are droll,” she 
says; ‘‘they are interesting. Their 
mustaches belong to another age, 
however, the moyen dge, the sixteenth 
century. They are royalists, these 
mustaches; imperialists, heroic, spir- 
itual, like St. Louis’s. They are the 
most beautiful mustaches in the 
world, but they do not go well with 
the modern costume; no, not at all. 
The French have such poor tailors, 
and are not well dressed; their coats 
seem not to have been made for 
them. Now, the armor of Richard 
Coeur de Lion fitted his mustache so 
much better!” 

‘*The Republic has made the dis- 
cord, doubtless,” suggests a married 
friend. And then a young patriot 
comes to the rescue and talks of the 
exquisitely refined conversation of 
the Frenchmen of science, the as- 
tronomers, the littérateurs, ‘* Aadz//és 
par un mauvatis faiseur et cravatés a la 
diable.” 

‘** There is nothing left to the young 
Frenchman of the best class but his 
mustache,” insists /’Américaine, avec 
son insouciante brutalité. 

This conversation is overheard bya 
certain gentleman of the old school, 
atrue gentleman, a grand seigneur. 
No wonder he thinks these Amer- 
icans have been very badly brought 
up. In fact, they have never, in his 








way of looking at it, been brought up 
atall. The young girl, /Américaine, 
has been allowed to come up with no 
restraint, not even that of a good 
heart. She will talk loudly in a res 
taurant, saying, ‘‘ If they understand 
English that is not my fault; they 
ought not to listen.”” Certainly good 
manners are the shadows of good vir- 
tues, and if the Americans have not 
good manners they must submit to 
the supposition of foreigners that 
they are without the virtues. It must 
beconceded, however, that the French 
novelist approaches his subject as if 
he loved it. There is almost an 
enamored fervor in the portrait draw 
ing. As Du Maurier seemed inspired 
by an early passion when he at 
tempted ‘‘Trilby”—and one knew 
that he had knelt at those feet—so of 
the Frenchman who describes his 
heroine: ‘‘Her brilliant mind _in- 
spired her to study, but she soon con 
cluded that it was better to be um 
femme quune féministe. So she 
gave up the profession of being a 
doctor. She concluded to stay a 
woman. Her beauty saved her.” 
Now note his description of a belle: 
‘* Une belle est une de ces créatures, 
brillantes, poltes, possédant le secret 
pouvoir gu tfait les conquérants; c'est 
a elle qui vont tous les hommages, en la 
couvrir de fleurs, on mendie ses sou 
rires.” 

Can anything be prettier than that? 
And /Ameéricaine to this gallant 
Frenchman is not alone an 
Idalian Aphrodite, beautiful, 

Fresh as the foam, new bathed in Paphian 
wells, 


but she is clever. She has what he 
has. She has esprzz?. He recognizes 
his intellectual sister. He knows that 
she is 

Fearing in desire 
To follow knowledge, like a shooting 


star, 
Beyond the utmost bound of human 
thought, 


Thus it is true that the French- 
man sees much to respect as well as 
to laugh at in /Amdéricaine. How 
different is his portraiture to that of 
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the Englishman who gives a some- 
what brutal prod to Miss Chicago and 
to Miss New York! It must be re- 
membered that the Frenchman is not 
born tender and gentle. Before all 
things he is a critic. Therefore he 
must be excused if he is before all 
things critical; and again, he is a 
Latin, and it was never acharacteristic 
of that race toreverence women. We 
need go back only to Ceasar and 
Cicero to learn that the Latin under- 
valued them. 
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So, looking at the Frenchman’s es- 
timate of /’Amé¢ricaine, we can only 
be glad that it ismoworse. We could 
not expect a ‘‘tender-hearted scroll 
of pure adoration,” from such a 
man of such a race, concerning 
such women as hesees in Paris. His 
description must be deeply tinctured 
with sarcasm, with misunderstand- 
ing. Who, indeed, wholly under- 
stands a woman? At any rate, who 
but an American can do /’A méricaine 
justice? 
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OH, REBEL HEART! 


H, rebel heart, that ever through the day 
The length of toil, the little time of play, 
Whispers one name as bird imprisoned sings 
The lost delight of unforgotten Springs, 
The green of April and the gold of May! 


No mandate of mine own will it obey; 
Fearless it yields through frowns and threatenings 
To its one king the things that are the king’s, 


Oh, rebel heart! 


No more my feet the olden path dare stray; 
Mine eyes may not look back upon the way; 
My mouth no more the name forbidden brings. 
Why only should my heart of all these things 
Laugh at my ruling and defy my sway, 


Oh, rebel heart! 


McCrea PICKERING. 
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QUIDDITIES 


\ A ANY are called on, but few are at home. 
4 It is hard to say which is the more difficult—living down a past or liv- 
ing up to a future. 
There is nothing more tragic than unrequited love—unless it be love 
that is requited. 
_ We are judged by our failures, loved for our faults and hated for our 
lirtues. 





BEATRICE STURGES. 
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THE FOOLISH MAID 


\ H, Fate! what cruel jest didst thou employ, 
That I, whose heart was so unwise a thing, 

Whose life ran o’er with bliss or sorrowing, 

Have now nor power to suffer nor enjoy? 

I did not know too many gifts destroy 
Love's gratefulness, and I was wont to bring 
Unto his feet my heart’s whole offering 

That he might make my happiness his toy. 

But when he found that he could make me glad 
Or fearful with a single little word, 

And knew what boundless mastery he had, 
He wearied of submission, and averred 

The days were too monotonous to bear— 

And then he went away—I know not where! 





CHARLOTTE BECKER. 


Wwe 
QUIRKS AND QUIBBLES 


[* is easy for the light-headed to be light-hearted. 
He who confesses that he lies, lies; he who denies that he lies, lies 
twice. 

We admire the man who will listen to reason because he gives us a 
chance to talk. 

Most of us know only one man whom we regard as absolutely fair and 
unbiased, and modesty prevents us from naming him. 

Let a man imagine he is having his own way and a woman can do 
anything with him; let a woman but suspect she is having her own way 
and a man can do nothing with her 

What a pity that most of our most brilliant and original ideas did not 
present themselves to us first. q 

Most men would find it a difficult matter to tell all they know; not that 
they know much; but the difficulty would arise in trying to winnow what 
they do know from what they imagine they know. 

If a man is always as old as he feels, many men pass from youth to old 
age in a single night—from the evening before to the morning after. 

L. pE V. MaATTHEWMAN. 


8 
NO CHANCE FOR HER 


H E—I’m a single man. 
Tue Wipow—Are you a woman-hater? 
**Oh, no; and I don’t care to be one.” 
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By Marvin Dana 


HE carriage rolled swiftly up 
Hampstead Hill and stopped 
before a house that shone 

white in the green frame of its 
grounds. The footman sprang down 
and unfastened the door. A man 
got out, and turning, helped a woman 
to alight. Then the two entered 
through the gate the footman held 
open—for this dzjou residence had 
neither lodge nor drive—and walked 
slowly toward the house, while the 
carriage rolled away to the stables. 

The butler opened the door for 
them and they passed into the hall 
together. 

‘* Wait for me in the drawing-room,” 
the woman said. ‘‘I’ll get into some- 
thing more comfy.” 

But the man stood still, gazing in- 
tently after her as she mounted the 
stairs, noting with all his soul her 
grace and dignity, to which now the 
trailing folds of her opera cloak gave 
a royal charm. On the landing she 
turned and smiled down on him. A 
moment later she had disappeared 
from his eager sight, and he moved 
away, sighing. 

A word from the waiting servant 
recalled him to himself, and he paused 
to lay off hisovercoat. This done, he 
went into the drawing-room to await 
her coming. 

‘*To-night, yes, to-night,” he mur- 
mured, ‘‘she must decide.” This was 
the whole burden of his thoughts dur- 
ing the interval before her return to 
him. 

When at last she appeared he rose 
quickly and advanced toward her, his 
eyes aglow with pleading. She was 
beautiful. The dainty draperies of 
her house gown wherever they touched 
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her form gave elusive suggestions of 
a figure tall, lithe and virginal, yet 
sumptuous. The face above was a 
harmony unique as fair. The great 
eyes were clear as running waters at 
noontime, clear as those of a leopard, 
yet shining with emotions, full of 
dreams and wonderings and tender- 
ness, the eyes of a woman who had 
learned much, who had forgotten 
nothing, who desired more—desired 
all. 

Just now there was much gentle 
kindness in the gaze she gave the 
man, yet her words betrayed noth- 
ing. 

‘*Come out on the balcony,” she 
said, and led him through the dining- 
room and a great window. He ar- 
ranged a chair for her with a cushion 
at her back, then seated himself at 
his ease close by. 

‘*T may smoke?” he asked, produc- 
ing his cigarette case. 

‘*Of course. I'll take one, too, 
please.” 

‘*These you will not like. Waita 
moment.” 

He rose alertly, pleased to serve 
her, and from a box on the sideboard 
in the dining-room secured some of 
the miniature cigarettes she affected. 
These he brought to her, and then 
lighted and held a vesta. 

She sank back in her chair and 
rested, smoking lazily. Both were 
silent for a little, while they gazed, 
meditative, on the scene of tranquil 
beauty beyond the balcony. 

And to their vision this might have 
been a primeval forest. Far as their 
eyes could see ran a thicket of trees, 
whose branches interlaced to hide 
with bowers of green the gardens 
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that lay beneath and the walls that 
marked the boundaries. The houses 
beyond were set lower on the hill, so 
that over the farthest trees only the 
sky line showed blackly blue, bla- 
zoned with the full moon that shone 
undimmed by any veil of smoke at 
this midnight hour. The north wind 
sweeping over the verdure of the 
near-by heath brought a soft, pene- 
trating perfume of earth and flowers, 
and with it there came at intervals, 
sadly, brokenly, the golden notes of 
a nightingale. 

The man’s heart throbbed under 
the witchery of this hour beside the 
woman he loved. In a swift resolve 
he turned to her and spoke: 

** Helen, I love you!” 

He moved his hand and rested it 
on hers. She started a little, and 
turning, gave him one long look, a 
look of questioning and wistfulness; 
her eyes met his fully and searched 
as if to learn the most secret truth of 
his soul. Vaguely she was aware of 
his handsome face, manly, clever, 
strong, sincere, but just now she 
cared only for knowledge of his 
So she gazed mutely 


deeper self. 
into his eyes, seeking and seeking, 


until the tension of her 
wrought on him, and he 
again as if in answer: 

‘Surely you do not doubt me. 
You know that I love you— you 
know it, Helen.” 

“Yes,” she answered, softly, ‘‘ I be- 
lieve that. But * 

‘“‘Then make me happy. Come 
with me, leave all this, love me. 
Come with me out into the world, out 
and away from all we have known 
into a new paradise that shall be ours 
always. Dearest, give me my hap- 
piness!” 

He fell 


regard 
spoke 


silent, waiting, hoping, 
praying. The woman, too, was silent 
aspace. Then she spoke, doubtfully: 

**] would willingly go with you, 
would give you your happiness, were 
I but sure of my own. But after all, 
I do not love you.” 

**I wuald make you happy. 
may trust that to me.” 

‘*In many ways, yes, I may believe 


You 
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that, for already you do. You are 
sympathetic. I can tell you all my 
thoughts, for you are eager to know 
them, and you understand. You talk 
to me of things I love as no one else 
does. Before you came into my life 
it was wholly barren. Now it is 
richer, sweeter, because of you. Yes, 
John, I am grateful to you; you have 
done much forme. But I do not love 
you.”’ 

The man was wise; he did not urge 
her to any change of mood. On the 
contrary, he spoke only of that which 
must, he knew, strongly attract her, 
of that which her spirit most craved. 

‘*No, I do not see why you should 
love me with that depth and power 
of which you are capable. Ido not 
expect that—not yet. It may come 
in time, though, indeed, I dare not 
anticipate it—I am not worthy of it. 
But at least I love you. I cannot 
help that—it is my glory—the one 
thing for which I dare honor myself. 
My love is not merely a gross thing. 
Ah, dear, let us go together through 
the world; let us see again, and to- 
gether, the wonders of earth, an earth 
illumined by love. You have been 
here and there, sight-seeing in the 
crowd, in the whirl of society always; 
you have wandered through the world 
heedlessly, superficially looking on a 
thousand things without realization, 
because love was not with you; now, 
dearest, come with me—I know your 
heart and your desires—let us two as 
one seek out all that is strange and 
wonderful of earth, trying ever to see 
truly, to understand something of the 
meaning in it all. Desert and moun- 
tain, old temples, strange races, life of 
the North and of the South, even all the 
life of the world, let us see the love that 
is its soul, and so come to understand, 
you and I, in part at least, the mys- 
tery and beauty of God’s great plan. 
Deep down in your heart of hearts you 
think of countless things concerning 
which you never speak, for there 
has been no one to whom you could 
speak. These thingsare the greatest, 
the most vital in your life, as they are 
in mine. Let us live as we would 
choose to live. We have aright to 
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happiness, else there is no justice in 
the universe. Reach out your hand 
and lay hold of it. Iam not a saint. 
I tell you clearly that your beauty 
thrills my every nerve, that to kiss 
your lips would be an ecstasy beyond 
all dreams. And yet I love you be- 
yond that, more deeply, more ten- 
derly, for the loveliness of your mind, 
for the splendor of your spirit.” 

The woman’s eyes had grown 
darker, more luminous beneath the 
moonbeams. Now, as the man paused, 
she spoke with curious stress: 

‘* Almost I could love you as you 
deserve. Always you touch my inner 
thought. Oh, yes, yes, I hate my life 

I hate it! It seems to methat Iam 
forever outside of all that is truly pre- 
For years and years my exist- 
ence has been no more than one long 
round of dinners and balls and operas 
and teas and receptions and house 
parties and a hundred like things that 
constitute the tiresome social routine. 
Yet sometimes in a moment of lone- 
liness my soul vibrates in harmony 
with that subtle spirit which makes 
reallife. Now and again, in the rush of 
the hunt, at the opera, when Wagner’s 
heart is laid bare by some poignant 
note, on the great plains of the East’s 
desolation, in the gloomy recesses of a 
fjord, in St. James’s Park at midnight, 
when the glory of nature shines as a 
jewel within its setting of man’s 
palaces, even here in the night, some- 
times my soul opens to reveal itself 
for a little glimpse that is yet an un- 
veiling of mysteries beyond compre- 
hension. Do such strange, vague 
things interest you, too? Then, yes, 
I could go with you. You care for 
me beyond face and form—ah, yes, I 
could go with you.” 

‘*Helen, my darling, my love!” 
The man’s voice was low, tremulous. 
His face drew near to hers, and 
slowly, reverently, he kissed her on 
the lips. 

There was a silence, while the man 
was billowed in raptures, but the 
woman only wondered. It was she 
that spoke again. 

‘*T loved my husband. 
I think I love him. 


cious. 


Even now 
But there is no 
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longer any sympathy between us. 
He seems to care only for his stocks, 
his companies, and what the money 
he makes brings in the form of a 
house and servants, an aristocratic 
visiting list, the power of entertaining 
a duke, the privilege of dropping in 
at the Carlton, a party of pretty women 
for supper at the Savoy or Prince’s, 
or my portrait in the Academy. Yet 
he was a Vermont country boy before 
he made his money and married me. 
Now he is an expatriate of the expa- 
triates— this really seems home to 
him, I suppose. It is not home to 
me.” 

She paused for a moment, and when 
she resumed speaking there was a new 
note of bitterness in her voice. 

‘*Home! Why, I have never had 
a home—never. Can you understand 
what that means, you whose family 
seat has been almost as to-day for 
four centuries? Think of my loneli- 


ness, my girlhood in a convent, my 
life afterward until my marriage, a 
constant moving from one hotel to 
another with my father, and ever 


since a passing from rented house to 
rented house! You spoke of our wan- 
dering about the world; no, I would 
rather live in the traditional cottage, 
somewhere, anywhere in a fixed 
abode, in the Scotch mountains, per- 
haps, to remain there for the rest of 
my life, there to make a true home, 
mine to know and to love, a spot 
where tree and flower and turf and 
brook could grow dearer and dearer 
through changing years, until at last 
my body might lie among them to 
share in their being, while my soul 
passed on to other things I loved. 
Yes, think of it; I have never had a 
home!” 

The pathos in 
him. 

‘*T will make you a home,” he 
whispered, gently, ‘‘a true home, 
wherever you will, in any country, of 
any kind, great or humble, at your 
pleasure, a home for you—and me. 
Let me do this; give me my happi- 
ness, and in giving it you will find 
your own.” 

Again the silence fell. 


her voice smote 


The wom- 
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an looked out over the night, dream- 
ing of distant days. The man beside 
her sat with eyes unwaveringly 
turned to hers, and the strength of 
his passion flowed out from him and 
circled about her, until at last she 
turned with a little cry and cast her- 
self on his breast in complete aban- 
donment. 

‘Yes, yes, I will go with 
Let it be soon—to-morrow!” 
lips met his. 

When he had gone the woman 
went up to her room, and there, 
having dismissed her maid, gave her- 
self over to meditation. She felt no 
regret that she had promised to fly 
from the husband whom once she 
loved; she had no fear concerning 
society’s scorn. Her own contempt 
for the conventional life saved her 
from any interest in the world’s good 
or bad report. She had no friends 
save in an artificial sense—no one in 
all the world whom she deeply loved, 
by whom in turn she was beloved. 
Her constant yearning for a life 
simpler, sincerer, more in touch with 
the permanent things, found food for 
hope in this seclusion with a man 
whose mind and heart were in sym- 
pathy with hers. That she did not 
love him disturbed her not at all, for 
she loved no one else. His desires 
were hers; together they would find 
content in a form of life that to her 
husband, to her friends, must seem a 
martyrdom. 

She was lying stretched lazily on a 
sofa in her dressing-room when a 
gentle knock sounded on the door. 
In response to her call her husband 
entered. 

‘*I did not know you had come in,’ 
she remarked, pleasantly. 

‘*I’m only this moment back from 
the club,” he answered. ‘‘I—I have 
something to tell you.” 

An unfamiliar quality in his voice 
caused her to look at him more close- 
ly, and she noted that his face was 
paler than usual, his brow furrowed, 
his eyes sunken. 

‘** You are not ill, Floyd?” she asked, 
with a pang of apprehension. 

*“No, no.” He shook his head 


you. 
and her 
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nervously. ‘‘ But I have bad news— 
the worst.”’ 

‘‘What can you mean? The Duke 
has canceled his acceptance?” 

**Good Lord, no! What doI care 


for dukes, or for anything else, for 
that matter, except as toys to please 
No, Helen, this is beyond such 

I—we are ruined — penni- 


you? 
follies. 
less.” 

‘*Oh!” 

Her ejaculation was one of aston- 
ishment rather than of dismay. In 
all her life she had never known the 
lack of money. Now, at first, she 
was quite unable to realize in the 
least what it might mean, and she sat 
silent, striving crudely to imagine the 
effect poverty might have on one’s 
life. 

Her husband’s voice broke in on 
her reverie. He had risen and was 
walking restlessly to and fro before 
her. His pallor had passed and a 
flush of excitement touched his 
cheeks. 

‘*‘Of course you will blame me—I 
blame myself. I’ve been wonderful- 
ly successful in the past. I thought 
I must remain so always. But this 
last slump caught me—took every- 
thing I had, in fact. You must go 
back to your father in New York. 
You can get a divorce for non-sup- 
port. I’ve known for a long time 
that you never loved me, so I don’t 
suppose it matters much—you will be 
as happy, or happier.” 

The woman was moved to 
ment protest: 

‘*I did love you, Floyd. I loved 
you when I married you. You——’” 

But the husband interrupted, with 
a sneer: 

‘“*Love! You do 
the word means! Whatcan you know 
of love? You! rushing here and 
there, your whole life one circle of 
social gaieties. There is no place for 
love in such a life, though room in 
plenty for flirtations—they’re quite a 
proper and necessary part of it, pro- 
vided you’re chaperoned and discreet. 
But neither shallow sentiment nor 
brute ardor is love, nor ever will be. 
You to say that you loved me! You 


vehe- 


not know what 
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have no right to speak of love! You! 
Oh, I know you are clean and wom- 
anly and wholesome, but your life is 
centred on trifling things. You have 
starved the deeper part of yourself 
until itis dead! I never dreamed of 
speaking to you like this. I meant 
only to tell you of the financial disas- 
ter, to receive your reproaches un- 
complainingly, to send you away 
without unnecessary revelation of my 
heart. But when you said that you once 
loved me you tried my self-restraint 
too far, and I tell you again that it 
is not true. No, ft is not true!” 

‘*‘What right have you to judge my 
power of loving?” 

‘* The supreme right of knowledge. 
I have loved!” 

‘** You have loved! How! 

‘**As a man should love. 
loved you!” 

‘**You have loved me? 
you say it!” 

The woman laughed mockingly. 

The man paused and faced her with 
lowering brow. 

‘** No sacrilege! 


Whom?” 
I have 


How dare 


Love is sacred, if 


you have any remnant of a woman’s 


heart!” His voice softened wonder- 
fully as he continued: ‘‘When I saw 
you first, Helen, I saw an angel. I 
loved you even then, ignorantly yet 
truly. And always since, day by day, 
my love has deepened, it has grown 
beyond any description in words of 
mine. Most of all I have loved that 
part of you which has dwindled until 
now it seems almost extinguished. 
You are more beautiful than ever be- 
fore, your mind more keen and pol- 
ished. But your spirit—the real you 
—what of it? That which I love 
most I mourn as one might mourn a 
lover dying. What has it to feed on? 
And the spirit must have its food or 
it must surely die! It cannot live on 
royal drawing-rooms and bubbles of 
champagne. You have given your- 
self up to the ornamental details of 
one unadmirable phase of life. You 
have given up all else for the sake of 
a petty, frivolous success that to any 
being a single sphere above ours must 
seem contemptible and absurd. And I 
have kept silent and toiled my best to 
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buy you your playthings, hoping and 
praying always that you might waken. 
That hope was vain. NowlI can no 
longer give you the things you crave. 
I must let you go, look no more on 
your beauty. It would break my 
heart were not my heart already 
broken. Yet this last matters little, 
for in very truth I lost you long ago.” 

The woman's eyes were wet. She 
could not speak, and it was with a 
certain relief that after a little she 
heard him continue: 

‘* These heroics must bore you hor- 
ribly. Forgive me. You are always 
kind, Helen. Let me tell you now 
how much I regret all the annoyance 
this change must cause you.” 

She strove to answer as calmly as 
he spoke. ‘I am only sorry on your 
account. You say you have lost 
everything?” 

‘** Practically everything.” 

‘*You mean that you still have a 
little?” 

The husband exhibited traces of 
embarrassment. 

‘*T have a small place in Vermont, 
four hundred acres, house and barn 
and stock—a good farm, in fact.” 

** Just where?” 

** In Charlotte.” 

‘* Why, that’s the town where you 
were born, isn’t it? You never told 
me that you had an estate there.” 

‘*Well, you see I only bought it a 
few yearsago. Totell you the truth, 
it’s the old place. It was sold when 
father died—it had to be. But after 
I had money I was always trying to 
get it, and finally I succeeded. It 
was home to me, Helen. It had been 
in the family five generations. I 
lived there the first eighteen years of 
my life. I know every rod of it, 
mountain and field and brook. It 
runs down to Lake Champlain on one 
side and just touches the mountains 
on the other. Oh, it is beautiful 
there, the hills, the splendid mead- 
ows, the woods, the streams, the 
loveliest bit of earth under the sky. 
And it’s home to me!” 

She had been listening with shin- 
ing eyes, and now as he stopped short 
she cried out, eagerly: 
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‘*Would you like to live there? 
Could you give up money-getting and 
all this sort of thing, the life we are 
living? Could you? Could you live 
out of the world like that, loving 
earth and sky and tree and flower, 
every living thing, thinking your own 
thoughts, finding entertainment and 
joy in your own mind and soul? 
Could you live content there in your 
Vermont home?” 

A strange light flashed in his eyes. 

‘*It has been the dream of my life 
to take you there, to teach you, too, 
to love it, to find in it the joy I find 
init. Yes, I have dreamed of going 
there with you, of making it your 
home as well as mine. Oh, the ideal 
life of my ambition! to have our best 
friends with us sometimes, to go 
about, out into the old life now and 
then, but to make there our true 
home, not rusting, but growing in 
the strength of love and happiness.” 

He paused, and there was a hush 
over them. Suddenly it was broken 
by the wife, who spoke in a voice 
strained by desperate resolve. 

‘*We have been blind, blind—both 
of us! I must tell you of my mistake, 
my horrible mistake—the wrong I 
have done you!” 

With that she told him the story of 
the evening, toldit all. And her last 
words were: ‘‘ Understand me well— 
I know that I have no right to your 


forgiveness. Yet remember, I told 
him that I had no love for him, that 
I loved you once, that I had loved 
none since. I told him—God forgive 
me!—that you had ceased to care for 
me. I only promised to go with him 
that I might escape the garish life 
here, that I might find somewhere a 
home. And now—oh, I cannot un- 
derstand our blindness, or how we 
grew apart! No, no, my spirit is not 
dead, but it has been starving. You 
tell me of the home you love; oh, 
could you but forgive me and take 
me there! I would have gone with 
him to flee despair; I would go with 
you to find utter happiness.” 

The husband took her in his arms 
with joy in his eyes. 

‘There is nothing to forgive. It 
is our mode of life that has made us 
blind. There is nothing to forgive— 
if you would rather run away with 
me. You have proved to me that 
your desire and mine are one. We 
will leave all this and go home to- 
gether.” 

The north wind sweeping over the 
verdure of the near-by heath brought 
to the open window a soft, penetrat- 
ing perfume of earth and flowers, 
and with it there came at intervals 
the golden notes of a nightingale, 
singing peace to the stars, and the 
echo of the song sounded in their 
hearts. 


2m 
THREATENING A BOLT 


oe I UT you will thunder down the ages!” the admiring constituent cried. 
The Great Politician looked at him perplexedly. 
‘* Sometimes I imagine I am going to thunder!” he said. 
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WOMAN’S WAY 


WHEN a man asks a woman to marry him she says: 
1. ‘* Don't be ridiculous!” 
s. ** Yes.” 
That is, she gives him good advice and straightway deprives him of the 
opportunity to follow it. 
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SONNETS TO A LOVER 
By Myrtle Reed 


I—VIOLETS 


HOLD thy violets against my face 
And deeply breathe the haunting, purple scent 

That fills my weary heart with sweet content 
And lays upon my soul a chrismal grace; 
The air around me for a little space 

Is heavy with the fragrance they have lent, 

And every passing wind that heavenward went 
Has held thy blossoms in a close embrace. 


I think I love the violets best of all 
Because of that hushed sweetness, far and faint 
As star dust through the darkness dimly sown; 
Forever do they hold my sense in thrall, 
My spirit kneels as to some imaged saint— 
For they—and thou—were made to be my own. 





II—AN OLD LOVE SONG 


As if upon my heart-strings softly played 
By angel hands that touch the chords unseen, 
Through all the dead, sweet years that lie between, 
There comes the music of a serenade. 
Of olden dreams the melody is made, 
Of violets that bloom amid the green; 
And like a benediction, calm, serene, 
A gentle peace upon my soul is laid. 


And yet, forgive me if the hot tears start, 
When at the end the deep chords seem to pause 
And great arpeggios swell out clear and strong, 
For thou hast kept the sun within my heart 
And I must weep for very joy because 
Our years of love are mingled with the song. 


III—THE LOVELIGHT 


Strong surges of the world around thee roll 
And high thy pulses burn at fever heat 
Amid the thousands in the city street 

Whose eyes are strained to see a distant goal. 

The human tide moves far past thy control 
And weary grow thy hastening, eager feet, 
When heavy-eyed despair has come to beat 

With sickening terrors on thy tired soul. 
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My soldier, no! I will not have thee fail! 
What though untoward Fate against thee seems 
And far afield has ever made thee roam? 
Thy steadfast courage must at last prevail, 
And through the lattice-lights my candle gleams 
To lead my wanderer back to love and home. 


IV—THE WATER OF FORGETFULNESS 


By Stygian shores a sunless river flows, 
Through barren fields and desert wastes of sand; 
And on its marge strange, ghostly travelers stand, 
To touch the somber flood and find repose. 
One draught of Lethe, and there comes to those 
Who journey to that undiscovered strand, 
A peace unknown upon this troubled land, 
Which slowly into marble calmness grows. 


Some day I, too, from thy dear arms withdrawn, 
On that last voyage sped by prayer and dirge, 
Shall stand with those who wait beside the stream ; 
But though beyond me lies immortal dawn, 
I take no cup of peace from that grim surge 
If thus my heart shall lose its earthly dream. 


V—AFTERWARD 


When Death's white poppies rest upon my eyes, 
As if my last rebellion He forgave; 
When through the transept and the vaulted nave 
The solemn measures of my requiem rise, 
Think not that in the dust before thee lies 
Thy heart of hearts, beyond thy strength to save 
From secret hiding in a distant grave, 
For thou hast still the love that never dies. 


So kneel beside me, Dearest, with thy palm 
Laid on my face in that old tenderness 
Too great for words, since there is no regret 
Twixt thee and me; and when the chanted psalm 
Has softly changed to prayer and holiness, 
Think not, O soul of mine, that I forget! 


a 


CHIPS THAT HADN’T BEEN CASHED 


EWITT—When your boy was at my house to-day he swallowed five 
dollars’ worth of poker chips. 

Jewett—Is that so? 

Hewirt—yYes; I'd like the money, please. 





LORD CAMMARLEIGH’S SECRET 


By Roy 


\ JHEN Anthony Brooke woke 
up one fine morning to hear 
his landlady’s voice at the 
door demanding a parley, the sensa- 
tion was one of acute irritation that he 
had no means of making her a slave 
to his desire, which was for breakfast. 

‘* What is it?” he asked, sleepily. 

‘*T’ve brought your breakfast, Mr. 
Brooke. Have you got the money to 
pay for it, or shall I take it down- 
stairs again?” 

He had heard the latter threat for 
some days, but as yet, although no 
payment had been forthcoming, the 
breakfast had been brought in and 
plumped angrily down on the dress- 
ing table—the only table. To-day, 
however, there was the sound of an- 
other voice cheering his landlady on 
to battle. Evidently the sympathies 
of a neighbor had been invoked. 

‘* You're soft-’earted, Mrs. 
Leech, and your own brother a police 
officer, too. There’s no need for you 
to put up with it.” 

Mrs. Leech, thus urged, squealed 
through the keyhole, ‘‘I shall take it 
down if it ain’t paid for.” 

But Anthony was hungry, desper- 
ately so, and pride is not the bride of 
hunger. 

‘*Don’t take it away, Mrs. Leech. 
[ need it,” he said, pleadingly. 

‘*I dessay you do, but I’ve got my 
rent to pay.” 

**Oh, that’s silly.” 

‘*Is it? You're nothing to me, Mr. 
Brooke.”’ 

Here the voice in the background 
broke in, with immeasurable scorn: 
‘*Calls hisself a gentleman, does he?” 

“*T never said A sense of 
humor was Anthony’s weak point in 
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these difficulties. It hardly conduced 
to conciliation. Mrs. Leech was not 
up to the appreciation of such delicate 
badinage. 

‘You'd be the only one as ’d dare 
to tell such an untruth, if you did 
say it,” was the retort, the last part of 
which died away in the direction of 
the kitchen. 

Anthony sat on the edge of his bed 
gazing blankly before him. No day 
need be absolutely hopeless if built 
on the sure foundation of breakfast. 
Now this had failed. To add to 
his depression it was raining. This 
meant that he must make a dash for 
the nearest public institution, and he 
was meditatively debating the re- 
spective merits of a picture gallery 
andamuseum. The great thing was 
to get out of the way of his landlady 
during the daytime. 

Suddenly he remembered that he 
had put his boots outside the door. 
This was absurd, as many a rainy 
day had come and gone since his land- 
lady had condescended to clean them. 
If she had taken them down-stairs it 
involved entering into negotiations 
for their return, negotiations that 
must inevitably lead to a further 
financial discussion. It had really 
been very thoughtless of him. He 
opened the door cautiously to see if 
by chance they were still in the same 
place. They were gone. He was 
finishing dressing when he heard 
them dropped quite respectfully on 
the mat outside. After waiting a 
minute to allow for the retirement of 
the enemy, he drew them in. He 
could have seen his face in them. 

‘*T’d sooner have had breakfast,” 


he murmured. However, he tight- 
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ened his waistband and prepared for 
flight; that is to say, the usual morn- 
ing maneuver of getting out of the 
front door before Mrs. Leech could 
intercept and harangue him. 

He opened the door with gentle 
secrecy—to find himself face to face 
with the landlady. 

“T’ll bring your breakfast, 
she said, quite gently. 

At that Anthony was much molli- 
fied. After all, he reflected, it was 
unnatural for a woman to goto ex- 
treme lengths with a person so charm- 
ing as himself. But he drew himself 
up and the corners of his mouth went 
down. 

‘“*Thank you, I shall go out to 
breakfast,” he said, conscious of the 
possession of three halfpence. 

“Then it’s a pity you don’t pay 
your bill!” retorted Mrs. Leech, angry 
that her advances should have been 
rebuffed. 

Anthony walked out into the quiet 
little Pimlico street. Luckily the 
rain had ceased and the sun had 
come out. He walked briskly for the 
first half-mile. The early morning 
hour holds a promise all its own, a 
hopefulness dependent on nothing 
tangible. 

His pace slackened as he neared the 
busier parts; he began to look about 
him and to take that interest in other 
people’s business peculiar to those 
who have none of their own. The 
average passer-by would, at a first 
glance, have put him down as the 
cherished darling of a happy home. 
He was exceedingly handsome, in a 
pleasant, fair manner, with nice eyes, 
a winning smile and a strong jaw. 
His figure was of middle height and 
slender, and he held himself straight, 
as if he were the most prosperous 
person in the world, wearing his light 
tweed suit—none too new—with that 
indescribable capacity for making it 
seem quite the smartest thing he 
could have worn. 

Suddenly his mood changed; his 
brows contracted. He began to re- 
volve schemes. Something must be 
done. Luckily he had a dinner invi- 
tation for that evening. He could 
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last till then, and perhaps this might 
be the day on which his real career 
would begin. It was a consolation to 
know that each succeeding day held 
this possibility. Still, he must go on 
striving. It was impossible matters 
could continue as they were. He 
would go into the Park and think it 
out. It would be quite dry now. 

He was passing through Belgrave 
Square. A few yards in front of him 
a victoria was drawn up at the curb. 
A tall, aristocratic-looking man, who 
was hatless and had evidently but just 
come out of the house, was talking to 
a lady seated in the carriage. While 
Anthony was still three or four yards 
off he heard someone behind him say, 
“That is Lord Cammarleigh — the 
Marquis of Cammarleigh.” 

Anthony gazed the more curiously, 
for everyone is interested in what a 
marquis is like, whatever some people 
may pretend. And what Anthony 
took in at once was the curious rest- 
lessness of the man’s eyes. They 
glanced hither and thither as if he 
were hunted, and the observer found 
himself murmuring, ‘‘ That is a man 
who is afraid. He has a secret.” 

As Anthony passed he brushed his 
lordship’s coat. Lord Cammarleigh 
turned round with an exclamation al- 
most of terror. At that moment the 
lady in the carriage held out her hand, 
and an instant later she had driven 
off. 

Suddenly an idea, together with a 
complete course of action, rose in 
Anthony’s brain as if by magic. He 
ran swiftly up the steps, and just as 
his lordship was about to enter the 
house he tapped him on the shoulder. 
The other turned, and their eyes met. 

‘*T know your secret,” said Anthony, 
simply. 

The man grew livid and staggered 
back against the door pillar. 

They stood thus for some seconds, 
Anthony looking at his victim with 
pitiless eyes, Cammarleigh breathing 
heavily, looking at him with a mute 
appeal for mercy. 

‘* What do you want?” he asked at 
last. 


‘*Can’t we go inside?” said An- 
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thony. ‘*You look upset, and your 
servants might talk.” 

Without a word Lord Cammarleigh 
turned and led the way into the house 
and down the spacious hall to a door at 
the back. Anthony followed, bearing 

mself with the most perfect assur- 

ance. He had always said to himself 
that he should never know real do- 
mestic comfort till he was lodged in 
1 palace. The room that they en- 
tered was delightful, difficult to de- 
in detail, but full of books, 
divans and other comforts and luxu- 
ries. The great French windows 
were thrown open, and a flight of 
three steps led into a small garden 
that was a scarlet blaze. Both the 
oom, which was almost detached 
from the rest of the house, and the 
garden, surrounded by its high white 
wall, were inviting and restful. 

The Marquis stood aside as Anthony 
entered, looking round to see that 
nobody was about. He then came in 
gently, closed the door and turned to 
Anthony, who had already sunk into 
the most comfortable seat in the room 
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with a sigh of appreciation. 
‘*Come, let’s be friends and talk,” 
Anthony said, cheerfully, and laughed. 


terror that had re- 
mained till now in Cammarleigh’s 
died away. Anthony's laugh 
was not only charming but in this 
case reassuring. 

**T haven’t a card,” continued An- 
thony, ‘‘but my name is Anthony 
Brooke, gentleman.” He emphasized 
the last word as if he wished to make 
Cammarleigh understand that he in- 
tended to be treated as such. 

Lord Cammarleigh poured some 
brandy from a decanter into a glass 
and drank it. ‘‘How did you find 
out?” he asked in a low, unsteady 
voice, 

Anthony looked at him and smiled. 
‘*T don’t think I'll tell you that. In 
fact, I don’t think it would be policy 
on my part. It’s sufficient that I did 
find out.” 

‘What do you want?” asked Cam- 
marleigh, somewhat fortified by the 
brandy. 

‘“Well, to begin with, I want a 
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drink; although I’m sorry for your 
sake that it’s not all I shall want.” 
He rose and helped himself to brandy. 

‘* May I ask you to ring for some 
soda water?” 

Lord Cammarleigh indicated a si- 
phon on a table near. 

‘*] saw that,” Anthony answered, 
coolly, ‘‘ but I don’t care for anything 
but soda. May I?” And he touched 
the bell. 

His lordship rose indignantly, 
thought better of it, and sat down 
again. The servant appeared and 
the order was given. 

While waiting for the soda water 
Anthony commented on the garden. 
‘*] see your garden is all red. I 
should have thought that, considering 
what is on your conscience, a garden 
of lilies would have been more an- 
tiseptic.” 

Lord Cammarleigh shivered. 
long, nervous, white hand 
stretched forth; and Anthony, who 
was watching him in the glass, saw 
the next moment the gleam of a re- 
volver. He turned to Cammarleigh 
with a winning smile. 

‘* Now you know perfectly well you 
would have done that long ago if you 
had dared. You had better give it 
tome. The want of it may cure you 
of theatricals.”’ 

The servant entered at that mo- 
ment with the soda water. Anthony 
drank his brandy and soda and was 
refreshed. 

‘*Now let me put my case in a 
nutshell.” He took a cigarette from a 
cedar-wood box close by and lighted 
it. ‘*I am, as I said before, Anthony 
Brooke, gentleman. I have neither 
money nor prospects, but many large 
fortunes are made by the discovery 
and patenting of secrets. I patent 
your secret by keeping it to myself. 
I propose, till I decide what I wish 
to be, and howand where I wish to 
live, to remain here as your private 
secretary. By the way, have you 
one?” 

‘**T have.’ 

‘Quite so. Poor young man—he’ll 
have to go! Never mind; you can 
compensate him.” 


One 
was 
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‘*I must ask you to be careful. 
Name your price and go!” 

‘*I haven't decided on my price 
yet, and I'm certainly not going. 
And don’t begin talking like that, 
because you must get on with me 
somehow. You may call me Tony, 
if you like.” 

“Your price!” demanded Lord 
Cammarleigh, almost sharply. He 
was pulling himself together — this 
would never do. 

‘*If you talk to mein that way I 
will at once expose you.” 

Cammarleigh subsided. 

‘**Yes,” continued Anthony, ‘the 
position of your private secretary 
will, I think, suit me to perfection. 
You shall give me a suite of rooms, 
and I'll draw my salary as I want it. 
I sha’n’t ruin you—I’m really much 
too clever for that.” 

** Suite of rooms—here?” 

**'Why not? It would be absurd to 
assert that I should look out of 
place.” 

Cammarleigh felt that Anthony 
was right, and he was even somewhat 
thankful in his heart that the person 
who had such a hold on him should 
be so presentable; but still—to have 
an absolute stranger coming into the 
house, becoming the actual, if not the 
apparent master, it was impossible! 
And so he told Anthony, always with 
an eye to keeping him in a good tem- 
per. He was in momentary agony 
lest this self-assured young gentle- 
man should open the door and an- 
nounce what he had discovered to the 
house. 

Anthony listened to his arguments, 
noting with inward amusement the 
conciliatory restraint that ran through 
all he said. When he had finished, 
without deigning to discuss the mat- 
ter further, Anthony rose. 

** Where is your secretary?” 

** He has two days’ leave.” 

**So much the better. Send his 
things after him. Now let us go and 
look at the house.” He moved to- 
ward the door. For one moment 
Cammarleigh discussed with himself 
the feasibility of leaping from behind 
and throttling his persecutor, but as 
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he was almost in the act of doing so 
he remembered that possibly others 
knew of Anthony’s whereabouts. 

‘* As far as your servants are con- 
cerned, you had better tell them at 
once that I am your new secretary, 
and you might add that I am likely 
to have a deal more authority than 
my predecessors. I don’t suppose 
they'll make much comment. You 
are the sort of man who is always 
having new secretaries.” 

Anthony selected a charming sit- 
ting-room and bedroom on the third 
floor, both looking out on the Square. 

‘*Were these rooms your late sec- 
retary’s?” 

‘*He slept at the back,” said Cam- 
marleigh, tartly. 

‘* Ah, but he didn’t know—” began 
Anthony. 

*“*Sh!” cried Lord Cammarleigh. 
Any inclination on Anthony’s part to 
expatiate on the dreaded subject was 
sufficient to make him turn ashen. 

They went down-stairs again, and 
Cammarleigh, under Anthony's di- 
rections, rang for the butler and ex- 
plained the new secretary’s arrival 
and status. 

*“‘“Another of ‘em! Wonder ‘ow 
long he'll stop,” thought Mr. Gregs- 
by. 

Lord Cammarleigh then wrote An- 
thony a cheque, also under the lat- 
ter’s direction. It was for two hun- 
dred and fifty pounds. 

‘* It'll do to get some decent clothes 
and a nice, quiet tie-pin. You can 
give me a cigarette case. Anybody 
coming to lunch?” he asked. 

‘“*T am lunching with the Prime 
Minister,” said Cammarleigh, stiffly. 

**Don’t do that. You can’t pos- 
sibly take me with you, and we don’t 
half know each other yet.” 

So they lunched together, and the 
Prime Minister, his wife and a dis- 
tinguished foreign diplomatist were 
kept waiting. 

Cammarleigh had to admit that 
Anthony was excellent company. 
Anthony was determined that the 
iron hand should be concealed by the 
velvet glove. It was better manners, 
and certainly more convenient. The 
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velvet glove in this case was repre- 
sented by Anthony showing the best 
conversational powers, and insidi- 
ously flattering Cammarleigh on his 
capacity as a politician. Cammar- 
leigh prided himself on being an in- 
dependent critic of all governments, 
principally because, as no govern- 
ment had ever thought it worth while 
to smother his criticism beneath the 
weight of place, it was the only role 
open to him. Politics had a peculiar 
fascination for Anthony, who believed 
that great politicians, like great gen- 
erals, must be made before they are 
thirty. He had already a scheme 
arranging itself in his head. He 
had, to say the least of it, a pretty 
wit, and Lord Cammarleigh, who 
had succeeded to the title when he 
was six years of age, and had lived 
all his life in an atmosphere of arti- 
ficial respect and assumed deference 
that his inferiors in station were far 
from feeling for him, found himself 
laughing almost boisterously. 

After lunch Anthony went out. 
‘* Are you dining at home?” he asked, 
as he left the room. 


‘*T am afraid I shall be engaged all 
the rest of the day,” said Cammar- 
leigh, who was getting quite affable. 


He was reflecting that, after all, 
things might have been worse, and 
that it was best to be friendly. 

‘*That will suit me admirably,” 
answered Anthony. ‘‘I’ve heaps of 
things to do.” 

After a visit to the bank An- 
thony spent the afternoon racing 
about London in a hansom, buying 
new clothes and the nice, quiet tie- 
pin. He paid avisit to Mrs. Leech in 
order to settle his bill, and rescued a 
few clothes that he had been compelled 
to part with temporarily. These, 
with the addition of a new tall hat, 
ties, gloves, etc., would do to go on 
with till the tailors got through with 
his orders. 

‘*T think I’m all right,” he mur- 
mured, as he drove down Piccadilly in 
the blazing afternoon sunshine, watch- 
ing the blue smoke of his cigarette 
dissipate in the wind. ‘‘Is there any 
sensation so exhilarating as that of a 
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successful adventurer!” Suddenly 
he burst out laughing, as the absurd- 
ity of the situation struck him for 
the first time with full force. He 
laughed, indeed, till the driver opened 
the little trap-door above him to see if 
he was in a fit. At last he became 
serious again and fell to. thinking 
deeply. Then, as he rustled the crisp 
banknotes in his pocket, he remem- 
bered that he had the evening ahead 
in which to do as he liked. ‘‘I'll go 
and see Bianca and take her out. I 
don’t see why I shouldn't be better 
friends with her than ever. I can 
afford it now. Of course, I must keep 
her in the background. I might want 
to make a good marriage. Lucky I’ve 
got no relations to ask questions.” 

The next morning he took Cammar- 
leigh’s letters into his room and 
asked which he should answer. Cam- 
marleigh opened his eyes wide. He 
had not hoped for one moment to get 
any work out of Anthony. Anthony 
noticed his surprise. ‘‘Oh, it’s best 
to play the game properly,” he 
said. 

Cammarleigh certainly had to ad- 
mit that his new secretary showed 
capacity. He displayed absolute 
genius in replying to the lady with the 
fund for something or other, sending 
the minimum of contribution in such 
a way as to secure for Cammarleigh 
the maximum of advertisement. 

The first time that Anthony found 
it necessary to put on the screw was 
on the subject of entertaining. Cam- 
marleigh, one of the richest peers in 
England, with huge estates in all four 
countries, was noted for the bad din- 
ners he gave. 

“If you give bad dinners,” re- 
marked Anthony, ‘‘it may prove a 
very serious check to my advance- 
ment.” 

‘* Who says I give bad dinners?” 
demanded Cammarleigh, angrily. 

‘*Your butler. He says the only 
people who come are those who can’t 
afford to stop away, and that he be- 
lieves they dine beforehand.” 

‘*T shall dismiss Gregsby at once.’ 

** You will do nothing of the kind. 
You must get a new chef and kitchen 
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staff, and before a month is out your 
dinners shall be talked of every- 
where. I should like to write a menu 
of the perfect dinner as a model for 
royalty.” 

‘*Dinners cost a lot of money,” 
grumbled Cammarleigh, surlily. 

‘* Precisely. That is why you can 
easily distinguish yourself in this 
direction.”’ 

‘*How am I to account for you?” 

‘* Every rich man has aright to a 
private secretary. Besides,” added 
Anthony, sweetly, ‘‘ people won't 
want me to be accounted for when 
they see that I am entertaining them 
with your money. And,” he added, 
with a kind of carelessness that he in- 
variably assumed when he meant 
Cammarleigh to understand that his 
request was acommand, “you needn't 
convey the impression to the world 
that I am penniless.” 

Cammarleigh gave his dinner 
parties, and had the satisfaction of 
seeing that his private secretary was a 
great success; and Anthony became 
known as ‘‘ that charming young man 
who has sprung from goodness knows 
where and manages Lord Cammar- 
leigh’s affairs so perfectly.” 

He took good care to allow nobody 
to treat him as a dependent. He 
manifested a lively interest in politics 
and startled Lord Cammarleigh one 
day by saying, ‘‘I see your second 
cousin, who represents the Cammar- 
leigh district, has applied for the 
Chiltern Hundreds. Whom are they 
putting up in his place?” 

‘*Well, the Heads in London have 
intimated to the local snobs that if 
they can select the Home Secretary’s 
grand-nephew it will be agreeable to 
everybody, so I suppose the matter is 
settled.” 

‘*Ah,” murmured Anthony, ‘the 
Prime Minister resents the personality 
of the Home Secretary. The Home 
Secretary is an ostentatious nobody 
with a conscience. I sha’n’t offend 
the Prime Minister, so, of course, the 
matter is settled.” 

‘** What do you mean?” 

**You must manage to put me up 
for Cammarleigh.” 


His lordship raved, argued, pro- 
tested, swore—all to no purpose. In 
vain he pointed out that the selection 
of the candidate already chosen was 
part of a long-planned policy to annoy 
the Prime Minister. Anthony of 
course carried the day, although he 
loyally assisted his victim through the 
difficulties and humiliations that such 
a policy entailed. Anthony went 
down to Cammarleigh and flattered 
the local big-wigs, bribed the venal, 
made every woman in the place his 
champion, and finally delivered a 
speech that settled the matter. Cam- 
marleigh watched all his proceedings 
as one in a dream. 

‘* By the way,” said Anthony one 
morning soon after the election, 
** Lady Sybil Binks is your niece, isn't 
she?” 

‘*Lady Sybil is my sister’s child. 
My sister and I do not speak.” He 
said this with an outward dignity but 
with an inward dread of some new 
and humiliating demand. 

‘*She is very beautiful,” said An- 
thony, dreamily. ‘‘What did you 
and her mother quarrel about?” 

‘**T don’t see how that can interest 


you,” snapped Cammarleigh. 


‘**] think it will.” Anthony’s voice 
was colored by a slow, hard intona- 
tion. 

‘* Look here,” said Lord Cammar- 
leigh, rising to his feet, ‘‘ for eight 
months I have been your slave. 
You've poisoned every hour of my 
existence. You’ve——” 

‘* Come now,” interrupted Anthony, 
**don’t be silly. We've had some 
very good times together. Why, 
you've never laughed so much and so 
often in all your life.” 

But Cammarleigh had grown reck- 
less. ‘‘ You may think so, but here 
you are, a perfect stranger to me, 
living in my house, having drawn on 
me for something like thirty thousand 
pounds, most of which I believe 
you've put in the bank, because, on 
my soul, I seem to pay for everything. 
Your seat is about the safest there is, 
you've been down to stay with the 
Prime Minister, and you may be the 
son of a damned cook for all I know.” 
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‘*Oh, come, your instinct teaches 
you better than that,” said Anthony, 
gently. 

‘* Go to the devil!” screamed Cam- 
marleigh. 

Anthony walked to the window and 
looked out. ‘‘ Singular, the amount 
of leisure the police force seem to 
have!” he said, and he went out on 

> balcony 

‘Come back!” Cammarleigh’s voice 
was hoarse. 

Lady Sybil Binks is 
isn’t she?” asked Anthony. 
did you and her mother 
ibout?” 

‘* Something to do with her dowry,” 
said Cammarleigh, uncomfortably. 

‘I might have guessed as much,” 
said Anthony, with a sigh. ‘Oh, 
Cammarleigh, when shall | teach you 
to go straight?” 

‘*Youare hardly the person to try,” 
said Cammarleigh, feeling that he had 
rot one in at last. 

‘*You think that accounts for my 
failure? Well, perhaps. How soon 
can you make it convenient to call on 
your sister?” 

‘* Do you actually mean to say that 
you want me to humiliate myself be- 
fore her?” 

‘I don’t care what you do before 
her, so long as you ask Lady Sybil 
and her mother to stay at the Abbey.” 

Lord Cammarleigh actually shed 
tears of chagrin. Anthony, sitting 
before him stony and complacent, the 
perfection of style and finish in dress, 
maddened him. ‘I shouldn’t won- 
der if I killed you!” he said, with set 


beautiful, 
‘*What 
quarrel 


teetn. 

‘*T should wonder very much, and 
shall take very good care you don’t. 
It will be very beautiful,” he added, 
with his peculiar habit of delivering 
an oration to himself. ‘‘We shall 
walk on the terrace at Cammarleigh 
together. I shall ask her to be my 
wife among the roses, and you will 
tell her mother that I have a hundred 
and fifty thousand pounds in the li- 
brary.” 
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hundred and fifty thousand 
pounds in the library?” echoed Lord 
Cammarleigh, thoroughly dazed. 
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‘‘T beg your pardon. I mean you 
will tell her mother in the library that 
I have a hundred and fifty thousand 
pounds.”’ 

‘*But you haven't!” almost sobbed 
Cammarleigh. 

‘‘ Cammarleigh, don’t be so coarse. 
You must understand perfectly what 
I mean.” 

‘*T haven’t got so much money,” 
moaned Cammarleigh. 

‘*Not in your sovereign purse. 
But, my dear friend, I could ask you 
for double that sum, and you would 
never feel it.” 

‘*Oh, dear, oh, dear, when will this 
stop?” 

** When Iam married to Lady Sybil. 
When that hundred and fifty thousand 
is invested in my name—and not be- 
fore! Let me see: Lady Sybil will 
have five thousand a year. My capi- 
tal will represent at least another 
seven thousand. By a judicious use 
of Parliamentary influence I might 
double it. Yes, I think I may prom- 
ise you on my word of honor as a gen- 
tleman that when all this is arranged 
I will never trouble you for money 
again.” 

Cammarleigh looked a little more 
comfortable. He had noticed that 
Anthony had a way of keeping his 
word. 

** You see I have a heart,” contin- 
ued Anthony, ‘‘and there’s a little, 
tiny place in it for you, and all the 
rest of it is for Lady Sybil.” 

Cammarleigh saw that his case was 
hopeless. He made friends with his 
sister, and restored to her what he 
had practically stolen at the time of 
her marriage. 

Anthony took good care to let her 
know that it was under his advice her 
brother did so. Lady Solent, Lady 
Sybil’s mother, was an obstinate 
woman, who was very fond of hold- 
ing her own opinion against all the 
world, as she termed it. While other 
people were hinting to her that there 
was the atmosphere of an adventurer 
about Anthony she declared that she 
could see nothing in him but origi- 
nality and ability; and, as she pointed 
out, the Binkses were by no means an 
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old family; in fact, till somewhere 
about 1880 they had been mere units 
in the great agricultural backbone of 
the country, and the workhouses of 
certain districts were full of those at 
whose expense the Binks peerage had 
been acquired. Still, Lady Sybil was 
as beautiful as the daughter of a hun- 
dred kings. She, as well as Anthony, 
felt supremely happy when their eyes 
met. 

Anthony had shown himself worthy 
of his new position by forgetting his 
poverty as if it had never been. He 
calmly annexed Lady Sybil from un- 
der the nose of the young Duke of 
Severn. 

Lord Cammarleigh looked on at the 
wooing and was powerless. Once or 
twice he remonstrated with Anthony, 
and as good as told him that this al- 
most forcible entry into his own 
family was an impertinence, but, as 
Anthony asked, was he the sort of 
man to be frightened by the word 
impertinence? 

When it was announced that they 
were engaged society gave a cry of 
wonderment, and its so-called jour- 
nals insinuated daily. There were not 
wanting those who asserted that An- 
thony might have inherited Lord Cam- 


marleigh’s title but for the absence 
of a marriage certificate. But An- 
thony had Lady Sybil’s mother on 
his side voluntarily and Lord Cam- 
marleigh to back him up compulsorily 
—so what did it matter? He more 
than ever congratulated himself on 
not having a relation in the world. 
But Lord Cammarleigh gnashed his 
teeth nightly. 

So Anthony was married and Lord 
Cammarleigh banked the hundred 
and fifty thousand. The daily papers 
announced that Mr. Anthony and 
Lady Sybil Brooke left for the Conti- 
nent later in the afternoon. 

As Lord Cammarleigh stood by his 
sister’s side on the steps of the house 
in Belgrave Square, Anthony, who 
had already entered the carriage, 
beckoned to him, and bending his 
head forward so that Lady Sybil— 
who looked like a fairy princess— 
should not hear, he whispered: 

‘““Cheer up You're quite free 
again now.” 

Lord Cammarleigh turned to reén- 
ter the house when Anthony’s voice 
again stopped him: 

‘* By the way,” he said, in an eager 
whisper, ‘‘ what zs your secret?” 

Then the carriage dashed away. 
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SUPERSTITION 


N the waste places, in the dreadful night, 
When the wood whispers like a wandering mind, 
And silence sits and listens to the wind, 
Or 'mid the rocks, to some wild torrent’s flight, 
Bat-browed thou wadest with thy wisp of light 


Among the pools the moon can never find, 


i, 


Or owlet-eyed, thou hootest to the blind, 
Deep blackness from some cave or haunted height. 


He who beholds but once thy fearsome face 
Never again shall walk alone, but wan 
And terrible attendants are his doom— 
Unutterable thoughts and things that have no place 
In God or Beauty; that compel him on, 
Against all hope, into an endless gloom. 


Mapison CawEIN. 
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By Laura Cleveland Gaylord 


7 AUFFMANN was about to 
hold a morning rehearsal. 
The great auditorium, with 
its rows on rows of vacant chairs, lay 
dismal and cheerless in the dull light. 
‘he musicians straggled in one by 
one and sat about the stage, talking a 
little now and again in a dispirited 
sort of way. Their voices and the 
wail of the violins echoed and re- 
echoed drearily through the empti- 
ness. 

A girl sitting in a corner behind 
the drums shivered nervously. They 
had said that Kauffmann would hear 
her to-day, and she was there, but the 
little courage she had possessed at 
he beginning was fast leaving her in 
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the flat reality of this morning re- 
hearsal. 
Could this be the same 


orchestra 
and pulsed and 
warm, magnetic 


that had thrilled 
quivered in such 
sympathy with its conductor, the 
night before, these commonplace, 
apathetic-looking men? It did not 
seem possible. 

The door at the side of the stage 
opened, and a man walked quickly 
across to the conductor’s stand. It 
was the conductor, Kauffmann him- 
self. 

He glanced over his music, turned 
up a corner or two, tapped sharply 
for attention and began. 

Following the movement of his 
hand came the violins, pianissimo at 
first, but gradually increasing, then 
the wood wind, still crescendo, and 
finally the crash of the brass and the 
thunder of the drums. It was a new 
piece, to be played for the first time 
that night, and this was the final re- 
hearsal. 
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The girl sat in her and 
watched Kauffmann’s stern face, 
wondering more and more at the 
perfection of his control over these 
many minds, the ease and cer- 
tainty with which he swayed them, 
now this way, now that, from tender- 
est sweetness to passion, discord, 
storm, all with a motion of his hand, 
a sweep of his arm. 

And gradually, as she watched, the 
secret of his power was revealed to 
her. Little by little the severity of 
his face relaxed, a light came into his 
eyes, a softness to his mouth, eradicat- 
ing the hint of cruelty that lurked in 
the corners. His whole face glowed, 
and she saw that he was simply living 
every note of the music. Uplifted by 
his inspiration, her spirit soared with 
his on wings of warmth and light, 
higher and higher with the swelling 
notes of the music, until with a final 
rush and sweep, a crashing chord, it 
was ended. 

He stepped down to speak to one 
of the first violins, and she caught her 
breath in the sudden descent to the 
cold commonplace. Then he returned 
to the stand, and looked round, ques- 
tioning. 

Someone motioned toward Nina, 
and Kauffmann nodded sharply to 
her. 

She rose and made her way slow- 
ly past the musicians to his side. 
There was a heaviness, a lack of 
elasticity, all through her. She could 
not sing. Every chord in her throat 
was stiff and tense. Her hands were 
cold, her lips trembled. The relapse 
after the rapture of that wild flight 
had been too great. 

As she went 


corner 


toward him she 
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looked up into his face for help and 
support, but found none. Broad fore- 
head, heavy brows, deep-set eyes, 
strange, curving mouth—all alike 
were impassive, even stern, and in 
the line of his jaw she caught a sug- 
gestion of relentless power that made 
her shiver. 

He gave her a searching glance. 

** You have sung with an orchestra 
before?”’ 

She shook her head. 

‘*No? You may find it difficult. 
Will you give me your copy, please?” 

The downward inflection made it a 
command. 

‘“*You sing without your notes, of 
course?” 

This was only half a question, but 
she nodded. 

The accompaniment began, sound- 
ing appallingly unfamiliar on the 
violins and flutes. She followed the 
notes along in a sort of sick dr 

If he would only play it twice! 

But the end came. He turned to 
her with a little warning motion of 
his baton, and she opened her mouth. 

For one dreadful instant she could 
make no sound. Then her voice 
came, but so weak and uncertain that 
she hardly knew it. She glanced at 
his face. He was frowning slightly, 
and the look stung her. She pulled 
herself together and made her climax, 
after a fashion. 

When she had finished he stood a 
moment stroking his lip. 

‘*It is not good,” he said at last, 
‘*but you will have to sing to-night. 
You appear in the latter part of the 
program. Be here by nine o’clock. 
Evening dress, please,” and he dis- 
missed her with a curt nod. 

The blood that had gone to her 
heart while she sang, nearly stifling 
her, rushed to her face and burned 
there; tears of anger and humilia- 
tion smarted in her eyes. She threw 
up her head with the movement of a 
spirited horse under the lash, and the 
blood ebbed again, leaving her face 
pale and cold. 

With the slightest possible bow she 
turned and walked proudly to the 
door, to creep miserably home and 
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throw herself on the bed in a passion 
lisgust at herself. 
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was ablaze with light 
smart shower of ap- 
plause went round as the number 
came to an end. The conductor 
bowed, and crossing to the stage-door 
led out a slender girl in a black, low- 
necked dress. 

She seemed perfectly composed, a 
certain defiance in the poise of her 
head and a slight compression of the 
lips being the only signs that spoke 
to the contrary. She had a thin, 
dark face and smooth, dark hair was 
wound round the back of her head 
in heavy braids. Her neck was a 
thin, but she held herself 
She had an air, and there was 
as the audi- 
ence turned them to seek her name. 
The result was disappointment; no- 
body knew her. 

The first notes of her song were 
uncertain, and people fanned them- 
selves impatiently and wondered what 
Kauffmann meant by presenting an 
amateur to such an audience as this. 

Gradually the voice grew steady, 
however, and the depth and richness 
of it were more clearly discernible. 
It was a mezzo-soprano, of the quality 
that makes one shiver unaccountably, 
and as the full tones poured out one 
after another the audience grew still. 

When the song was over they ap- 
plauded, moderately. The voice was 
good, well trained, evidently, but the 
girl did not seem to make the most of 
it. She appeared to need something 
to rouse her; she was not sufficiently 
dramatic. So said the audience. 

Nina herself was glad to have been 
able to sing at all in the stage-fright 
that possessed her. She had had no 
idea it would be so terrifying to face 
the people. She had done her best 
under the circumstances, but she 
knew that best was far from good, and 
expected to hear no more from Kauff- 
mann. 

Great then was her surprise and 
almost overwhelming her happiness 
when on the next day Kauffmann’s 
business manager called on her to 
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offer her the position of soloist in the 
orchestra’s coming tour. She was 
surprised again at the sum offered in 
remuneration for her services. She 
found afterward that it was not large, 
as such things go; but at the time, 
alone as she was, with no pupils, and 
only two evening dresses left from 
the many that had been hers before 
the disasters that left her poor, it 
seemed princely. 

She had enough worldliness to take 
the offer coolly, to accept it without 
ereat interest, even to hesitate a little 
before committing herself finally, but 
there was exultation within her. 

When the door of her little parlor 
closed after the manager she threw 
herself down on the couch by the 
window and lay staring at the ceiling, 
trying to adjust herself to the new 
state of things. This offer meant so 
much—so very much—to her; inde- 
pendence of the uncle she hated, free- 
dom, the opportunity to live her own 
life in herown way. At twenty-two 
she had already tasted deeply the 
bitterness of living on gifts grudg- 
ingly given, had raged and chafed in 
spirit against her bondage; and this 
—this was like a breath of fresh air 
in a close and stuffy place. 

For Kauffmann as the means of her 
happiness she felt a boundless en- 
thusiasm, almost adoration, and the 
thought of him made her leap to her 
feet, clasping her hands beneath her 
chin with a little ecstatic movement. 
How good he was, how very good! 
She could never be grateful enough. 
He would probably say something to- 
day in acknowledgment of her new 
position with regard to him, and then 
she would thank him. 

Then it struck her that it must be 
nearly time for the rehearsal he had 
appointed, and she flew for her hat 
and coat. She would not keep him 
waiting on this day of all others. 

She checked her swift steps in the 
corridor of the Music Hall and walked 
on the stage with an assumption of 
calm dignity that scarcely concealed 
the turbulent pleasure within her. 
Kauffmann was in his place. She 
looked at him expectantly as she came 
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toward him. This was the moment 
for the word of welcome from him, of 
gratitude from her, and her heart 
beat high. 

Kauffmann glanced at her and 
nodded a brief good morning. Then 
he arranged a sheet of music on his 
stand, gave a word of direction to the 
orchestra and turned to her. 

‘* You may try ‘ Butterflies,’ if you 
please. That was one of your songs? 
It will serve as an encore. Mr. 
Hartz has some songs I should like to 
have you learn.” 

His tone was quietly, almost mo- 
notonously authoritative, and Nina 
stood under it passive in her bewil- 
derment. Then the accompaniment 
began, and she found herself sing- 
ing. She sang much better than she 
had done the night before. In the 
absence of the audience she was not 
so terror stricken, although Kauff- 
mann himself, cold, emotionless, had 
anything but an inspiring effect. 

He was grave all through it. At 
the end he looked the music over 
thoughtfully, marking passages here 
and there. 

‘* We will go through it again,” he 
said. ‘‘ Please make that crescendo 
at the end of the second page a little 
more marked. The whole thing 
should be broader. I suppose you 
realize that a certain amateurishness 
is the worst fault in your singing. 
Your effects are not big enough. 
The same thing shows in acting; the 
amateur is afraid to let himself go, 
to get his arms away from his sides. 
That is virtually what you must do. 
Don’t be afraid of your effects. Go 
at them with more of a sweep, more 
abandon. Now try again.” 

The crisp, curt sentences were like 
taps of a drum, striking sharply into 
herconsciousness. She resented each 
one, the easy assumption of authority, 
the quiet, didactic manner. But in 
spite of it she found herself following 
his instructions and singing the bet- 
ter for it. It seemed inevitable, and 
against the inevitable one may not 
struggle. 

They took up next the song she 
had sung the night before, and she 
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sang as never before in her life, 
nettled by his criticisms, fired by his 
encouragement, moved above and 
beyond herself by the whole per- 
sonality of the man, the resistless- 
ness, the force and fire of it. And 
when at the end, shaking with the 
effort she had made, she turned for 
the reward of a word to the man who 
had roused her to it, he said, merely: 

‘*That is nearer it, but there is 
something lacking in your singing. 
I don’t know just what it is. Per- 
haps I shall find out. That will do 
for this morning. Hartz will meet 
you with some music at the box-office 
as you go out, and Johnson will in- 
form you as to our route, dates, and 
so forth. Good morning.” 

He turned on his heel and entered 
into conversation with a ’cellist. 

Hot rage blazed within her, and 
she stood one passionate moment 
with words of rejection, of repudia- 
tion on her tongue. Then some- 
thing like an arrow struck cold to 
her soul, and she turned away in 
silence, realizing with a sudden feel- 
ing of deadly languor that she would 
not leave him, that even with other 
positions open to her she would keep 
to this one. 

The next day they started on the 
road tour. 

Nightly she saw him stirred out of 
himself by his orchestra, his greater 
ideal self; she even saw his face 
change and grow tender at the solo 
playing of his favorite ’cellist or his 
first violin; but at her singing, never. 
Not once could she feel that she had 
touched him, that he considered her 
as anything but an automaton, a 
machine. 

And a mere machine she seemed 
to be. Technically she sang not 
badly; her voice was well placed and 
in fair control, and she knew that its 
quality was good. But beyond a 
certain point she could not go. The 
musical journals called her a hard- 
working, conscientious singer, and she 
knew that so much was true of her, 
but she felt that it was not all the 
truth. She was convinced that she had 
in her something more than a capacity 
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for hard work, and she made desper- 
ate efforts to rise above her limita- 
tions. 

Often she looked at Kauffmann 
and wondered if he had ever found 
out what was lacking in her singing, 
whether he would take the trouble to 
tell her if he knew. 

He trained her vigorously at the 
rehearsals, but on that point he 
never spoke, and Nina never dared 
to ask. 

And so she struggled on alone. 
Then it came to pass that the strug- 
gle grew too hard for her, and she 
failed visibly. Her eyes were dull, 
her manner listless and apathetic, her 
singing without spirit. It was all so 
hopeless. She was only a girl, and 
her young nature craved sympathy 
and support. A word of interest, of 
encouragement, would have meant 
much to her. Mrs. Gillette, her 
companion, a kindly but not very in- 
telligent woman, was devotedly fond 
of Nina and considered her singing 
perfect in every particular, but Nina, 
grateful as she was for this affection 
and admiration, needed something 
more stimulating, criticisms more 
discriminating, the approval of a 
trained judgment, and these she never 
received. 

So matters stood when they reached 
Cleveland after two months of travel. 

It was a bad night, chilly and raw. 
The rain blewin great gusts against 
the windows and the wind wailed dis- 
mally. 

Mrs. Gillette had gone out to dine, 
so that Nina was alone, and she grew 
intensely depressed in the solitude of 
her own room after dinner. She was 
nervous to begin with, and the still- 
ness drove her wild. At length she 
rang for a carriage and drove round 
the corner to the theatre. It would 
be better to sit there within sound of 
the orchestra and the audience than 
in the desolation of the big hotel. 

The orchestra was tuning. Kauff- 
mann had not yet arrived, she found, 
opening the door a crack and peeping 
through. The house was bad. He 
would not like that. 

She closed the door and sat down. 
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Then she got up and wandered about 
restlessly, but the place was too small 
for her. She could not stride as she 
desired, and she stopped dejectedly in 
the middle of the dressing-room. 

And then, before she knew it, 
Kauffmann was there beside her. 
Her head was on his breast, his arms 
about her, and his eyes, warm with a 
look she had never seen in them be- 
fore, were smiling peace and comfort 
into her own. His lips parted, and 
he murmured sweet, unstudied loving 
words that made the color surge to 
her face and her breath come quickly 
in little gasps. He smiled again and 
held her close and bent his head until 
his mouth touched hers. Her eyes 
closed, and she lay quite still, drink- 
ing in draughts of the great white 
peace that had come to her, feeling 
nothing but an unutterable satisfac- 
tion. 

He raised his head and lifted her 
arms to his neck. 

‘‘T must go, sweet,” he whispered, 
putting his arms round her again. 
‘*Tell me you love me, dear. Say 
‘I love you, Moritz.’” 

She obeyed, half - mechanically. 
Kisses burned on her eyes and lips, 
and he was gone. She heard the ap- 
plause when he appeared on the stage, 
the tap of his baton, then the first 
notes of the ‘‘Spring Symphony” 
sounded and brought her to herself. 
She sank into a chair with her hands 
over her eyes. 

He loved her! For some 
time that was enough, and she sat 
still, feeling the wonderful knowl- 
edge beating in her pulses and burn- 
ing in her cheeks. Then a great de- 
sire to see him swept over her, and 
she crept toward the wings, but her 
courage ebbed again and she went 
back to her chair. Restlessness took 
possession of her soon, however, and 
she threw her cloak about her and 
went out to the street, half-stifling 
for the fresh air. She would walk 
about and wait for the intermission, 
when he would come to her again. 

When she went back she found that 
the intermission had come and gone. 
He had been there, for his handker- 
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chief lay on the floor, and she picked 
it up and patted and smoothed and 
folded it, and sat with her cheek 
against it, waiting the time for her 
song. 

She was nervous and excited when 
at last it came. Never had she been 
less in the mood for singing, and she 
went on the stage with a sinking 
heart. It would be doubly dreadful 
to disgrace him now. 

The sight of him in no way helped 
her. His face was cold, indifferent, 
expressionless, as of old. Her knees 
shook, and she clasped her hands 
nervously stood 
prelude. 

The moment arrived, and she 
moved her lips. A sound came, but 
husky and tremulous, and she was on 
the point of breaking down altogether 
when she felt Kauffmann turn toward 
her. She raised her eyes to his, tim- 
idly, mechanically, having no hope. 

But his face had changed. It was 
tender, loving, encouraging, and it 
lent her new life. With those eyes 
smiling into hers she felt capable of 
anything. The next note she struck 
was surer, the next better still. And 
so she sang on, inspired by the glow- 
ing eyes that held hers, until, the au- 
dience and the world forgotten, she 
sang as a bird sings, with the warmth 
and brightness of the sunshine and 
the sweetness of the flowers in the 
mellow notes, and behind and under 
and through it all the suggestion of a 
joy other than a bird’s, sweeter, rich- 
er, more thrilling—the deeply human 
happiness of a loving woman. 

The applause was tumultuous. 
People shouted and stamped and 
wept, and she sang for them again 
and again, radiant, exultant, until at 
last she could sing no more; and then 
she went back to the hotel in the car- 
riage, hugging to her the rapturous 
knowledge of two things, the first, 
that she had found her love; the sec- 
ond, that with her love she had gained 
the power to sing. 

Knowledge of this had come to 
Kauffmann in a flash of intuition 
when he entered the ante-room that 
evening, and he had acted on an im- 


as she 


during the 





134 THE 
pulse, moved partly by curiosity, 
partly by the true musician’s desire 
to make the most of a beautiful in- 
strument. Lightly he laid his fingers 
on the strings that govern a woman's 
love, forgetting in the insouciance of 
unscathed youth the immutability of 
the rules in this great Game of Con- 
sequences that men play here below. 


After that she lived for him and in 
him alone. Her very heart and soul 
were his. She gave him of her love 
royally, so absorbed in the giving 
that she never paused to question the 
quality of the love that he gave in 
return. It was enough for her that 
she was with him daily, that she had 
a part in his life and work, that he 
was good to her and caressed her. 
And indeed it would have been hard 
not to be good to one so bright and 
sweet and loving. 

So discreet were they that the world 
never guessed that there was more 
than a professional acquaintance be- 
tween them. People said that Nina 
lived wholly for her art, that the en- 
raptured look in her face when she 
sang was caused by delight in the ex- 
ercise of her powers. They did not 
know—so blind is the public at times 
—that as she stood before them, look- 
ing out across the house with the 
great eyes that glowed in her thin, 
dark face, that she saw them not. 
For her that sea of heads, that mass 
of living, expectant humanity, did 
not exist. She was conscious, keen- 
ly, burningly conscious, of the man 
who stood beside her at the conduc- 
tor’s stand. She never looked in his 
direction, not even to get the beat 
from his baton, but every movement 
of his was known to her. Instinct- 
ively she followed his mood and gave 
her songs in accord; never hesitating, 
never faltering, seeing only with the 
eye of the spirit. 

Night after night the audience 
rose from the seats and shouted and 
clapped their hands and heaped flow- 
ers at her feet. Night after night 
she came forward to the footlights 
and bowed and smiled that brilliant 
smile of hers, right and left, in appar- 
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ently grateful acknowledgment. But 
in truth these wildly moved men and 
women were many blocks of 
wood or stone toher. Their applause 
was only of value as it foretold Kauff- 
mann’s approbation. Apart from 
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him they were naught in her eyes. 
She could have sung as well to an 
empty house, to a vault filled with 
mummies, if so be that he stood be- 
side her and bade her sing. 


When in May the tour came to an 
end and the orchestra was settled 
again in its Summer quarters Nina 
sang no more. The bi-weekly con- 
certs took place out of doors, and 
Kauffmann said that he did not wish 
Nina to risk her voice in the night 
air. 

After a few days in town he sug- 
gested that she and Mrs. Gillette go 
away for a time. 

To tell the truth, he was weary of 
the clinging affection that Nina gave 
him. In the beginning he had made 
love to her quite heartlessly, con- 
vinced that she needed only happi- 
ness to make her a great singer, and 
was absorbed in the attempt to prove 
the truth of his theory. But whereas 
then, caring nothing for her, he had 
been perfectly indifferent to her pos- 
sible suffering, he was now sufficiently 
fond of her to be assailed by pangs 
of conscience. A remorseful feeling 
that she was too good for him, that 
he was in no way worthy of her love, 
took possession of him, but instead 
of spurring him on to make him- 
self more worthy, it irritated him, so 
that he desired to be free from her 
for atime. Only a time, he told him- 
self, refusing—not daring, perhaps— 
to look forward on his course. He 
was sure that he meant to treat her 
well, for he really was very fond of 
her. Still, he did not look ahead. 

There was another force at work 
within him—ambition. 

When he made the first attempt to 
organize an orchestra the project was 
looked on by the musical world as an 
audacious, almost foolhardy, thing. 
And audacious it certainly was for a 
man of his youth and consequent inex- 
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perience to enter the lists against the 
recognized leaders in orchestral work, 
men whose years of endeavor had 
made the standard of performance a 
high one. He was warm-blooded and 
high-spirited, however, and enter the 
lists he did, with his youth and inex- 
perience to hamper him, and with a 
passionate love of music and careful 
musical training for his only weapons. 

And now after three years’ work he 
had succeeded, had made his orchestra 
known as one of the first in the land 
and himself as a leader of ability, and 
he was slightly intoxicated by his 
achievements. The taste of success 
was good in his mouth, and he longed 
for more, longed to triumph socially 
as well as artistically and profession- 
any. 

Here Nina hampered him. 
would not accept invitations. 

‘*Some of the people bore me and 
some of them frighten me, and it does 
not seem worth while,”’ she; said, and 
from this he was unable to -move her. 

So he made his decision as to the 
course that was best for him to pur- 
sue, and proceeded as soon as might 
be to bring Nina to his way of think- 
ing, or at least to bend her will to 
his. 

‘*You need a change, 
began. 

‘* But I have had change all Win- 
ter, Moritz.” 

‘*‘T know, but I mean a different 
kind of change. This season has been 
a strain on your nervous system, and 
you need rest. What do you say to 
the seashore for a while, or to the 
mountains?” 

‘With you?” 

‘*No, dear. 
get away. 
with you.” 

‘*T would rather stay here.” 

‘‘And I would rather have you 
vo.” : 

The glance of unutterable reproach 
that she gave him sent him striding 
up and down the room. 

‘Oh, Nina!” he cried, ‘‘don’t 
make me seem such an ogre! Don’t 
you see that I wish it for your good? 
You are worn out; you know you 


She 


Nina,” he 


You know I 
Mrs. Gillette 


cannot 


will go 
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are. And you can’t rest here in this 
hot, noisy town. And as for being 
with me, you can’t be very much, even 
if you stay. I have a lot of things to 
do this Summer, scores to rewrite, a 
half-dozen men to beat into shape, 
any number of things. And then I 
shall have to go out and meet peo- 
ple more or less, and you hate that. 
Nina, love—’ he sank on one knee 
beside her—‘‘let me arrange it for 
you; let me do as I think best. 
Think how you would feel if you 
could not sing next Winter!” 

Her face changed, and he hastened 
to pursue his advantage. 

‘*You would not like that, would 
you? And it is exactly what will 
happen. Your voice is not as good 
now as it was two weeks ago.” 

Tears filled her eyes. 

‘*Not nearly sogood. It is weaker, 
and you are not so sure of your high 
notes. It is growing more noticeable 
every day. Come, Nina, be sensible; 
let me judge for you. Ah, my dear 


little girl, don’t you know that if I 
had my way we should be together 


always, and that it is only for your- 
self that I send you away?” 

And so she let herself be persuad- 
ed, fearing the parting as she feared 
death, but unable to withstand him 
when he pleaded. 

When the time came she clung to 
him desperately, longing but not dar- 
ing to ask for a reprieve, and he, 
reading her longing in her eyes, 
kissed her and put her on the car. 

She took the chair he found for 
her and lay back in it with her eyes 
closed, waiting for the train to start. 
If it would only go quickly while she 
had herself in hand! Kauffmann’s 
talk with Mrs. Gillette and his part- 
ing injunctions to herself she only 
half-heard, and she even came to 
wish to have him leave her, so great 
was the strain of her effort for control. 

And then when he did swing him- 
self from the slowly moving train she 
started up wildly to call him back. 
She could not have him go! But it 
was too late, and she sank back again 
with closed eyes, struggling to be 
quiet, to be quiet—not to scream. 
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The place Kauffmann had chosen 
for her was charming, and with the 
help of his daily letters and his weekly 
visits she lived through three weeks 
there. When he came down on the 
third Saturday he looked at her ap- 
provingly. 

**You are better, Nina. Isn't she, 
Mrs. Gillette? You begin to look 
more like yourself,” and she glowed 
like a rose under hissmile. It always 
amused him to see her blushes; there 
was something so naive about them. 
In fact, all her manner with him was 
naive. She wanted to please him, 
that was the beginning and end of her 
life, and she showed it with almost 
infantile simplicity. 

Now a gleam of hope showed in 
her face. 

‘“*Then may I go home if I am so 
much better?’ she ventured. 

** We'll see, we'll see,” he rejoined, 
hastily. ‘*‘ You are not well yet by 
any means. We'll see how you are 


’ 


when I come next Sunday.’ 
But he did not come on the next 
Sunday, nor on the one after that. 


He was too busy, his notes said. 
Nina must be patient. It was not as 
if his reputation, his position in the 
world were assured. She must re- 
member that in a sense he had his 
way yet to make. His tour the past 
Winter had been very successful, but 
he was young yet, and comparatively 
unknown, and there were many things 
that must be done, whether or no. 
He could not order his life according 
to his individual desires. She must 
not be too exacting. He would come 
when he could. 

And Nina, alone in the mountains, 
waited through the weeks, filled mean- 
while with a sick longing that grew 
with the passing days. She was not 
well and she needed him—ah, how 
she needed him!—for he was all the 
world to her, her very life. 

At length she grew desperate, and 
leaving Mrs. Gillette, she went down 
to town by the night train, arriving 
in the early morning. 

At ten o'clock she went to the hall 
where he held his rehearsals in the 
Summer. The orchestra was tuning 
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as she entered the building, and the 
familiar sounds made her feel sud- 
denly young and gay again. 

She ran lightly up the steps and 
through the corridor, checking her- 
self at the end with a thought that 
came to her. She would not let 
Moritz see her at first; she would 
stand and watch him awhile before he 
knew. So she took up her position in 
the wings at the back of the stage, in 
such a way that she was in the shadow 
and still had a full view of the direc- 
tor’s stand. 

The stage before her was filled with 
the musicians. The great auditorium 
was empty, chill, gray and forbidding, 
as such places always are in the light 
of the morning. The only spot of 
color was in one of the proscenium 
boxes tothe right. There two women 
sat, one elderly, black-gowned, nega- 
tive; the other young, well favored, 
glowing like a rose in the somberness 
of the box. 

Her gown, of some fine, flowered 
Summer stuff, was made over silk of 
a contrasting color that rustled when 
she moved. The front of the bodice 
was a mass of dainty /imgerie, edged 
and ruffled with yards of finest lace. 
Her hat was heaped with heavy black 
ostrich plumes. As she sat back in 
her chair, doing nothing, one felt in- 
stinctively that she was by nature 
and training of the class that com- 
mands. 

Nina glanced at her indifferently. 
What were women, even gorgeously 
attired women, to her? Her whole 
being was quiescent; she was waiting. 

She did not wait long. Kauffmann 
entered the box, spoke a moment 
with the ladies sitting there, and then 
came on the stage. A word to the 
violins to his left, a warning to the 
‘cellists before him, and he raised his 
baton. 

To Nina, crouching in the wings, 
music-starved, heart-hungry, it seemed 
a taste of heaven. Tosee him, though 
he knew it not, to feast her eyes on 
his face, to drink in the music—Azs 
music—what did it not mean to her! 
Once a chill doubt of his reception of 
her crossed her mind, but it vanished 
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in. He could not be anything but 


weariness she did not think. 

hile the music went on she could 
not be tired. But with the end of 
that the end of her strength came also, 
and she looked round for a chair. 
None was to be found, however, and 
she came back to her old position in 
the wings. 

Kauffmann was in the box now, 
talking absorbedly with the ladies 
there, with the younger one espe- 
cially, and as Nina watched them, his 

- of deference, her graciousness and 
evident pleasure in his admiration, 
the iron of jealousy entered her soul. 
What was she that Moritz should care 
for her when women like this—beau- 
tiful, brilliantly dressed—courted his 
attention? 

She covered her face with her 
hands to shut out the sight. When 
she looked again Kauffmann and the 
ladies were crossing the stage, were 

lready close to her. A foolish terror 
seized her, and she stood shrinking 
ivainst the wall, gazing at them with 
a sort of fascination. 

To Kauffmann the unexpected 
sight of her came almost with a 
shock, and he stopped in the middle of 
a sentence. It annoyed him that she 
should look so ill; it annoyed him 
that she should get any idea of this 
flirtation with Mrs. Hoynes-Robinson, 
the leader of rather a fast set. But 
the thing that he resented perhaps the 
most was the fact that she had come 
to town without his permission. His 
first impulse was to pass her and come 
back later, but Mrs. Hoynes- Robinson 
stopped with an exclamation: 

‘‘Oh, is not this Miss Sherard? 
May we not meet her? Please intro- 
duce us, Mr. Kauffmann.” 

And he was forced to come forward 
and perform the introduction. He 
did it in a markedly nen etn way, 
and Nina, knowing so well the differ- 
ent shades of his manner, glanced at 
him timidly. Mrs. Hoynes-Robinson 





made several gracious remarks and 
swept on, taking Kauffmann and her 
companion with her 

Nina stood where they left her, lis- 
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tening to their retreating footsteps. 
At the outer door they stopped, and 
she heard their voices for a moment. 
Then Kauffmann came back alone. 
She turned to meet him. 

There were still traces of annoyance 
on his face. 

‘*What under the sun does this 
mean, Nina?” he cried. 

She went to him, smiling. 

‘*T wanted to see you,” she said, 
quite simply, as if that were enough. 

‘That is nonsense. I should have 
come to you.”’ 

‘*But you didn’t,” she reminded 
him, still smiling. 

‘*T should have come when I could, 
you knowthat; and in the meantime 
it is not convenient for me to have 
you here. I have engagements for 
every hour in the day, not a moment 
to call my own—or to give to you. I 
really don’t see what good this is go- 
ing to do you.” 

‘*Haven’t you even a moment 
now?” 

‘* Not one.” 

‘* Moritz, are you very angry with 
me?” she pleaded. 

‘*Not angry, no, but seriously dis- 
pleased. You really might have had 
more regard for my wishes, Nina.” 

She stood before him like a culprit. 
Then she ventured to plead her cause. 

‘* But I wanted to see you so much, 
Moritz, and I thought it wouldn’t 
make any difference if I came down 
fora day—just one day, Moritz!” 

‘For heaven’s sake, don’t be so 
abject, Nina,” he cried, in sudden ran- 
cor. ‘‘I don’t care whether you come 
down or not—suit yourself, only I 
haven't any time to give you.” 

She was like a stone facing him. 
Then her lips unclosed. 

‘* You don’t care for me any more!” 
she said. 

‘*‘What nonsense!” he cried. “I 
am just asfond of you as I ever was. 
You are unreasonable. You do not 
seem to understand that a man’s life 
is not like a woman’s, that he cannot 
be making love all the time. There 
are other things for him to do; he has 
to get out and fight and work and 
make his way.” 
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her like 
She only heard the tone. 
don’t care for me!” she said 


His words went by the 
wind 

‘You 
again. 

‘*I do,” he protested. 

‘You don’t care for me!” she 
reiterated, dully. ‘‘I wonder if you 
ever will again.”’ 

His patience went at loose ends. 

‘*T tell you once for all, Nina,” he 
said, incisively, ‘‘that I care for you 
now as muchas I have ever done; and 
that’s a lot more than I did in the 
beginning,” he added with an after- 
thought, half to himself. 

‘** What do you mean?” 

‘*]T mean—well, I mean that I did 
not care much about you in the be- 
ginning.” 

He was looking at his watch. It 
was past the time for his appoint- 
ment. He looked up after a minute, as 
she did not speak. She was staring 
straight before her. He could see 
that she was suffering. 

Presently she turned to him. 

‘*Why did you do it?” she asked, 
sharply. 

He cursed himself inwardly for 
saying that one thing. No matter 
how true it was nor how much she 
tried him, there was no need for her 
to know that. He tried an evasion, 
but she set it aside. 

*““Why did you do it?” 
peated. 

He braced himself against the wall 
and spoke, keeping his eyes on her 
face. 

**T don’t know that I had any mo- 
tive at the time, except that you 
looked very little and lonely and 
brown,” he said, speaking rapidly. 
‘* And then—yes, I did have a theory, 
a sort of feeling that if you were 
happy, if your nature were satisfied, 
so far as your craving for affection 
was concerned, you would sing mag- 
nificently. And you did,” he added, 
triumphantly. 

‘*Then it was all asham,” she said. 

‘*But I grew to care for you after- 
ward, Nina,” he cried, the quick sym- 
pathetic side of his artistic nature 
roused by her evident suffering. He 
had been selfishly blind to her possi- 


she re- 
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ble pain when she was not with him, 
had put from him in the stress of his 
ambition the thought that she might 
suffer. But now, with her here be- 
fore him, repentance followed swiftly 
on the blow, and he longed to take it 
back. 

“It was al 
bitterly, ‘‘al 


lasham,” she said again, 

alla sham, and I let my- 
self be deluded, be made a fool—a 
tool! Don’t—don’t touch me!” she 
cried, warding him off with out- 
stretched palms. ‘‘ Not that—now. 
You need not pretend any longer! 
You have hurt me as much as you 
can; don’t try to soften it with more 
make-believes!”’ 

‘* Nina!” he 
to me, dear!” 

‘* Hush,” she said, solemnly, ‘‘ don’t 
tell another lie. I have heard enough 
for one while. I will go now.” 

Her hands dropped wearily to her 
sides and she turned from him toward 
the door. He put out an arm to de- 
tain her, but she shook her head, and 
he let her go. 

Unsteadily she made her way be- 
tween the wings. After a few steps 
she turned and came swiftly back to 
him. 

He caught her outstretched hands 
and drew her into his arms, all the 
passion of his nature responding to 
her kiss. 

‘‘ Nina,” he 


cried. ‘* Nina, listen 


*“ sweet- 


whispered, 
heart, forgive me!” 


‘** Good-bye,” she whispered, softly; 
Hush! I will come back, 
Good-bye, dear, good- 


sé 


good-bye. 
but not now. 
bye!” 

She took his face between her 
hands and he felt her lips on his eyes 
and mouth, and then—he was alone. 

He stood a moment bewildered, 
and when at length he reached the 
door she had gone, had passed out of 
sight in the crowded street. 


Long he sought for her, all Summer 
long, quietly, since he knew that 
publicity would hurt her more than 
all else, but he did not find her, be- 
cause it did not occur to him to look 
in the suburb where he himself lived. 

His passionate desire for her grew 
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nty and delay, and when Winter 
ne and the orchestra started on the 
rk of the regular season, it seemed 
to him that he could not go on with- 


1 
i 


reater with hisregret and the uncer- 
4 


it her 

To have any other woman singing 
side him, going through the re- 
irsals with him, would be insup- 
rtable, and he tried to get a man 
rthe position. Circumstances were 
gainst him, however, and a heavy 
ung woman with a blonde head and 
a big, expressionless voice came to 
take the place of his little Nina— 
Nina, with her fine, dark face and 
interpret his 





sensitive alertness to 
nood. 
Success was his in a measure, for 
ll society was open to him. There 
is no house in the most exclusive 
les of the city where his presence 
is not desired and sought; matrons 
at his feet and drank in his words; 
aidens maneuvered fora glance of 
s eye, a touch of his hand. 
But after a time people began to 
‘ that the work of the orchestra did 
improve, the young conductor 
was not fulfilling his promise, and 
vhispers and rumors of all sorts went 
out. But none came near the 
uth, that this same young conductor 
id had the best and lost it, and that 
the knowledge was eating his heart 


ait 


December went by and part of 
January, and the time had come for 
the orchestra’s Spring tour. The 
date for the last town concert was set, 


+ 


and seats went at a premium, for this 
a society event, one of the last 
before the sobriety of the Lenten 
season. 

Everything was in readiness, even 
to the decoration of the Music Hall 
with flowers and palms, when the so- 
loist sent word that she could not 
sing, that she had succumbed to an 
attack of tonsilitis. 

Kauffmann scoured the town in the 
vain attempt to find a substitute; 
coming home at last, dead tired, with 
the intention of putting in his lead- 
ing violinist for a solo. 


wa 
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After a hasty dinner and toilette he 
drove to the hall. The house was 
full, the orchestra in readiness, and 
he went directly on the stage. His 
intention was to announce the change 
in the program only when the time 
for the solo came. 

The concert went off sufficiently 
well, although it seemed to two or 
three close observers that the direct- 
ing was more or less perfunctory. 
Asa matter of fact, it had occurred 
to Kauffmann that it was just a year 
ago, in the last concert before the 
Spring tour, that Nina had sung for 
him first, and that thought combined 
with physical weariness to send his 
mind away in vague weavings of 
dreams and memories, some con- 
nected with Nina, some not; so that 
afterward, when he tried to bring 
back some knowledge of this concert, 
he could recall nothing save that the 
link in one of his sleeves was loose 
and rattled against the stiff cuff as he 
moved his arm. 

In the intermission he went down- 
stairs to get some water, of which he 
drank two or three glasses. Then he 
returned to the stage. 

As he stepped from the stand after 
the string quartette in the second 
half, a note was brought to him, half 
a dozen words scrawled on a scrap of 
paper: 


Make no announcement. 1 will sing. 


NINA, 

He crushed it in his hand and strode 
across the platform between the vio- 
lins. Before he reached the door it 
opened, and Nina came through it 
toward him. 

Her gown was black, low-necked, 
without a touch of color, without 
flower or ribbon or gem. A soft, 
fluffy scarf lay loosely about her 
shoulders and fell far down in front, 
hiding her neck in part. She was 


thin, much thinner than he had ever 
seen her, so thin that her eyes looked 
out from her face almost unearthly 
in their size and brilliance. 

Her lips were a scarlet line, in her 
cheeks a riotous color burned. 

He made a motion to take her back 
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to the ante-room, but she set it aside 
with a wistful smile at him. 

‘*T will sing,” she said; ‘‘ ‘Samson 
and Delilah.’ The men know it. 
Tell them.” 

** Don’t do it, Nina. 
you back,” he implored. 

‘*T will sing. Tell the men,” she 
repeated, and he led her forward 
mechanically. 

She bowed slightly in response to 
the applause that greeted her, then 
stood waiting forthe prelude. Kauff- 
mann turned to her once, but her 
eyes compelled him, and he raised his 
baton. 

When she began, her voice, though 
clear, was far from strong, and to the 
man who watched her in an agony of 
apprehension it seemed that she her- 
self was too weak and frail to carry 
the song to the end. 

Once she faltered, and he forgot to 
beat the time as he watched her. 
But she caught herself and went on, 
and from that time strength seemed 
to come to her,and to the end she 
sang with all her old sweetness and 
finish and fire. 

When it was over the audience rose 
to her just asin the old days, shout- 
ing, applauding, heaping flowers at 
her feet; and she stood before them, 
worn to the point of emaciation, 
smiling her old, brilliant smile to right 
and left, while her eyes burned and 
that hot, feverish color blazed in her 
cheeks. 

Kauffmann bent toward her. 

“That is enough, Nina. Let me 
take you away.” 

But the spirit that was in her would 
not let it be enough. She waved him 
back. 

‘** Butterflies!’ 
too,” she answered. 


Let me take 


They know that, 
Her breath came 
in a gasp at the end, but she smiled 
at him once more compellingly, and 
once more he raised his baton. 
It seemed impossible that she should 


sing this sparkling, airy thing. This 
surely was beyond the power even of 
her will. But sing it she did, gaily, 
lightly, sweetly, with all the old verve 
and abandon. 

And again the audience rose. 
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She bowed, but only once, and the 
smile on her lips faltered and faded 
as she turned to Kauffmann. His 
baton fell with a rattle that passed 
unnoticed in the tumult, and he caught 
her hands and half-led, half-carried 
her from the stage. 

Deceived in part by her brilliant 
color and her spirit, blinded for the 
rest by its own enthusiasm, the audi- 
ence stormed and shouted madly for 
a space, but she did not come back to 
satisfy its demands. 

Behind the closed doors of a little 
ante-room a man was in distress for 
the woman he loved. 

She lay against his knee on the 
floor, with his arm round her. Her 
color was gone, she was pinched and 
haggard now, and she gasped for 
breath. Presently she ope~.cd her 
eyes and looked up at him, trying to 
smile. 

‘*We—roused them, didn’t we, 
dear? We always—could—rouse them 
—together—you—and I.” 

The panting, broken sentences 
stopped. He waited for her to 
gather strength, watching the wan 
shadows of her old smile flicker over 
her face—her dear, dear face, so wan 
and thin! 

** You have been ill, Nina?” 

Her eyelids fluttered. 

‘**Not ill; hungry!” she whispered. 

‘*Hungry?” He was aghast. 

‘*Not for food. I had that—gener- 
ally. I taught. It was my heart— 
that was hungry.” 

‘* Your heart, Nina?” 

‘*T wanted you,” faintly, ‘‘and so 
my heart was hungry, and—do I look 
so bad?” 

The anxious eyes sought his. He 
raised her hand to his lips. An in- 
stant the fingers closed on his, and 
then she tried to rise. He held her. 

*“*‘T must go!” 

‘* No, dear, no! lie still!” 

‘*T must go! I must go!” she re- 
peated, feverishly. ‘‘I did not come 
to stay, only to sing. I must go 
back.” 

Still he held her closely, striving 
for words to tell his need of her. 

**See, Nina,” he said, desperately, 
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‘‘see, dear! If you have been heart- 
hungr have I been less so? You 
eft me, dear, when I had only begun 
to know how much I loved you, and 
| these weary months I have worked 
without you, needing you and loving 
ou and searching for you always. I 
was cruel and wicked, but I have suf- 
fered for it. Is my punishment not 
t enough?” 
She turned on him a face shining 
with sorrow. Soft, pitying fingers 
uched his cheek, but something 
aloof, far-off in her look chilled his 
veins. Tender it was, yes, but with 


y, 
e, 


to 
LOL 


141 


the tenderness of an angel at cool 
heights above the sorrow of this 
world. Was she then so near heaven 
and the love eternal that she had no 
need of the warm, human love of 
man? Was her heart no longer hun- 
gry for him? 

He crushed her hand in his. 

‘**Nina!” he cried, despairingly, 
‘* Nina! Nina!” 

The old love-light flared up in her 
eyes. With an effort she raised her- 
self, and he knew as he met her kiss 
that she was no angel, but a woman, 
all a woman, and his. 


CHARM 


ie dwells beneath a Circe’s baleful glance, 
Or looks out calmly from Madonna eyes, 
A gift apart, to thrill, inspire, entrance, 
A wondrous spirit, clothed in different guise. 


Its presence or in man or woman found 

Means power to win us, though we know not why; 
A tone, a smile, a thing that holds us bound, 

A spell to drag us down or lift us high. 


S 


A. R. Morcan DAHLGREN. 


JUST LIKE A WIDOWER 


| ITTLE CLARENCE—Pa, when Lot’s wife was turned to salt what did 


he do? 


Mr. CaLiipers—Began to look for a fresh one, I presume. 


* 


AT THE FIRESIDE 


ORTH from the coals a rosy rhythm runs; 
Hark! how the flames unfold 
The vows and dreams of unremembered suns 
To vanished forests told! 


Mary T. WaAGGAMAN. 





THE SMART SET 


SCRUPLE 


HOU art still climbing to the rosy summit, 
Where hope and fame yet beckon thee at will, 
While I descend into the flood, where plummet 
Shall touch the sounding of no mortal skill. 


My feet already pause where darkly closes 
The somber wave of suffering and of gloom. 

Does not thy hand that in my hand reposes 
Shrink at the shiver of impending doom? 


Capricious one! thou who with soft caresses 
Wouldst bid me linger by thy side to-day, 

Lure back my youth, laugh at my past distresses, 
Wilful and wayward as a child at play, 


What wild, strange dream is thine, thou artless angel? 
What golden cup unto my lip wilt bring, 

Thou new Aurora, preaching new evangel, 
To make thy Tithonus a god and king? 


What thirst is thine for sacrificial altars? 

What heaven-born instinct to console and charm? 
Canst thou not see how my faint spirit falters 

Lest it should yield and dare to do thee harm? 


Ah, tempt me not, half sorceress and half woman 
And all a child in thy unconscious grace; 

Ah, tempt me not, for sorrow leaves us human, 
And he grows young who gazes on thy face. 


Thou hast not reached the sunlight on the mountains, 
Whose radiant heights are calling to thy haste, 

Where thou shalt drink from those immortal fountains 
That I have quaffed and found of bitter taste. 


It is not meet that I should tell the story 
That blasts the heart and bids its pulses cease. 
For thee the stars still clothe the night with glory, 
While all I ask—its silence and its peace. 


JuLien Gorpon. 


ss 


CONNUBIAL CONGRATULATIONS 


ENHAM—I believe in a personal devil. 
Mrs. Bennam—Well, I’m glad you have one friend. 
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PICTURE OF HER 


By Zoe Anderson-Norris 


N the first place there was a snow- 
storm. Not that I minded that. 
I loved it It was the first real 


owstorm I had seen for two long 
irs. But to be out in it all after- 
on! 

In the second place the day had 


been filled not only with snow but 
with editors and publishers and with 
elevators that went up when you 
vanted them to go down and down 
hen you wanted them to go up; 
vith street car drivers in an oily cloth 


irb of the submarine sort and who 


had fishy goggle eyes that frightened; 
and with the rush and the whirl and 


he jam of the street. 

I was tired—dead tired. 

I got off at Eighty-first street and 
went to their apartment. They had 
been my good friends two years be- 
» and I wanted to see them both. 

would comfort me by her tall, 
white presence and he, the nimble 
witted, would give me advice. 

He was a lawye r. [had telephoned 
to him from some office or other, and 
the reply had been that he had gone 
home for the night two hours before. 

So I felt certain of finding him. 

There is nothing certain in this 
world—particularly in relation to a 
man 

The outer door clicked in answer to 
my ring. I ran up-stairs. She met 
me at the door of her apartment, tall, 
white, serene as ever. Two children 
who had inherited her fairness clung 
to her skirts. The boy, running to 
me, flung chubby about my 
neck. They ushered me into the 
warmth of the room, turned on the 
lights and helped me shake off the 
snow. 
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arms 


I told her, 
a thousand 
things I want to ask him about.” 


‘*T wanted to see you,” 
‘‘and him. There are 

She walked to the window and 
1 be here now,” she 
le promised to come. He 
las an engagement for to-morrow 
night and the night after. He said 
he would be certain to come home 
to-night.” 

‘* For to-morrow night and the night 
after?” I repeated, removing my hat 
and flicking off the flakes of snow. 
‘* A man-about-town he is now, I sup- 
pose, and popular?” 

‘*Very. He has many cases. He 
was to see a young woman this after- 


noon for whom he is getting a di- 
vorce. That’s where he is now. How 
prettily your hair is done! Where 


did you learn to do it?—in Paris?” 

‘*Yes. Arethey as much the fad 
as ever in New York—divorces?” 

** Quite.” 

‘*In my opinion the American men 
are the best men in the world,” I 
remarked. ‘‘The further I go the 
more I think so. Whyin the name of 
common sense do the women get so 
many divorces?” 

‘*' You can search me,” said she. 

She brought me warm slippers, she 
placed my shoes on the heater, where 
they would burn toa crisp, she gave 
me hot wine to drink, then she left 
for the dining-room to interview the 
maids. 

I stretched out on the couch with a 
magazine. Soon it fell to the floor. 
What with the wine, the heat, the 
comfort of the room, I dozed. Sut 
not for long. Small footsteps crossed 
the floor. I was rudely wakened by 
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the pounding of small fists. The 
boy’s father had taught him to fight. 
The fists hurt. 

‘*Help! help!” I screamed. ‘I’m 
being murdered in cold blood. Help!” 

The mother rushed to my rescue. 
She chased the boy into a corner, 
where he took refuge behind a giant 
chair, peeping rebelliously out and 
laughing. 

‘*Of course you'll stay to dinner,” 
said she. 

‘** If you insist,” said I. 

Going to the window 
looked out. 

‘*He’ll be certain to come home in 
time for dinner,” she assured me. ‘‘If 
he doesn't he’ll be home directly after. 
He promised me.” 

It was a joyful dinner. The white 
table, reflected by a dozen mirrors; the 
dainty viands, the daintier maids, the 
flaxen head of the hostess high and 
proud and beautiful, the children, who 
had had their dinner first, toddling 
near, the girl’s head on a level with 
the table, the boy’s a little above. In- 
deed, it was a jolly dinner. 

‘“*If Jack doesn’t come in time to 
see you,” his wife declared, ‘‘ he'll be 
very sorry.” 

‘“*Perhaps. He used to be very 
kind to me, he and you, too, but that 
was two years ago. Two years make 
changes. In all probability he has 
forgotten me by now.” 

**No, no! He was talking of you 
only last week. He has not forgotten 
you. He has changed very little. 
And yet I don’t know, either. In 
some ways he has. He doesn’t come 
home so much. But then he has a 
large practice. You can’t expect him 
to be always hanging round home.” 

‘*Even if you did expect it, what’s 
the use? Blessed is she that expects 
nothing, for she shall not be disap- 
pointed.” 

**Old, but true.” 

‘*There’s nothing new under the 
sun. Butsee here. That’s one thing 
I liked about the Englishmen. They 
stayed at home. Really, every night 
and often of afternoons they hung 
round home.” 

‘*Were their wives there?” 


she again 
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‘To tell the truth, those I knew 
hadn’t any wives. They were in the 
same hotel. I got to know them there 
incidentally.” 

‘* If they had had wives at the hotel 
they wouldn’t have been there,” she 
argued, with convincing emphasis. 

‘*Maybe. Men are contrary ani- 
mals. When they think you want 
them they won’t stay; and when you 
don’t want them wild horses couldn’t 
pull them away. At any rate, it’s a 
peculiarity of American men, this 
always having to go down-town to see 
a man.” 

‘*There’s one thing— Jack never 
told me this wasaman. He told me 
very candidly she was a woman.” 

‘*Who, which, what?” I asked, be- 
wildered. 

‘‘The one for whom he is getting 
the divorce,” she replied. ‘‘It was 
perfectly natural, wasn’t it, for him to 
take her out to dinner? He must be 
polite to his patrons. He is bound to 
be, or somebody else will get them. 
Then where would our income go?” 

‘*Upthe flume. My! my! It must 
be interesting, this thing of getting 
divorces for pretty women.” 

The boy peered longingly at the 
cake plate. I fed him surreptitious- 
ly when the mother wasn’t looking. 
When the dinner was over I grasped 
him and bore him screaming to the 
drawing-room again. 

While I found the letters for his 
name in a box of enormous blocks 
his mother pressed her face against 
the window pane. 

“‘It has almost stopped snowing,” 
she murmured; ‘‘the flakes are the 
tiniest. I can see them between the 
corner lights and here. He'll be 
home in a few minutes now.” 

**Don't you worry,” said I. 

She turned to me with a slight 
frown. 

‘‘I’m not worrying for myself,” 
she averred, quickly, ‘“‘it’s foryou. I 
thought you wanted to see him, 
that’s all.” 

‘*Then stop worrying altogether,” 
I advised. ‘‘I am happy as a clam if 
he never comes. Did you say you 
liked the way I did my hair? Get the 
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brush and comb; I'll show you. It’s 
the simplest thing in the world.” 

She vanished and returned with 
brush and comb and a large white 
apron that she tied about my waist. 
She took a seat in a backless chair 
and I proceeded to brush out her 
long, fair hair. 

It was beautiful hair, thick, wavy. 
When I let it drop it reached to the 
floor. I coiled the front braids into 
rolls and fastened them in the French 
fashion on her temples. 

‘*Do you want a little curl like 
mine,” I asked, ‘‘right in the middle 
of your forehead?” 

‘* Yes,”’ she answered, and I made 


Then I combed out therest. I laid 
comb on the chair. The baby 
took it and ran. I held the hair, 
laughing. The baby ran still farther 
away. The hair was so long that, 
clinging to the extreme end of it, I 
was able to make a large circle and 
run after. At length I caught the 
le rogue and the comb, and finished 
y task. 

My friend rose and gazed on the 
effect. She took a hand mirror and 
turned her head critically this way 
and that. 

‘*T like it,” she smiled, and added, 
after a moment: ‘‘She has dark 


” 


the 


+ 
bit 


nN 


hair. 
‘* She? 


sé 


Who?” 
The divorcée.”’ 

‘““They always like a change,” 
comforted. 

‘*Do you know,” she branched off, 
facing the children, ‘‘that it’s time 
all little folks were in the land of 
Nod?” 

They made a 
other. The boy 
round the girl. 
ly united. 

‘*We won't go,” they stormed, 
‘*till we’ve had a piece of cake.” 

She threw out her arms. 

‘*What’s this?” she exclaimed, de- 
spairingly; ‘‘a strike?” 

‘*Compromise,” suggested I, ‘‘on a 
piece of bread and butter.” And this 
they did. 

The room was quiet for a while. A 


Dec. 1901 


mad rush for each 
clasped his arms 
They stood defiant- 
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long way down the hall I heard her 
crooning tothem. Now and again a 
cry of insubordination interrupted 
the crooning. Then all was still 
once more. 

I ensconced myself in a big rocker 
and thought of nothing much, half- 
dreaming. 

By-and-bye she tiptoed in. 

‘Don’t breathe,” she whispered; 
‘*they are asleep.” 

She tiptoed to the mantel, took down 
a photograph, looked at it and turned 
ittome. ‘‘ This,” she explained, ‘‘is 
the picture of her.” 

‘‘Of whom?” I inquired, forget- 
ting. 

‘* Of the divorcée, with whom he is 
taking dinner.” 

**' Who? Jack?” 

‘Yes; jack.” 

I took the picture and examined it. 
It was beautiful, rather, but theatri- 
cal. The head was directed skyward 
and so were the eyes. The shoulders 
were fine and well exposed. A strap 
was one. The drapery fell 
negligently away from the other. 

‘*‘A pretty woman,” I decided. 

‘*T have never seen her, but several 
who have say the photograph is ex- 
aggerated. She is not half so pretty, 
they say.” 

‘Is it the fashion? Do they al- 
ways present their photographs, these 
little divorcées?”’ 

‘*T don’t know, I’m sure. She pre- 
sented hers. Do you think she looks 
neglected, browbeaten, badly treat- 
ed?” 

‘‘Hardly. Is it she whois getting 
the divorce, or the husband? There 
is a difference, you know.” 

‘** Tt is she.” 

** Do you believe in divorce?” 

‘*Sometimes I do, and then again I 
don’t. Itseemsa pity. Where there 
are children it isterrible. Often they 
are all that keep a man and a woman 
together, the children. Hush! did I 
hear the boy crying? No, it 
was only the wind.” 

‘*Once,” I began, ‘‘ I heard a man 
talking about his life—it is to the 
widows that these men tell the story 
of their lives—and he said: ‘ For five 
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years—I married when I was an in- 
fant—I lived the life of a saint. And 
then I woke up. After that, if I 
missed anything I don’t know it. 
My wife,’ he went on, ‘ was a sensible 
little woman. Though she knew all 
she said nothing, she did nothing. 
She just sawed wood.’ 

‘¢ And what did you say to that?” 

‘*T said: ‘ Poor little woman!’ ”’ 

‘*’'Then what did he say?” 

‘* There didn’t seem to be anything 
left forhim tosay. He looked at me. 
After a long time, when I thought he 
had forgotten, he said: ‘ You’ve been 
around a good deal; but after all, 
you're nothing but a great big child.’” 

** Do you believe,” 
presently, ‘‘in a woman's saying 
nothing and sawing wood?” 

‘*Not much. We had a discus- 
sion about that on shipboard coming 
over. It was the captain who started 
it. ‘The most sensible woman I 
know,’ said he, ‘is the wife of the 
ship’s doctor. I'll tell you what she 
did. It was all about a barmaid. In 
New York they rig out their bars 
with lights and shining glasses and 
everything to make them brilliant 
and attractive; but in England they 
do the thing differently. They don’t 
pay any attention at all to lights and 
glasses and mirrors. They get a 
barmaid—the prettiest girl they can 
find in all the country round. She’s 
better than any lights and glasses 
and mirrors. The men swarm round 
her thicker than flies in the Sum- 
mer time. Well, the ship’s doctor 
swarmed with the rest. He overdid 
the thing, in fact. Some woman on 
board got to hear of it. What must 
this woman do but go straight back 
and break it to the wife. The wife 
gave her the cold shoulder, I can tell 
you that. ‘‘ My husband takes good 
care of me,” says she. ‘‘He fur- 
nishes me this beautiful home and a 
horse and carriage and everything I 
want in the way of dress, and that 
being the case, I’ve got nothing at all 
to do with what he does in Eng- 
land.” Sensible woman, that.’”’ 

She rested her chin in her hands, 
her eyes on the picture. 


she queried, 


‘*T can’t help thinking,” she re- 
flected, ‘‘that it’s a strange way to 
feel, a strange thing to say. Mysoul 
goes against it.”’ 

I got up and walked toward the 
window, stepping carefully on flowers 
going and on green leaves coming 
back. 

‘* So does the soul of every loving 
woman that lives,” said I, *‘ who ac- 
cepts humiliation for the price of food 
and clothing, degradation for her salt!” 

I stopped and stared at the picture, 
as she was doing. 

‘*T would take in mopping first,” I 
decided, ‘‘or washing and ironing. 
I would paint barbed-wire fences or 
shovel fog off roofs, or carry smoke. 
If I couldn't make a living I wouid 
starve.” 

She thought aloud: 

‘*Men will never understand the 
humiliation of the second-hand kiss,” 
said she. 

And she was right. 
will. 

I rescued my shoes from the heater. 
They were about to burn. I put 
them on, hot as they were. 

‘*T must go,” said I. ‘*‘ It is late.” 

For the fifth time she went to the 
window. 

‘*T wish you wouldn’t go,” she en- 
treated. ‘‘ Howcan you go solate, all 
by yourself? The goblins’ll git ye.” 

‘*No. I shall take a car at the cor- 
ner and transfer sixteen times, and 
in three hours I'll be home. That’s 
New York. I’m not afraid.” 

‘It’s awful to be a widow and have 
to go about alone!” 

‘*There are worse things,” I re- 
plied, tying on my hat. ‘‘At any 
rate, a widow knows where her hus- 
band is of nights.” 

She helped me with my wraps, fas- 
tening them with her slender white 
hands. She stood at the head of the 
steps while I gave her a French kiss 
on both cool white cheeks. 

Then I went down into the dark 
hall and out. 

In the street I looked up at the 
window of the room where she sat 


They never 


with her picture while he sat with 


her, and sighed. 
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E jardin était une merveille du 
printemps; comme il se nuan- 
cait de lilas en grappes et 

d’arbres en fleurs, le soleil et la brise, 
en variant les lumiéres sur les cou- 
leurs, y faisaient des mélanges de tons 
d'une délicatesse infinie et charmante; 
des parfums tendres se balangaient, 
en suspens dans l’air, avec une dou- 
ceur extréme; les bruits étaient épars, 
menus, délicieux, fragiles, d’accord 
avec les clartés et les baumes. 

Jean de Gacé, en ouvrant la porte, 
sentit ce bonheur venir a lui en 
bouffée. Du seuil, il conquit 1’éten- 
due verte, rose, la forme svelte des 
arbres, l’arrangement fuyant des al- 
lées, la brume légére et moirée mon- 
tant des parterres; son coeur s’ouvrit 
et ses traits se haussérent; il salua, 
d’un sourire, le paradis. 

La blancheur d’une jupe anima le 
détour du petit bois; cette jupe ondu- 
lait d’un mouvement rapide et doux, 
avec un bruit frais d’em- 
pesage; il reconnut l’ombrelle, le 
corsage rose, le piqué de la robe, les 
souliers fauves modelant les fins pieds 
danseurs et, comme l’ombrelle se dé- 
tournait, d’un geste d’envol, le visage 
naquit, se peignit 4 ses yeux dans sa 
grace et sa beauté. 

M. de Gacé se sentit plus heureux 
et plus jeune; ses quarante-cing ans 
ne pesaient jamais sur lui, parce 
qu’une existence hardie de lutteur 
habile et heureux ne lui avait pas 
permis de se regarder vivre et de se 
sentir vieillir. Il s’était marié trés 
jeune, paramour, avait perdu brusque- 
ment sa femme, aprés la naissance 
d’un fils et soumis, dés lors, par be- 
soin d’oubli, aux jeux, aux angoisses 
et aux fortunes d’un éleveur de che- 
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glissait 


Francois de 
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Nion 


vaux faisant courir, il s’était & peine 
apercu du temps. Ni ses cheveux 
chatains, ni sa moustache plus claire, 
longue et tombante, n’avaient de fils 
blancs et sa démarche était aisée et 
prompte, exercée et réglée par les 
sports. 

Mais depuis un an, depuis l’arrivée 
des Mainfroy dans sa province, prés 
de son haras, il se renouvelait en- 
core; a peine s’il s’était apergu que 
son fils Robert était parti pour le Ja- 
pon, comme attaché, et que Miss 
Maud, sa pouliche préparée pour les 
Oaks, était tombée boiteuse. II était 
seulement occupé de cette pensée 
cultivée avec soin, avec passion, qu'il 
était amoureux d’Héléne Mainfroy et 
qu’on la lui donnerait peut-étre, s’il 
la demandait. 


Elle jeta de loin: 

‘*J’ai été, ce matin, voir les che- 
vaux courir; Norfolk est superbe.”’ 

[1 fut ravi, non du compliment sur 
cheval, mais de 1l’éclat de ses 
dents et de la joie de son sourire; il 
la regardait minutieusement, détails 
a détails, comme on mire et l’on ad- 
mire un bibelot d’art et de préciosité, 
touché de la trouver belle, tellement 
reconnaissant qu’elle sfit si bien plaire 
et si bien se faire aimer. 

Cependant, il comprenait qu’il fal- 
lait parler, car elle le regardait avec 
des yeux amusés, consciente de l’émou- 
voir et flattée. M. de Gacé demanda: 

‘* Monsieur votre pére est 14?” 

‘*QOui; il fait ses comptes dans le 
kiosque. J’ai entendu la sonnette, 
j'ai pensé que c’était vous et j’ai été 
a votre rencontre.” 

‘** Comme vous étes gentille! Devi- 
nez qui m’est tombé, hier, du ciel 


son 
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ou plutét non, de l'autre 


monde?” 
** De l'autre monde?” 
‘*QOui; Robert, mon diplomate; je 
ne l’attendais que dans un mois, il a 


sans 
C’est 


brilé les étapes et 
méme m’envoyer une 
tout simple pour | 
Japon.” 

“* ie serai bien contente de le con- 
naitre.”’ 

‘* Je vous demanderai la permission 
de vous | 


l arrive 
é 


l’‘amener demain.” 

Il se tut un moment, pour donner 
plus de valeur a sa phrase, puis, avec 
un peu de tremblement dans la voix, 
mais posément, détachant les mots, 
et les regards pointes vers la terre, 
il débita: 

‘Robert va étre nommé roi- 
siéme;’ sa carriére se dessine, il n’a 
plus qu’a se laisser aller; il était parti 
un peu enfant; maintenant, c’est tout 
& fait un homme; je peux ne plus 
m'occuper de lui. Cela m’a décidé & 
faire auprés de monsieur votre pére 
une démarche que je lui ai, d’ailleurs, 
laissé prévoir——” 

Malgré lui, il releva les paupiéres 
pour voir l’effet de son discours: elle 
était immobile et toute rouge. Sa 
petite main tremblait sur le manche 
de son ombrelle, dont la pointe creu- 
sait le sol. 

Il avait envie de prendre cette 
main, de lui dire qu’il l’aimait, de lui 
demander si elle voulait bien étre sa 
femme. Il eut l'instinct que cette 
minute était unique et divine. I 
efit osé, un peu plus jeune; mais cer- 
tains Ages ont des pudeurs. Ilse tut, 
comme s’il avait eu vingt ans, fré- 
missant et timide. 

Elle dit, trés simple, avec l’habileté 
imperturbable des vierges: 

** Vous savez que nous sommes tou- 
jours tous heureux de vous voir.” 

‘* Alors, & demain. Je ne veux pas 
déranger monsieur votre pére.” 

‘Vous vous sauvez déja! On ne 
vous voit plus.” 

‘*Comme vous étes gentille!” 


Oui, elle était gentille, et bonne, et 
charmante. M. de Gacé se répétait 
cela en suivant un vieux chemin 
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d’ormes, au bout duquel un homme 
l’attendait, tenant un cheval en 
main. Par un soin un peu naif, il 
s’exercait a fortifier, & assurer son 
amour; il se la montrait toujours 
préte & accourir vers lu 


i, il se rappelait 
ses sourires et ses poignées de main 
légéres. . ‘* Mais, si ce n’était 
que de la sympathie pour un vieil 
ami, pour un voisin élégant et aim- 
Non, elle avait rougi tout a 

elle avait bien compris le 

ses paroles et elle lui avait 
dit: ‘A demain.’ D ailleurs, il avait 
pu pressentir M. Mainfroy; il le 


able? 
lheure, 


sens de 


savait sans fortune, hanté d’idées 
nobiliaires, préoccupé de marier sa 
fille. Peut-étre, le pére 


avait-il parlé? ; 

Il s’arréta, enfonca son talon dans 
une motte glaiseuse: 

‘*Et si elle ne m’épouse que parce 
que je suis riche, que je suis le baron 
de Gacé! es 

L’idée—naturelle pourtant—fut si 
pénible 4 son exaltation, que le ciel, 
une seconde, tourna, chavira sur la 
plaine. [1 sentit son coeur remuer au 
fond de sa poitrine, se fondre en 
pleurs brusquement montés a 
yeux. I] secoua ses pensées, s’ap- 
proacha du cheval, s’enleva d'un élan 
souple et partit au galop sur la route 
sonore. 

Comme il s’embarquait, emporté de 
haute allure, dans l’avenue du haras 
—entre les pelouses limitées de balus- 
trades blanches ot les juments dres- 
saient leurs tétes fines suivies de pou- 
lains téteurs et dégingandés—il vit 
devant lui Robert qui rentrait, penché 
sur le guidon de sa bicyclette. 

Le pére approcha la jambe et 
rendit la main; les bonds du pur-sang 
s’espactrent; en trois foulées il avait 
rejoint son fils. 

Et du haut de sa monture élancée, 
laissant tomber des yeux malgré lui 
dédaigneux sur le bicycliste, il pensa, 
réveil tardif pour sa paternité tendre, 
de jalousie et de suprématie mascu- 
line: 

‘*En somme, je suis mieux que lui.” 


ses 


Comme ils pénétraient tous deux 


des 


dans le salon Mainfroy, ils 
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surprirent Héléne occupée a poser 
des fleurs parmi les vases. Elle ne 
les attendait pas encore et n’avait pas 
entendu la voiture; la jeune fille était 


en peignoir, les bras nus et les 
cheveux relevés d’un ruban; sa vue 
fut délicieuse aux deux hommes. 
‘*Mon Dieu, je me sauve!”’ 
‘*Laissez-moi, au vol, vous pré- 
senter mon fils et vous demander 
pardon de notre irruption.” 


Aprés avoir rougi beaucoup, elle 
était toute blanche; pourtant, sans 
fausse honte, elle relevait les yeux 
vers ceux du jeune homme. Leurs 


regards s’échangérent et s’amollirent. 
Elle ferma la porte et disparut. 

Robert s’écriait: 

‘*Mon Dieu! qu’elle est charmante 
et jolie!” 

Tu trouves?” 

‘Je comprends ce 
laissiez entendre 
cher papa; je 
cette jeune fille 
le vois, 


que vous 
tout a l’heure, mon 
vous assure que, si 
vous plait, comme je 
je suis tout disposé a donner 


me 


DEMANDE 
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Mais 


suite a 
voila, voudra-t-elle aller ‘ T'étranger? 
Dans ma carriére 

M. Mainfroy entrait, 


vos projets. 


les mains ten- 


dues. 
‘*Ma fille m’a parlé, cher baron, 
jai tout compris; vous connaissez 


l’affection filiale qu’elle a pour vous; 
je sais tout ce que vaut monsieur 
votre fils; nous parlons franchement, 
n’est-ce pas? Il faut attendre un peu 
pour voir si les jeunes gens se con- 
viennent, et puis : 

M. de Gacé regarda son fils, dont 
les yeux brillaient, et, sans un pli 
aux lévres, sentit s’achever l’agonie 
de son coeur. 

‘* Je vous remercie, cher monsieur,” 
dit-il, ‘‘de vos bons sentiments pour 
Robert. Permettez-lui de venir ici 
faire sa cour tous les jours; j’espére 
qu'ils se plairont Robert est un bon 
garcon 

I ajouta, tres simplement: 

‘Et Mile. Héléne est une adorable 


jeune fille.” 


we 


A LA 


MODE 


\ Y Polly glories in each smile 
+ That fashion on attire bestows, 
And flies to each extreme of style 

In coiffure, dress and even pose. 


The fairy folk in times of old 

Were changed by Magic’s wondrous wand; 
She for new guises manifold 

Adopts each model in Le Monde. 


So though my very age bespeaks 


Discretion, 


yet my staid brain whirls— 


I think that in as many weeks 


I’ve been engaged to fifteen 


oF 


AN UNKIND 





girls! 
ANNETTE SCHUYLER HARRISON. 


INFERENCE 


: LORA—When Jack asked for just one kiss I ran out. 
Bessie— What of?—kisses? 
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TWO PROBLEMS 


WONDER, love, were you and I 
Alone upon the dreary earth, 
With not another suitor nigh 
To break the awful manless dearth— 
I wonder if you then would be 
Inclined to listen to my plea. 


I wonder, too, if I should find 
Myself in some strange, distant land, 
Inhabited by womankind, 
With not another man at hand— 
I wonder, would I prove untrue 
One moment in my thought to you. 


W. W. WHITELOCK. 


MERELY A FRIENDLY FAVOR 


66 S4 Y, old chap, got anything particular on hand for this afternoon?” 
~— 


‘*No; nothing I can’t drop if there’s any excitement in sight.” 

‘*Well, there is. Yes, I think I can safely say that you won't stagnate.” 

**Good! What's up?” 

‘*T want you to help me propose to Miss Lovelton.” 

‘*The deuce you do!” 

*“*Exactly. Will you?” 

*“*Why—why, I don’t know. How?” 

‘*Well, you know that pet bull terrier she always has with her? Yes? 
Well, he hates me, for some reason, and if I should venture even to touch her 
he’d be at my calves in a holy second. Now how can a fellow propose prop- 
erly to a girl without taking her hand, or slipping his arm round her? And 
when she accepts me, if I forget about that blasted pup in the ardor of the 
moment, I shudder at the consequences.” 

‘*T see. But where do I come in?” 

‘‘Why, he hates tramps, too. So I want you to rig up as one and get 
him .to chase you, say anywhere from half a mile toa mile. Then you can 
climb a tree and roost out of his reach till we come and call him off.” 

‘* But suppose she rejects you, and you should forget all about me?” 

‘*Oh, don’t go raising frivolous objections. Nothing of the kind will 
happen, and even if it does, I suppose he’ll starve to death in time.” 

ALeEx. RICKETTs. 


IN DOUBT 


H E—What if I should propose to you? 
Sue—You'd never do so again! 





THE PROBLEM PLAY 


By Douglas Story 


USTACE CLAVERING is a 
big man—big in body, mind 
and reputation. An eminent 

K. C., one of the most impassioned 
pleaders at the Bar, a politician whose 
final resting place in Parliament must 
be greatly a matter of his own choos- 
ing, remarkably little advantage has 
been taken by his opponents of his 
early association with the stage and 
with stage folk. 

Presumably this is in great part 
due to his own excessive candor on 
the subject and to his genuine per- 
sonal popularity. For Eustace is still 
a young man as barristers go, a man 
whose pseudonym, ‘‘ Eric Carstairs,” 
was familiar to every man and woman 
in town, a dozen years ago, on the 
playbills of more than one successful 
production west of Temple Bar. In 
the late eighties he was the handsom- 
est boy with the theatrical entrée in 
London, his comedies were the most 
promising. To-day the realities of 
life, as a criminal cross-examining 
counsel sees them, have strengthened 
his jaw, added keenness to his eye 
and deepened the music of his voice. 
But he is handsome as ever, desirable 
as ever—a man just approaching his 
prime. 

The old bohemian days in Oak 
Tree Court are fresh in the memories 
of all but the youngest of a youthful 
generation. Yetare they never men- 
tioned save in the company of those 
to whom their incidents are already as 
a tale that is told. For all men re- 
spect Eustace Clavering. Through 
it all he remained a man and a gen- 
tleman, and the Inns of Court rear 
few who do not eat of the Tree of 
Knowledge, and in the eating gain 
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such compensation as may be for 
their banishment from the Eden of 
Innocence. 

The Winter was a depressing one. 
The demise of a sovereign—an event 
not previously encountered in the ex- 
perience of the active generations— 
had left London in doubt as to whether 
it was in or out of town. In the gen- 
eral suspension of all things Clavering 
had an opportunity for introspection 
he had never previously encountered. 
To his astonishment he found himself 
thirty -eight and a bachelor — not a 
confirmed bachelor, because he had 
not yet attained the age of settled 
conviction, but an increasingly fas- 
tidious bachelor. The discovery dis- 
tressed him, because he was essen- 
tially an admirer of women, and time 
was when he had been a lover of 
women—in the abstract. 

In the first shock of the realization 
he cursed himself for his nicety. He 
had no ambition to become a cynic, 
and he had not suffered sufficiently at 
the hands of women to drive him in 
that direction. Yet all involuntarily 
he was drifting speedily to practical 
if not theoretical misogyny. Already 
he was hypercritical, quick to note 
immaterial anatomical inaccuracies, 
trivial discrepancies between com- 
plexion and stature, between avoir- 
dupois and resonance of voice—trifles 
the healthy man knows not, or know- 
ing, sees not. To argue himself un- 
healthy angered Clavering, so he rose 
and wandered out into the clear 
cold day. 

The question was what to do with 
himself in the circumstances. He 
had lunched earlier than usual, the 
club offered no relief, and all the nice 
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people in town were suffering more 
or less from nerves at the uncertainty 
of the season. He hailed a hansom 
and ordered the driver to take him up 
Bond street. It would be hard if 
something on the pavement, in the 
crowded carriage-way or in the shops 
did not afford him inspiration. 

And so it happened. At the first 
block he was attracted by a tall, wil- 
lowy figure in soft gray that seemed 
a perfect oasis in the dreary wilder- 
ness of black. As she entered an art 
gallery he caught a glimpse of her 
face, and started. Hastily he pushed 
his fare through the trapdoor and 
leaped to the sidewalk. He found 
her in the vestibule consulting a cata- 
logue. At sight of him her pale, 
strained face lightened, and their 
meeting was the meeting of old 
friends. 

Ten years before Gracie Mainwar- 
ing had made his play at the Mayfair 
the success of a decade, had earned 
for herself an assured position at the 
top of the profession, and had en- 
dowed ‘‘Eric Carstairs” with the 


fortune and the reputation that had 


never since deserted him. But Clav- 
ering had never written another play, 
Gracie Mainwaring had retired from 
the boards, and after a bootless bel- 
lowing the public had sullenly ac- 
cepted the refusal of its favorites to 
dance longer to its piping. 

Those who knew the identity of 
‘* Eric Carstairs” were too interested 
in the phenomenal rise of the barris- 
ter to trouble long over the sudden 
extinction of the dramatist. Those 
who sneered at his withdrawal from a 
profession in which he was a pro- 
nounced success were silenced by his 
greater triumph in a more dignified 
sphere. Such mystery as there might 
have been remained as inscrutable as 
in the beginning, while in the confi- 
dent bearing of Eustace Clavering 
there was little encouragement for 
gossip. 

Clavering’s had been the first and 
the best of the problem plays. It 
had mesmerized the public by the 
bitterness of its cynicism, by the ac- 
tuality of its tragedy, by the boldness 
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of its unbelief. It had shocked them 
by its realism and captivated them 
by its apparent inevitability. To 
Clavering the play had been the ex- 
pression of a mood; to a generation 
it had been the exposition of a doc- 
trine. 

Gracie Mainwaring had been little 
more than nineteen when she accepted 
the heavy réle at the Mayfair. When 
Clavering met her in Bond street she 
was on the confines of thirty. For 
nine years he had not seen her, for 
eight he had not heard from her or 
concerning her. She had gone to 
America, and the great arms of the 
United States had enveloped her. 

They walked up the stairs together 
and stood in reverent contemplation 
of the picture of Gethsemane she had 
come to view. It was characteristic 
of the two, and of their old relation- 
ship, that they had spoken no word 
save the formal greeting, and that 
when her examination was finished 
she should place her hand trustingly 
in his and turn once more to the 
stairway. 

Out in the light she drew her hand 
gently from him and led the way to 
her brougham waiting in Albemarle 
street. Clavering handed her in and 
then stood interrogatively. 

‘*Tell him ‘home,’” she said, speak- 
ing for the first time since she had 
welcomed him, ‘‘and come and have 
some tea, Eustace.” 

The footman touched his hat, and 
Clavering settled himself contentedly 
beside her. He knew he had come 
to the solution of the problem in his 
life, and he was satisfied to leave its 
announcement to time and to the 
beautiful woman at his side. They 
drove rapidly through the Park and 
stopped at a freshly decorated house 
near Lancaster Gate. 

Over tea, the silence, which had 
never been embarrassing, was broken. 

** Gracie,” asked Clavering, ‘‘ how- 
ever did you get to town without my 
knowing it? Have you been long 
here?” 

‘*No,” returned the other with a 
silvery laugh that affected Clavering 
like a ett motif in Wagner; ‘‘no, I 
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arrived by the Campania on Wednes- 
day, and this is the first time I’ve been 
out. If you were a woman you would 
know by this—” and she stroked the 
soft gray dress she wore—‘‘ that I am 
a recent arrival. Women don’t risk 
/ise-mayjesté in gowns without a cause, 
you know.” 

‘* Thank heaven you did, or I might 
have missed you. It was the sight of 
the dove among the crows that drew 
me to you in Bond street. But how 
on earth do you come to be living 
here? I thought this was Max Wes- 
ton’s house?” 

‘‘T am Mrs. Max Weston.” 

There was silence for awhile be- 
tween the two, and Clavering realized 
for the first time there was more than 
one solution possible to the problem 
of his life. He toyed with his cup 
and marveled at the calm self-posses- 
sion of the woman opposite. She, on 
her part, watched him dreamily 
through the heavy curtain of her eye- 
lashes. 

‘‘“You have become a man, Eus- 
tace,” she said at length, as if the re- 
mark summed up a whole volume of 
impressions. 

‘Yes? But I wasn’t legally an in- 
fant when last we met, you know. 
But as regards one thing I was older 
then than now.” 

‘** And that is ? 

**' Woman.” 

‘That is everything. 

‘** Almost thou persuadest me,” he 
returned, with a lazy laugh. 

Once more they drifted into silence, 
Clavering wondering why in his mad- 
ness he had let this woman slip away 
from him, Mrs. Weston delighting 
in the signs of his strength and 
his manhood. It was he that spoke 
first: 

‘*] wonder why the dramatist in 
me should be so painfully conven- 
tional. In those other days my sense 
of the dramatic proprieties kept me 
constantly a-gaze for settings. I tried 
to make love to appropriate music. I 
remember once there was a girl I 
loved—as young men love—and I de- 
termined to pledge my troth to her at 
the Temple fountain. You remember 


” 


” 
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the fountain, don’t you?—the one 
Dickens wrote about in ‘Oliver 
Twist,’ isn’t it?— where ‘the idle 
drops of water danced and danced, 
and peeping out in sport among the 
trees plunged lightly down to hide 
themselves ’—pardon me, the quota- 
tion jumps with the conventionality. 
As a matter of fact, in my time the 
control of the water was so eccentric 
the drops had little opportunity for 
dancing.” 

‘**Did Rebecca come to the 
tain?” 

‘*No, Iregret to say. You see, the 
fountain is so thoroughly out of every- 
body’s way, except of the law clerks 
and the American tourists, I fancy 
Rebecca remained ignorant of its 
whereabouts.” 

‘* But you had a philosophy in those 
days?” 

‘*Yes, but my philosophy had a 
nasty habit of deserting me at critical 
moments.” 

‘*The dramatic proprieties, then?” 

‘* Well, the dramatic proprieties got 
so far askew that I substituted an 
empty stage for Fountain Court, Mid- 
dle Temple, a dark and dingy, hope- 
lessly impossible trysting place with 
great, gaunt wings glowering at one 
like sentinels, and a moth-eaten back- 
cloth flapping uneasily on the rear 
wall. Ugh!” 

“It was draughty,” interpolated 
Mrs. Weston, reflectively. 

‘* Very draughty,” admitted Claver- 
ing. 

‘** And depressing.” 

** Most depressing.” 

** And liable to interruptions.” 

**One of the stage hands dropped a 
block from the flies that came within 
six inches of permanently interrupt- 
ing my terrestrial career.” 

‘* Why ever did you choose such a 
place?” asked Mrs. Weston, bending a 
sympathetic face toward him. ‘* Was 
Rebecca so unapproachable else- 
where?” 

‘*No, but she had come up to the 
theatre for her letters, and I was full 
of the new discovery of my own un- 
worthiness—and Fountain Court was 
so far off—and it seemed desecration 


foun- 


’ 
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to arrange for the speaking of the 
truth at the Star and Garter or the 
Savoy. Pe 

‘**Couldn’t you have gone to the Na- 
tional Gallery? It was handy.” 

**Yes, handy, but not soul-satisfy- 
ing. Good Lord, Gracie!” said Claver- 
ing, suddenly sitting up; ‘‘don’t you 
realize I was in love—honest, madden- 
ing love—and I would have proposed 
on the sidewalk rather than waste time 
‘consulting a time-table? Think of 
proposing in the full gaze of a Botti- 
celli Madonna!” 

‘* True—disconcerting, and not fair 
to the girl. But why didn’t you pro- 
pose in the theatre?” 

‘* Well, I was an honest young idiot 
in those days, and I wanted to tell 
her _” 

** Rebecca?” 

‘Don’t interrupt. I wanted to tell 
her that my play was a lie, a mean, 
back-handed blow at a woman I in my 
vanity had fancied deserved it; that 
my faith in woman was real, was ac- 
tual; and I wanted to beg her to give 
me back the right to stand once more 


upright in the eyes of a gracious lady.” 

** And why didn’t you?” 

‘*Because she seemed more inter- 
ested in her letters than in me, because 
I was young and vain, and hated to 
prick the bubble of my reputation, and 
because the stage carpenter’s block fell 


” 


and 

‘*So you let her go without even 
telling her, without even asking her?” 

** My gray he'rs so do testify.” 

Mrs. Weston lay back quietly in the 
gathering gloom and contemplated 
her visitor. As the firelight played 
upon him it revealed a goodly man, 
well bred and clean cut, with honest 
eyesand areliable mouth. And as she 
looked her face grewsoft and girlish. 
She leaned forward in her chair to- 
ward him as if she would gather 
him to her breast, but her figure was 
hidden in the twilight. 

** Eustace,”” she asked, and her 
voice was a caress, ‘‘ Eustace, was it 
fair to the girl?” 

Before Clavering had a chance to 
answer a man came in with lights, and 
Mrs. Weston rose. 
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‘* Eustace,” she said, as she held 
out her hand, ‘‘come back to dinner 
this evening. I need your advice 
about many things.” 

As soon as Clavering had gone 
Mrs. Weston withdrew to her boudoir 
and in its soft, amber light contem- 
plated the situation. For nine years 
she had kept away from London, had 
buried herself in Florida or Ber- 
muda in Winter, in the Thousand 
Islands in Summer. She had re- 
turned with the fixed determination 
of meeting this man, and now that 
the encounter had taken place thus 
fortuitously she needed pause to esti- 
mate its effect. 

A long time she sat silent and un- 
moving, with her sweet face perfect 
in its contentment. Her great gray 
eyes seemed black in the lamplight 
and her mobile mouth pouted as a 
girl’s to be kissed. All of the hard 
lines of her girlhood’s figure had 
softened, her face had taken on a 
character of its own and no longer 
was a mere reflection of what she 
represented. As an actress she had 
lost something of the quick adapt- 
ability that had made her fame. 
As a woman she had gained distinc- 
tion. 

It had been something of an or- 
deal to appraise a nine-year-old idol, 
but Eustace had emerged triumphant, 
and Gracie Weston sighed her satis- 
faction. A slight tap broke in on 
her musings and her maid announced 
the hour. 

‘** All right, Louise, I shall be with 
you in a minute,” and Mrs. Weston 
passed through to her dressing-room. 
Never in years had she been so ex- 
acting. 

At dinner Eustace was judiciously 
brilliant, while Mrs. Weston chatted 
of old friends and the women who 
had gone under. Coffee was served 
in the drawing-room. When they 
were alone Clavering returned to the 
question his hostess had put to him 
earlier in the evening. 

‘*Well, Gracie, was it fair to the 
girl?” 

‘“‘What? You are playing with 
the problem—or the interruption?” 
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‘* The interruption.” 

‘““It was most unfair to 
stopped her career; it made her 
doubt the man she had trusted; it 
drove her to marry a man it was de- 
filement to touch; it made her an 
exile. Oh,I know it was an exile 
with a hundred thousand dollars a 
year, but that only makes estrange- 
ment the more emphatic.” 

‘* Augments the tortures of chang- 
ing seasons, the tyrannies of bonnets 
at a distance?” 

‘*No; multiplies one’s capacity for 
heart-searching, for doubt.” 

‘*Why did the girl doubt? 
did she doubt?” 

‘‘The girl doubted because 
man had written a play 
said was drawn from life—had made 
woman in it vile, treacherous, 
faithless. And the girl remembered 
what his eyes had spoken to her, and 
she wondered if she, too, fell under 
the lash of his unbelief. Circum- 
stances made it appear that she had, 
and she fled from the bitter solution 
of the dramatist.” 

‘*But, Gracie,” cried Clavering, 
‘*surely you knew I was mad in my 
self-conceit, that my faith in woman’s 
heart and woman’s virtue was un- 
sullied?”’ 

‘*T knew, but you had not told me 
so; and so—” there was a catch in 
her throat—‘‘ and so I married Max. 
Eustace, it was cruel to leave me 
to such a fate unwarned, unpre- 
pared.” 

Eustace moved as if he would put 
his arms round her, but he restrained 


her. It 


Whom 


the 
everyone 


the 
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himself. He was very white now and 
he breathed heavily. 

‘* Gracie,” he asked, when he could 
control himself, ‘‘Gracie, where is 
Max?” 

** Dead!” 

‘* Dead?” 

‘* Yes, died of yellow fever—so at 
least the cable stated—in Rio six 
months ago.”’ 

They were both standing up now, 
gazing at each other with eyes 
through which their startled souls 
looked. The man spoke first. 

‘** Gracie, can it still be comedy?” 

And the girl sank into his arms 
with a murmur of love that stirred 
Eustace to his heart’s depths. Later, 
when she was sobbing as a woman 
will for very happiness, he said: 

‘*Gracie, there is a whole philoso- 
phy in those tears of yours.” 

‘* Yes, dear,” whispered the girl, 
smiling up through shining lashes, 
‘*ves, but it is a philosophy that is 
never revealed to the philosopher.” 
Then, moving away from him, she 
questioned: ‘‘ But, Eustace, what 
about the dramatic propriety now?” 

‘‘Oh, there is none,” he answered, 
as he drew her to him again; ‘‘ we 
have sacrificed all the drama there 
ever was in it. We have made a 
comedy of what should have been a 
tragedy—or at least a problem play. 
And there can be no propriety in a 
bachelor and a girl-widow together 
without a chaperon in Mayfair; can 
there, darling?” 

And he clasped her once more to 
his heart. 


ws 


CONSOLATION 


H, woman, do not lose your wonted cheer 
When three gray hairs upon your head appear; 
A word of consolation I'll let fall— 
Can they be counted, they don’t count at all. 


GEORGE BIRDSEYE. 
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POLISHED BARBARISM 


"THERE once was a gallant young Sioux 
Whioux thousands of enemies slioux 
In a barbarous way, 
Till I’m happy to say 
He longed for a change from the strife and affr: 
And I truly can’t blame him, can yioux? 
So this gallant, progressive young Sioux 
A great bushy head of hair grioux; 
Went down to Carlisle, 
Played football awhisle, 
And learned to slay folks in an elegant stisle 
Just as civilized warriors dioux! 


¥ 


THE WHIRL OF A GIRL 


, 


LoweEL. Ortvus REESE. 


HE leaned back in her chair with a weary though contented sigh. This 

had been such a busy day, she thought. In the morning she had had a 
protracted siege with her dressmaker over acreation in pale blue satin, that 
was to gladden the eyes of all observers at the largest ball of the season. 
After a dainty luncheon at Delmonico’s she had gone with Jack to look at 
the new span he thought of buying, and had agreed with him as to the per- 
fect match of the glossy brown steeds. Then Jack and she had driven down- 
town, and she had dropped him at his club while she went to take her fencing 
lesson. After that she had made a call or two, and then hurried home to 
dress for the dinner the family was giving that evening. Everything had 
gone off perfectly—the new cook was very satisfactory—and later they had 
looked in on the last act of ‘‘L’Aiglon.” How magnificently Bernhardt 
played! And after that she had gone on to the Stuyvesant ball and had 
danced until her cheeks were as pink as the roses she carried. And now she 
was sitting before her large mirror, wrapped in a wonderful fluffy robe of 
softest white, and in a moment the maid would—— 

“‘Mary Jane! Mary Jane! Come right here this minute and set the 
table for supper!”’ 

The girl rose and glanced down at her blue-checked calico 

** Yes, ma,” she said. 


gown. 


Rutu H. DutTcHeEr. 
Ca~s 


IRRESPONSIBLE AND RECKLESS 


| | EWITT—Do you ever go home drunk? 
Jewett—My dear boy, when I’m drunk I’m liable to go anywhere. 





FATE’S FOOTBALL 


By Rupert Hughes 


F sweet little Polly Paddington 
had lived in Roman days she 
would have gurgled with delight 

every time a gladiator tumbled in the 
and red with his own blood, and her 
tiny thumb would have been the first 
turned down in merciless contempt 
for the crime of inferiority. But 
having been born only sweet-and- 
twenty years ago, and in New Haven, 
she spends her enthusiasm on foot- 
ball. 

However, this year brought her the 
first chance she had ever had to know 
a real, live football player—so little 
communion has town with gown in 
New Haven. Wherefore Polly pro- 
ceeded to take an even greater inter- 
est in the game, and to fall in love, or 
nearly, with a demigod whose emblem 
of power was an oblate spheroid of 
pigskin. 

Yet even he, the one gladiator she 
knew, was not a really-truly football 
player; he was nota ’Varsity, but only 
a would-be, a Scrub! Still, he was 
better than nothing, and she believed 
that she loved him. When he called 
on her of an evening, and, walking in 
with a limp, flopped into a chair with 
a groan, she sat at his feet and lis- 
tened to his jargon of technical terms 
with an enthusiasm that hallowed 
what it comprehended, and a faith 
that accepted on trust what it did not 
understand. 

No hero, however bold, could have 
looked into her great, hungry eyes 
and told an unvarnished tale; and 
the poor, hard-working, hard-worked 
Scrub could not be blamed for dress- 
ing up his experiences with a few in- 
ventions of prowess that he had not 
shown, and brilliant runs that he had 
not made. 
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To spend a day as the human foot- 
ball of a gang of eleven educated 
ruffians, who cuffed and tripped and 
dragged and slammed you all up and 
down and across a large field, and 
then to spend an evening confessing to 
a pretty girl just how ridiculous and 
pathetic a figure you have been cutting 
—that is more than you would expect 
even of yourself, isn’t it? And this 
poor, hopeful Scrub was not made of 
any sterner stuff than you. And 
when it came to the alternative of 
winning the smiles of this girl by ly- 
ing, or losing them by telling the 
truth, why, the Scrub did just as you 
would have done, he simply turned 
himself loose and lied. 

The love affair of these two pros- 
pered so rapidly that before the first 
actual contest of the year the Scrub— 
Jack Kendall was his name—was suf- 
ficiently encouraged to risk a proposal. 
But now his boasting brought its own 
revenge, for Polly frankly averred 
that any squire of hers must be an ap- 
proved expert in football, and must 
win her heart in actual combat before 
her very eyes. 

It happened that the Scrub had 
been recently playing in remarkable 
form—for him. He knew that his 
style must have improved by the com- 
parative immunity he had enjoyed 
from the objurgations of the coaches, 
though their profanity was still such 
as would have curled the hair of a lay- 
man. Then he overheard one of the 
coaches say to Higginbotham, of the 
Varsity: 

‘*If you don’t settle down and quit 
your monkey business you'll wake up 
some fine day to find yourself on the 
Scrubagain. We are thinking of giv- 
ing Kendall a whack at your sinecure. 
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He’s a good deal of a muff, but he 
works hard, and 

That was all he could catch, but it 
him so much that he 
made bold to ask permission for the 
attendance of Miss Paddington and 
her mother at one of the tuning-up 
games between the ’Varsity and the 
Scrub. No objection was made, and 
Polly toddled into the grounds, fol- 
lowed by her mother, who had been 
induced to come only by the daugh- 
ter’s threat to go alone rather than 
miss this test of her hero’s mettle. 

Foreseeing how difficult it might 
be to recognize him in all the harness 
of football masquerade, Kendall had 
told Polly that he played left end on 
the Scrub; he had carefully mapped 
out the field, so that she could know 
where to look for him; and had 
added, with ominous scorn, the state- 
ment that the man opposite him, 
playing right-end on the other team, 
was the hated Higginbotham, who 
alone stood in the way of his promo- 
tion to the ’Varsity, and whom he 
purposed that day to annihilate. 

There were not many people in 
the grand stand that afternoon, and 
Polly found a seat in the very first 
row, where she could watch the tur- 
moil closely. A look of religious awe 
came into her gentle eyes when the 
teams made a sortie from their quar- 
ters, and, after a little skylarking, 
lined up for the kick-off. She finally 
located the position of left-end and 
fastened all her gaze and all her 
prayers on the man there. 

She was glad that Jack had made it 
all very plain to her, for she could 
never have recognized him in the dis- 
guise affected by football brigands. 
A black nose-guard, a pair of ear- 
shields and sundry fillets about the 
head may disguise the natural beauty 
of even an Adonis. Furthermore, 
Polly was surprised to note how much 
taller and heavier Jack appeared than 
she had expected. gut then those 
padded suits always make one seem 
larger. 

In the 


encouraged 


very first the 


scrimmage 
youth who carried all her hope and 
pride with him distinguished himself 
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by being the last of the Scrubs to rise 
from the heap of human odds and ends 
into which the two bands of culture 
had formed themselves. But under 
her beloved was yet another gasping 
wretch — Higginbotham, doubtless. 
Seeing him wobbling about and re- 
adjusting his joints, Polly screamed 
with ecstasy. 

But a greater joy awaited her, for 
the right-end of the ‘Varsity got the 
ball, with instructions to deliver it to 
Mr. Goal at the other end of the field. 
He hugged it tightly as if it were his 
own heart, and leaped forward. But 
he could not dodge the alert Scrub— 
her hero—who ran the ’Varsity man 
almost over the side-line, and then 
taking him round the hips, picked 
him up like a bolster, banged him to 
the ground with a jar that shook the 
earth, and pounced down on him in a 
manner to give beholders gooseflesh. 
Polly’s cheer took no heed of the in- 
convenience this maneuver must have 
caused the ‘Varsity man; he was 
legitimate prey to her hero’s glory. 
When he struck the ground the word 
‘*Down!” was blurted out of him 
like water from a hot-water bag. At 
the same time his nose-guard was 
jolted loose, and for a moment Polly 
would have sworn that the wild face 
she saw belonged to her hero. gut 
the memory of his words that he was 
to play on the Scrub reassured her. 

When her favorite in the contest 
got the ball and dived head foremost 
into the Varsity man opposite him, 
bowled him down like a ninepin and 
went on over him for a beautiful 
run of twenty yards, she crowed like 
a baby and yowled like one of Wag- 
ner’s Valkyries. And when the cap- 
tain of the "Varsity came back to the 
prostrate wretch who had let the 
Scrub through and heaped sky-blue 
condemnation on him, she felt not the 
least tinge of pity. 

To increase her pride, a man in the 
seat behind began to echo her views 
of the two rivals on the end of the 
teams; and by his talk he made it 
plain to everyone within earshot that 
he was a former coach. 

‘*Why, that 'Varsity right-end,” he 
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growled, ‘‘ought to be playing on the 
Vassar team; the Scrub in front of 
him isn’t doing a thing to him! That 
idiot will never reach ’Varsity form in 
He's a natural born lobster, 
a hopeless farmer. He ought to be 
shoveling the icebergs— 
He might succeed 
as a player of tiddlediwinks, but of 
football—not in a thousand years!” 

Such choice epigrams as these were 
to her beautiful epitaphs on the 
docmed Higginbotham, and while it 
seemed that the Scrub man was deter- 

to chew the hel "Varsity 
man up entirely, and while the game 
was stopped every few downs to rub 
and yank and patch the ’Varsity man 
into a condition where he could stand 
on his feet and furnish a target for 
the Scrub, the performance did not 
strike the coy demoiselle as in any 
sense too violent. Her mother, how- 
ever, was horrified to the verge of 
hysterics, and being unable to per- 
suade her bloodthirsty child to leave 
the scene of carnage, she finally chose 
an opportune moment to faint, the 
special excuse being the compiete 
of the ‘Varsity man and his 
transporte ition in an unconscious con- 
dition to the training quarters. 

There was a mighty stir in the 
grand stand then, and the voluble ex- 
coach had to expend his breath in 
carrying the inanimate and portly 
matron to her carriage outside. But 
Polly was disgusted only at the ne- 
cessity of going home. She looked 
on the victim of her hero’s vigor with 
all the stoicism of a squaw inspecting 
her buck’s collection of scalps. 

When she reached home and had 
her mother placed in the care of a doc- 
tor, her newly matured love impelled 
her irresistibly to write a letter of hom- 
to her dauntless warrior. And 
she despatched to him this missive: 


his life. 


smoke off 


anything but this. 


less 


collapse 


age 


DARLING JACK (for you are my darling 
now, and I confess it): 


Yh, Aow can I ever tell you how proud 


I was of your magnificent courage and 
power on the field of battle to-day! My 
eyes never left you! I recognized you 
immediately, and you looked awfully 
grand in your suit of ; The 'Var- 
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sity idiot opposite you—Higginbotham 
it was, I suppose—looked too puny and 
ridiculous for anything! I shrieked with 
delight every time you downed him. 
And oh, Jack, how you dd down him! 
But I don't feel the /east dit sorry for him! 
He has no more right to be on the team 
than Ihave. You made him look, as my 
young brother says, like a dime with 
hole in it! I couldn't stay /a/f as long 
as I wanted to, for mamma was se/fish 
enough to faint just because that si//y 
Higginbotham was carried off senseless! 
He was senseless in the frst place, and I 
was glad you laid him out! Oh, Jack, 
after seeing you play the game of games 
to-day, I no longer have any doubt that 
you are the man I can love devotedly! I 
could never be happy with a man I could 
not respect, a man like Higginbotham! 
So come and see me as soon as ever you 
can, for I am 
All your own, own, OWN 

POLLY. 

P. S.—I shall be SO proud when I can 
see you wearing your ‘‘ Y.” 


To the feverishly impatient Polly 
came, a while later, not her lover 
but this note in a strange hand- 
writing: 

My DEAR Miss PADDINGTON: 

Being Mr. Kendall's best friend, I had 
the unpleasant task of reading him your 
note as soon as he regained conscious- 
As both his eyes were closed in 
the practice game he could not read it. 
And as he can hardly move a muscle 
without yelling, and cannot hold a pen 
in his hand, I have to inform you that he 
cannot accept your kind invitation to 
call for some days. I may say to you 
that the man you took to be Higgin- 
both um was in reality Mr. Kendall, and 
ice versa. It was decided at the last 
moment that Mr. Kendall should be 
given a trial on the 'Varsity, and he ex- 
changed temporarily with Mr. Higgin- 
botham, who, in his natural desire to 
show that Mr. Kendall was not his su- 
perior as a player, conducted himself 
with unpardonable rudeness. 

Yours sincerely, 
L. JOHN DE SMYTTHE. 

P. S.—Mr. Kendall wishes me to ask 
you whether the knowledge of the mis- 
take you made in thinking him to be Mr. 
H., and vice versa, will make any differ- 
ence in your very cordial expressions 
of affection and acceptance. 

L. JOHN DES 


ness. 


Did it? 
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THE FAMILY TREE 


A BRAND-NEW family tree adorns 
4 The home of Croesus Pickles; 
With tales of titled ancestors 

His fawning friends he tickles. 
To all the world that tree proclaims 

Descent from lord and lady. 
Betwixt the branches and the ground 

Of course it’s rather shady. 

JOsEPHINE Coan, 


COMMON MISFORTUNE 
\ TILLIS—No man knows himself. 


Watitace—That’s so; but unfortunately he is acquainted with people 
who do know him. 


A) 
KNOWLEDGE NECESSARILY LIMITED 
\ RS. HENPECK—Are all humorists sad? 
. Mr. Henrpeck—I don't know, my dear; I never met one that was 
single. 


x 


AN APPEAL FOR MERCY 


UDGE—Have you anything to say why sentence should not be passed 
on you? 
BicamMist—Just think of my families, judge. 


CURED HIS FAITH 


66 | hd lost my faith in the Faith Curists.” 
‘** What was the matter with you?” 
** Nothing.” 
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SPECULATION IN WALL STREET 


f 

; is always hazardous and should never be entered on by any- 
one who cannot afford a loss in event of one being sustained. 

; On the other hand, the profits of speculation, when successful, 
are usually very great. Success or failure is largely a question 

; of good judgment, guided by experience and proper information. 


Do you wish good, conservative advice in your operations ? 


It is the business of 


Town Topics Financial Bureau 


[ESTABLISHED 1889) 


to investigate all Financial problems, to secure early news on market movements and to advise 
its clients in their investments or speculations. 

THE BUREAU’S ADVICE is always sincere and as reliable as possible, because it 
dispassionately sees and sizes the situation from all standpoints, and is UNBIASED by in- 
terests or deals 

WE OPERATE NO ACCOUNTS and have no interest in the market. Our sole busi- 
ness is to furnish disinterested opinions and information. 

We are fully equipped to advise on COTTON and WHEAT as well us on stocks or bonds. 

Special attention given to the investigation of INVESTMENT SECURITIES, and to 
furnishing opinions thereon. We are also in a position to make special and exhaustive reports 
upon any and all of the new Industrials. Whatever information is obtainable on these 
properties is within our reach. 

Read carefully the terms printed below and send check for one month’s trial or for 
special report, as the case may be. Address all communications to 


: 

; 

; 

i 

; 

; TOWN TOPICS FINANCIAL BUREAU 
; (Telephone, 262 Broad) Edison Building, 42 Broad Street, New York 
i 

i 

: 
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SERVICE RATES ARE: 


First—For a single advice or opinion (by letter or telegram, as required) on a stock, 
bond, cotton or wheat market question, or for an inv estigation and report on a par- 
ticular investment or speculative security, $10. (An advance subscription of $50 gives the 
privilege of ten inquiries during a year.) 

Seconp—Out-of-town daily ¢e/egraphic service, including at least one telegram each day 
(early morning), daily letter, and privilege of inquiries at will, $40 per month. 

Tuirp—Out-of-town daily /¢//er service, with occasional important telegrams and privilege 
of a reasonable number of special inquiries, $20 per month, or $50 for Aree months. 

Fourtu—Daily /ef¢fer service without privilege of telegrams or inquiries, $25 per year; 6 
months, $15. Subscriptions under Class Fourth are not accepted for less than 6 months. 

Firrn—A Special New York City service for business men and others above Fulton 
Street, consists of : A telegram each morning sent at 8.30 o'clock, covering probable 
course of market for the day, and advice as to purchase or sale of particular stocks ; also 
a telegram around midday when circumstances warrant it; also the regular daily letter 
at 3.30 P M. (mailed to house address if desired) ; also privilege of inquiries and advice 
at will by telegraph, telephone, letter, or personal call at our office. In this service we 

ay for the morning telegrams only; others at cost of subscriber. Terms, $45 per month:' 
‘o operators making their headquarters in the Wall Street district, this service will be 
made by our own messengers if preferred. 

ALL Ratti AMS AT COST OF SUBSCRIBER, except as indicated in class fifth. 
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“Smart Set Contributors © 


The regular contributors to this magazine are the 
cleverest and most famous writers of two continents. In 
this notable list is found a reason for the enormous circula- 
tion and success of THE SMART SET, and it is a guarantee, 
as well, of the brilliance of future numbers. 


JULIEN GORDON 
(Mrs. Van Rensselaer Cruger. 
CAROLINE DUER 
THE COUNTESS OF WARWICK 
LADY JEUNE 
FLORA BIGELOW DODGE 
MRS. REGINALD de KOVEN 
ELIZABETH DUER 
RICHARD LE GALLIENNE 
GERTRUDE ATHERTON 
REV. BRADDIN HAMILTON 
HENRY GOELET McVICKAR 
EDGAR FAWCETT 
CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS 
ARTHUR GRISSOM 
CLINTON SCOLLARD 
BARRY PAIN 
BARONESS VON HUTTEN 
LOUISE WINTER 
GELETT BURGESS 
COUNTESS LEVEAU de CHEVANINE 
R. K. MUNKITTRICK 
MARGARET LEE 
ELIZABETH HARMAN 
JOHN REGNAULT ELLYSON 
LOUIS EVAN SHIPMAN 
HENRY GALLUP PAINE 
ETHEL M. KELLEY 
DUFFIELD OSBORNE 
MIRIAM MICHELSON 
WILL N. HARBEN 
JOSEPHINE D. DASKAM 
H. J. W. DAM 
KATHARINE de WOLF 
EDEN PHILLPOTTS 
CHARLES HENRY WEBB 
GUY WETMORE CARRYL 
EDITH SESSIONS TUPPER 
GWENDOLEN OVERTON 
SAMUEL MINTURN PECK 
J. H. TWELLS, JR. 
KATE MASTERSON 
EDWIN LEFEVRE 
FLETCHER COWAN 
ANITA VIVANTI CHARTRES 





MRS. BURTON HARRISON 
MRS. SCHUYLER CROWNINSHIELD 
MRS. POULTNEY BIGELOW 
ALICE DUER MILLER 
MRS. WILLIAM ALLEN 
M. E. W. SHERWOOD 
SARAH COOPER HEWITT 
H. C. CHATFIELD-TAYLOR 
EDGAR SALTUS 
KATRINA TRASK 
MRS. STEPHEN CRANE 
BLISS CARMAN 
JULIAN HAWTHORNE 
ELLA WHEELER WILCOX 
EDWARD 8. VAN ZILE 
PRINCE VLADIMIR VANIATSKY 
STEPHEN FISKE 
CHARLES STOKES WAYNE 
MARTHA McCULLOCH-WILLIAMS 
ALBERT BIGELOW PAINE 
SADIE MARTINOT 
GUY SOMERVILLE 
THEODOSIA GARRISON 
CLEMENT SCOTT 
MINNA IRVING 
MAX PEMBERTON 
MADISON CAWEIN 
CLINTON ROSS 
HARRIET PRESCOTT SPOFFORD 
FRANK ROE BATCHELDER 
CAROLYN WELLS 
CHARLES BATTELL LOOMIS 
VANCE THOMPSON 
ONOTO WATANA 
LLOYD OSBOURNE 
KATE JORDAN 
HELEN MILECETE 
PAUL LAURENCE DUNBAR 
DOUGLAS 8ST. GEORGE HUNTINGTON 
CHARLOTTE BECKER 
HENRI DUMAY 
ARABELLA KENEALY 
FANNY GREGORY SANGER 
ELLA HIGGINSON 
LOUIS PENDLETON 
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TOWN TOPICS : 


THE JOURNAL OF SOCIETY. 


oe — 


SHE 


cal 
# 


#4 


* 


Se AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAMAAAAAP 


Town Topics has come to be recognized wherever English is read 
as essertially the journal of American society, and is read by everyone 
who cares to keep in touch with the current news of the social world. 
Its facilities for obtaining reliable advance information concerning society 
people and social functions are so far unequaled by any other journal in 
the world that the press universally watches for its appearance Thursday 
morning to get their early news of this character. 

Its financial and commercial department is recognized in all financial 
circles as being so accurate, complete and reliable that no one having 
interest in commercial or industrial enterprises, or who is dealing on the 
exchanges; no banker, broker, investor or capitalist, can afford to miss the 
weekly review of all these matters in Town Topics. 

The short stories in Town Topics are so clever that they have a 
unique favor with all bright people. Its poetry, burlesques and witti- 
cisms have a distinct flavor that appeals to smart people. 

Its criticisms of the drama, music, art, literature, sports and the 
turf are by the cleverest talent available and are absolutely independent. 
Its critics have but one rule, ‘‘ Be honest—fear none, favor none.” Its 
editorial comment covers the whole field of subjects interesting to the 
intelligent classes. Its opinions are not always gloved, but they are 
always forceful and honest. 

Do you want such a weekly newspaper? Price 1o cents. 

You can buy it of all newsdealers. But you can secure its sure and 
regular delivery to you through the mails by sending in a subscription. 

— 


Prices, $4 per annum; $2 six months; $1 three months. 


—— +e 


TOWN TOPICS PUBLISHING CoO., 


208 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. 
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Truth 


Devoted to Fiction, Humor 
and Color Illustrations. 





THE ONLY MAGA- 
ZINE IN THE UNITED 
STATES FULLY 
ILLUSTRATED IN 
COLORS < «< 


The SEPTEMBER number 
will be a 


Special 
SMachting 
Number 


containing nine full-page pic- 
tures in colors of famous 








yachts, a comprehensive ar- 

ticle on the ‘‘ America” Cup 

races by W. P. Stephens, and 

a supplement 17 x 24 inches, 

in colors, showing the yacht ‘‘Constitution” coming head-on with all sails 

set. This picture is taken from the original of that eminent marine artist, 
James G. Tyler, and is a magnificent example of his work. 

In addition to the yachting matter above described there is much good 
fiction by such authors as Vance Thompson, etc., all beautifully illustrated 
in color; book and theatrical reviews, written by John D. Barry, and a 
theatrical poster by Sewell Collins. 


TWO FOR THE PRICE OF ONE 


To those who will cut out this advertisement and send it to us with 25 cents, we will 
send not only the above described number of TRUTH, but also the August number as a 
sample, each accompanied by a beautiful colored supplement, which alone is well worth the 
price of the magazine, and each sent post-paid, securely packed in protecting mailing tube. 

For your convenience we leave — ae 
space here for your name and ad- 
dress, making it necessary only for Name, 
you to fill it in and enclose with 25 
cents, addressed as below Address, 


TRUTH COMPANY, 19th Street a Seidl Avenue, seni York 
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algae cemttia. 
* Bartens & Rice Co., § 


Fine Watches, 


Diamonds, 





LOW BUST. 


‘STRAIGHT 
FRONT. 


LONG HIP. 


Artistic Jewelry 
and 
Silverware. 
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328 FIFTH AVENUE, 


Between 32d and 33d Streets, 
NEW YORK. 
a CCE 
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BOSTON | GOLFERS!!! 


be GIN 


GARTER)| , Rote 


The Standard for ' SOLE € Ga 
Gentlemen. | Pe IAME “ one ; - 


ALWAYS EASY. 
The Name “BOSTON Sloe Gin and Soda, 


eco or Carbonic. 


The Aut A favorite beverage al 
Megane all the Golf Clubs in the 

‘BUTTON + @ ‘way United Kingdom. The 

«CLASP w) Pedlar brand is admil- 

Lies flat to the leg— | tedly the finest, being 

never Slips, tears nor unfastens. .. made in Plymovth, with 
5 ee Coates’ Original Piymouth 


Sone EVERYWHERE. . : 
~~; mple Pair » Silk Se, Cotton 25e. ——— Gin. 
“s. Mail 


m receipt of price. 





Du VivIER &Co., 


BORDEAUX. @ 22 Warren Sr.N.Y. 
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WINDSOR BOUDOIR 
Skin Food ‘Special’ 


is used by intelligent women who desire 
a perfect cream for softening, nourishing 
and beautifying the skin 


THE WINDSOR BOUDOIR, 
9 East 46th Street, 
For Sale at NEW YORK. Pamphlets sent on re- 


JAMES MCCREERY 
; West 23d Si ceipt of cent stamp 


JUST OUT. 
A Plate Attachment 


For Your 
No. 3 
Folding 
Pocket 
Kodak. 


Have One Pitted to Yours. 


Enables you to use either plates or films and to 
focus picture on the ground glass. 
PRACTICAL. REASONABLE, 

We also fit our celebrated GOERZ DOUBLE 

ANASTIGIMAT LENS to these cameras 
No. 3 Folding Pocket Kodak with Gcerz’s Double 
Anastigmat, New Automatic TIB Shutter and plate 
attachment ‘with six holders, complete, $62.80 net 
cash Plate attachment and six holders, $7.65 net 
Write for further information to your dealer or to 


C. P. GOERZ OPTICAL WORKS, 
52 E. UNION SQUARE, NEW YORK 
CoCo DSCooESSESOooOLECESOSOONLE 


A.R. Bremer Co., Chicago. 
It is with much pleasure that 
1 say I find Coke Hair Dressing 
the vory best I have ever used, 
and I have tried all French makes, 
Very truly, 
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La Grecque Belt Corset 


does not compress but cures prominent hip, 
and abdomen by removing the cause of ungrace. 
ful lines, 


The long, sloping waist line supports hy. 





gienically from the spine. 

The straight front and deep full cut at to 
give freedom instead of pressure in front, making 
it impossible for the corset to push up. It gives 
shapely, stylish lines even to a very stout figure, 

Order La Grecque Corsets one size smaller 
than usually worn, as they set so closely to the 
hgure. 


Price, $6.00 up. 


VAN ORDEN, 
164 FIFTH AVE., between 2Ist and 22d Sts., New York 
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ERE is no doubt that the 
“4711" Cologne is the 
favorite perfume of the 
ladies. Its ever increasing 
pularity attests to this fact. 
weet and pungent, it is the 
essence of refinement. 
—_— , .t MANUFACTURED BY 
FERD. MULHENS, 
d COLOGNE °/n GERMANY. 
&,) _ SOLE U.S. AGENTS, 
‘ors MULHENS & KROPFF, 
NEW YORK. 
Send 90 cts. in stamps for 2 oz. sample 
bottle. 
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Fortify yourself against the rig- 
ors of the coming winter. With 
bounding health and strength the 
cold will have no terrors for you. 


brings color to the cheek, bril- 
liancy to the eye, and health 
and strength to the body. Take 
a wine glass full four times a 
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day, and know the joy of sound 
sleep at night and perfect health 
by day. For sale by all druggists. 


ANDO 


to J 7% M Al CA POINTS 


On THE 


CARIBBEAN SEA 


BY THE sous 
wet ATLAS 
a LENE SERVICE 


re HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE 


\VES NEW YORK EVERY SATURDAY 





SEN ‘ R LL USTRATE DO PAMPHLET 


25 Day Cruise, $125 per Adult. 


Routes A & B—To Kingston, Savanilla, 
Cartagena, Greytown, and Port Limon. 

Routes C& D.—To Haytien Ports, and 

« Santa Marta. 

Apply tc HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE Dept. B FF 

25-87 Broadway, New York, 1229 Wal “ 

159 Randeiph 8, a. 70 pty Se 

106 N. Broadway, St. Louls. 401 California St., San Franeiseo. 
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La Grecque Belt Corset 


does not compress but cures prominent hip: 
and abdomen by removing the cause of ungrac 
ful lines, 

The long, sloping waist line supports by. 
gienically from the spine. 

The straight front and deep full cut at to 
give freedom instead of pressure in front, making 
it impossible for the corset to push up. It gives 
shapely, stylish lines even to a very stout figure, 

Order La Grecque Corsets one size smaller 
than usually worn, as they set so closely to the 
figure. 


Mice r 
Price, $6.00 up. 


VAN ORDEN, 
164 FIFTH AVE., between 2Ist and 22d Sts., New York 
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ERE is no doubt that the 
4711" Cologne is the 
favorite perfume of the 

ladies. Its ever increasing 
eae attests to this fact. 

weet and pungent, it is the 
essence of refinement. 

"nO Tew RB Rerer: MANUFACTURED 8Y 
FERD. MULHENS, 
COLOGNE °/rn GERMANY. 

_ SOLE U.S. AGENTS, 
MULHENS & KROPFF, 
NEW YORK. 
Send 9 cts. in stamps for 2 oz. sample 
bottle. 
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Fortify yourself against the rig- 
ors of the coming winter. With 
bounding health and strength the 
cold will have no terrors for you. 


brings color to the cheek, bril- 
liancy to the eye, and health 
and strength to the body. Take 
a wine glass full four times a 
day, and know the joy of sound 
sleep at night and perfect health 
by day. For sale by all druggists. 
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LENE SERVICE 


me HAMBURG AMERICAN LINE 


VES NEW YORK EVERY SATURDAY 


SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED PAMPHLET 





25 Day Cruise, $125 per Adult. 

Routes A & B.—To Kingston, Savanilla, 
Cartagena, Greytown, and Port Limon, 

Routes C & D.—To Haytien Ports, and 

« Santa Marta. 

Apply te HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE Dept. B 


35-37 Broadway, New York. 1229 Walnat St., Philade!phia. 
159 Randolph St., Chicago. 70 State St., Boston, 
106 N. Broadway, St. Louls. 401 California St., San Francisco. 
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Int [YGERSOLL 


ror A DOLLAR! 
MS ANY MAS STE 


you want a ey mas present of 
ane aracter and value for man or boy, get 
an ‘* Ingersoll,’’? This watch has attained 
a reputation for reliability extending 
around the world. It has become the 
Standard of all low-priced watches in 
America and in many other countries. 
The factory output has steadily increased 
until the production has reached the 
enormous quantity of two million perfect 
watches per year. There are now many mil- 
lions of satisfied wearers of this famous watch, 
and the number is still incre asing Send $1.00 
for a sample and see for yourself the greatest mechanical marvel of the age. 
For sale by 10,000 Dealers, or sent postpaid by 











4000 DAY-OLD 


CRUSADER 
PORT 


12 Years, or more tha in 4,000 days ago, during the 
vintage of 1889, we made at our California vine yard a 
exceptionally fine Port Wine. Itisas good and pun 

a wine as we know how @ 
grow. Been at it over 40 y@ 


EAU DE BEAUTE—WATER OF BEAUTY. . we know how. 
Is used and endorsed in France and Germany by ladies of re ' solace to the aged, vigor to Pel 
nement, society leaders, professional beauties, and by the greatest j PAG : : i. - Paul 
ctresses and actors America as well as Eur pe Ihe appli : . weak and — recovery & 
ation of a few drops t the eyes in the evening, before appearing conva ent. 
at recepti , balls, or theatres, produces an wmmediate, lasting , ‘ stors prescribe ® 

t t By Being delicately 


and = we Larne rful enhan harm and beauty 


Y 1 attraction, 
Used in the morning, Eau de Beaute entirely obliterates a 
nm oF ; e ting from the ex 


facial traces of exhaus 
i case the results 


are sure, saf { ficial, and failure, injury or detection is fj | ? 6 Full Quart 
npossible. Eau de Beaute confers beauty and fascination, canters, $4.00. 
ud ensures great su sses Order it to-day and possess the < Delivered (it 1 plait 
aovantags ’ unmarked box) @ 
One LARGE BOTTLE ‘Sufficient for Seasea) PRICE Si. 00 any point east. of 
' rrency, postag Rocky Mountain 
ffi | ir i Send Gasnte with full instructions i Satisfacti 
- See oy xd a) and free & 7 tn money refunde« 
: icon ivice free (Meme 
G000 LOCAL ‘AGENTS: WANTED EVERYWHERE N AMERICA. wo - 
Pani ey met ate ry Ft nom pp hy SE ~- , )** Savings Rank 
General offices THE HEDONIC €0., Primrose Bidg., Cincinnati, 0. ; cago, or anyon 
has used our Wines 


7 


y mai . ain, safety 








Address all orders 


TO-KALON VINEYARD CO., 
52-54 Van Buren Strect, CHICAGO 
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ie For the Handkerchief, 
For the Toilet, 
For the Bath. 


Thereis no Perfume or Toilet Water that can compare with ‘ 


THE GENUINE 


MURRAY & LANMAN’S¢ 


FLORIDA WATER ; 


Its delicate and lasting fragrance is ever grateful 
and refreshing. 

It is indispensable to the refined. E) 

It never tires even the most fastidious taste. 

The acknowledged excellence of 4% & 
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A for numberless imitators 


BEWARE THEREFORE OF COUNTERFEITS. p 
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| Special Values i in 


Fine Violins 


An opportunity to get a 
fine instrument very low. 
Students violins (dated 
1700-1830) from $50 up. 
Concert instruments by 
the old masters, in fine 
preservation, from $100 
up. Note these few ex- 
<n amples: 

Testore,1750,$150 ; Gran- 
BORATED cino, $200; Pressenda, 
$200; Gabrielli, $200; 


TALCUM Kloz, $125; Old Strad 
copy, $100, and many others. Four magnificent Stradi- 


varius, Guarnerius and Amati, very low. Send for our 
beautiful catalog of old violins (Free). Contains histor- 
ical sketches of the old masters of Cremona and Brescia 
from 1540; illustrated; with fac-simile labels, also a 
descriptive list of old violins possessing the pure, me|llow 
tone and costing from $50.00 to $5,000.00. A formal Cer- 
tificate of Genuineness accompanies each violin. Monthly 
payments accepted, 
A SPECIAL OFFER. "<1! 223.2% 
® eral old violins on 
approval and allow seven days examination. 


LYON & HEALY, 36 Adams &t., Chicago. 


LEARN PROOFREADING, 


Delightful ~ Bathing. A Luxury after Shaving OU possess tion, Why not atl ize it at a genteel 
A Positive Relief for oat uncrowded pote on casing $15 to 825 kiy? Situations 


always obtainable We are the original instructors by mail. 
CH APPE Dd H A N DS, CHAFINC, HOME CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL, Philadelphia 


LITTLE HIGHER 





PERHAPS me we RT HLRSS SUBSTITUTES 


RE N FOR IT 1 every p | 4 | S Sketches, Musical Compost- 
~ receipt oF 25 nt ftons and anything written 


SAMPLE FREE by amateurs, and help introduce their works or 
CERHARD. ‘MENNEN co., Newark, N. J. efforts to the public and other publishers. Address 


RICHARD A. SAALFIELD, 1123 Broadway. 
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™ Swoboda 


Of Physiological Exercise. 








The Best Life Insurance 


“Adds not only years to one’s life, but life to one’s years’ 
A heart strong and vigorous—lungs of expansive power— 
keen nerves and powerful muscles.—these make men who 
ARE men—men with healthy bodies and active brains—men 
towhom all things are possible. Such men do I develop. 

The degeneration of a race is ever to be deplored, and in view 
of the strenuous life of this busy twentieth century, the mainten- 
ance of a high standard of health has monopolized much of the 
time and ‘‘:ought of our leading scientists. My system solves the 
yroblem-—-it produces healthy men, women and children. It em- 
Bodies the ideal principles of attaining and maintaining the high- 
est conception of perfect manhood and womanhood. It is not an 
embyronic theory, but a tried and tested method of physiological exercise, based upon 
scientific facts and a thorough knowledge of anatomy. 

If for a few weeks my instructions are faithfully followed, I will not only guarantee a 
magnificent muscular developement and improved physique, but with it a condition of 
vigorous health scarcely dreamed of by hitherto weak or partially developed men or 
women. No drugs—no artificial stimulants—no pepsin or Senstive bitters are needed 
by my pupils. I give you an appetite always ready for meal time, and a digestive 
apparatus able and willing to assimilate your food and fill your veins with pure, rich blood. 
a heart strong and vigorous to pump that blood to every part of the body, lungs that 
supply to the full the oxygen needed, and nerves so true and keen that daily work is a 
jleasure and the capacity for physical and mental exertion proportionately increased. 
‘our sleep shall be sound and dreamless and the morning light shall find you equipped for 
the duties of life as you never were before. 

All this have I done for thousands. I can do it for you, because my system is based 
upon natural laws, as rational and logical as those which govern the universe. 


, 


ALOIS P. SWOBODA 
Originator and Sole lnstructor 





My system is taught by mail only and with perfect success, requires no appar 
atus whatever and but a few minutes’ time in your room just before retiring 











A Sincere Endorsement. 
Louisville, Ky., Jan. 22, 1901, 

Mr. Ators P. Sworopa, Chicago, II. 
Dear Sir:—Il am glad an opportunity has 


By this condensed system more ex- 
ercise and benefit can be obtained in 
ten minutes than by any other in two 


been given me to add my testimony to many 
good ones you already have, in regard to the 
merit of your system of physiological exer- 
cise. In two months’ time, by conscientiously 
following the exercises outlined by you, my 
muscies have been developed to a remark- 
able degree, as also has my general health 
been improved. I appreciate very much 
the individual attention which you gave my 
case and will say that if their is anybody in 
this section desiring any information 
in reference to your system, refer 
them to me and I shall take pleas- 
ure in recommending your exer- 
cises in the highest degree. 
Wishing you success and again 
thanking you for the benefit I have 
derived from your system, I am, 
Yours respectfully, 
(Signed) F. M. Los 
Sec’y and Treas. Nat’! Foundry 
and Machine Co, 


hours and itis the only one which 
does not overtax the heart. It is the 
only natural, easy and speedy method 
for obtaining perfect health, physical 
development and elasticity of mind 
and body. 

Pupils are both sexes, ranging in age from 
fifteen to eighty-six, and all recommend 
the system. Since no two people are 
in the same physical condition, in 
dividual instructions are given in 
each case. F 
Write at once, mentioning this 
magazine, and I shall be pleased 
to send you free valuable informa 
jon and a detailed outline of my 
system, its principles and effects 
together with testimoniai letters 

from pupils. 


ALOIS P. SWOBODA, 447 Western Book Bidg., CHICAGO, ILL. 
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Our business is 
to make Folks 
Comfortable 


The Stone Method. 


If you want—to be able to forget that you 
bave any internal organs; a skin that shows in its 
€ ch that you have a perfect circulation; a step 
that is ‘light and elastic; an eye that is bright and 
sparkling; lungs that are large and expansive; a 
stomach t hat is strong; a superb, erect, muscular bear- 
ing, write us, Our correspondence course will put you 
in possession of all this physical wealth in the most 
yleasant, natural, common sense way possible.’ It will 

only 15 to 2% minutes of your time each day, in 

wh room, just before retiring, or upon arising, 
with no apparatus whatever. Not one hit of guess work 
about it. Your individual condition will be considered 
am ‘ ir —* tion ~t > as your particular requirements 
demand Mr rederick W. Stone, our 
Direc tor of Physic al Culture, has been a 
man of mark in the Athletic world for 31 years, 
and has helped to put in perfect physical condition 
every type of man and woman our modern high-strung 
civilization has developed. Both sexes, all ages, 12 te 8 


Illustrated booklet, testimonials and 
pon measurement blank SENT FREE. 

THE STONE SCHOOL OF SCIENTIFIC PHYSICAL CULTURE, 
0 a 1666 Masonic Temple, Chicago. 
: f See our ads In Deo. number of Rev. of Reviews, Bverybedy’s, Success, ete. 
10 
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FOR ANY AL ane. We make a large variety levices fe 
the is, Lif I tack Rests, Commodes 
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FOR hooK LOVERS. Sargent’ 2 s Ke onomic Sy stem 
of Devices for Brain Workers. ri 
Bearing Rotary Book “( g Stan Dictionary 
Atlas Hold - Adjustable Readi ng D ks att let vair 
Catalogue D.) Tilustrated Ca free g ep br . 


GEO. F, SARGENT CO.,.289Z Fourth Ave. (next 23d St.), N. ¥ 
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sion fo) A. » | By MARAH ELLIS RYAN, 
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ee 


veils fammuthor of THAT MAINWARING AFFAIR,” Etc. | Author of “TOLD IN THE HILLS,” Ete. 


ng this A Pe werful Western story of romance and adventure, This is another of Mrs 
leased b vivid descriptions and thrilling incidents, written Rockies. 
forma- keenness and intensity of style that have made 
> of my hor famous. 

»ffects 


letters Cloth, 12mo. Price of each, $1.50. 


Ryan’s delightful tales of the 
It is essentially a story of Suman nature, and 
contains a delightful romance 





°r sale at all bookstores, or will be sent postpaid on receipt of price by the publishers, 


RAND, McNALLY & CO., 


Chicago and New York 
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SMART SET ADVERTISER 


A SENSATIONAL EUROPEAN SUCCESS! 
THE 


MARTNLET 


A MACA OF 
ZINE CLEVERNESS 





The demand for THE SMART SET not only in England, but throughout Europe wherever English is spoken, 
became so great during the past year that to meet it a special foreign edition was established with the May number, 
Many American publishers have attempted to duplicate their success abroad, but never before has a transplanted 
American periodical sprung into such instantaneous and widespread favor as THE SMART SET. A good story isa 
good story everywhere, and this magazine, unique in its field, was quickly discovered to be a mine of entertainment by 
the great reading world beyond the sea. Even the newspapers, from which small recognition was expected, have 
united in acclaiming the new periodical, as indicated by the extracts following : 


London Sun.—7te Smart Set is the new king of Anglo-American (London).— Vive The Smart Se} 
magazinedom It is crammed with good stories and excellent th ts 
ghly 


from cover to cove Altogether a well got up and h 


Sheffield Independent.— 74e Smart Set claims to be 
f cle rnes t 


" interesting magazine, altogether differs to many of the 

a magazine rualeras sthlie Te } rreat . 

ie is certain omen does not follow 1e Common vulgar monthiies e hi great plea > Im recom. 

road The Smart Set i ye of the best brands in the mending /he Smart S< ws who require evidence of 

hampagne of literature refinement, education terary taste in their litera 
ture 


S, and the Claim 1s quite justified 
fell ‘ 


The Gentlewoman (London). he Smart Set con- 
tinues to be as smart as ever, enterprising, bright and 
always amusing. There is much in it that is singularly 
clever 


Irish Independent (Dublin).— 7he Smart Set is the 
name of an American monthly which has been in exist. 
ence just a year anda half, and which, in the course of 
- : that brief period, has achieved a circulation surpassing 
The Lady (London).—The « sd mission of /#é that of any 25-cent magazine in existence. t goes with- 


. . + ‘ n ) sing fr aw t a 
Smart Set is ise a ind n ig more—and it out saying tnat in a m among 


acts up to its programme. It is full of stories, poems and newspaper propriet 


; as among 
quips and cranks of the most modern flavor all othe: 


classes of business men, is of 1e keenest order, 

Fashion (London).—No doubt the circulation of 7he such a signal success could only be achieved by the mag- 
Smart Set is already very great ; with its brilliant stories, azine on its merits 
its charming verses and its wealth of witty sayings Perth Constitational.—With its tempting offer of 
these are spre all over the magazine in a most original modern literature of the bright and fasci lating sort The 
way—it is already first in the field in the light literary Smart Set is already forging ahead in the race for critical 
sense. Before long it must be first in the field with its and popular favor throughout the Unit« ngdom. — 
circulation ¢ 

The I ~s’ Pictorial (London). The courage 
which impelled the proprietors of 7#e Smart Set to pro- 
duce a shil ng magazine absolutely unillustrated is jus- 
ified by results. The magazine is one which only needs 
to be seen once to establish itself in the favor of those Globe (London).—There is not a dull page in it 
who appreciate vi , vigorous, humorous and unusual St. James Gazette (London).— 7%: 
writing in many hoo wo vides an abundant shilling’s worth 

Folkestone Express. Perhaps no magazine ever Birmingham Daily Post.— Zhe Smart Set is br 
came with such a rush as this. It holds its own without light and generally effervescent 
the aid o pictures the word-paintings of men, women ‘ . . . . 
and manners are quite sufficie The stories are full of Clement Scott, in the Free Lance.—Smart Se 
piquancy, and the “quips and cranks and merry jests” made a hit not only in New York, but throughout the 
are most refreshing. Of all the thirty-six items the num- whole continert of America, from the very first number, 
ber comprises there is not one Which is not worth read- and I am glad to see that the enterprising proprietors 
ing, and though written in light vein, there is much in ave sent it over to London to delight us here 
them for sober contemplation. The magazine may now Sheffield Daily Telegraph.—7he Smart Sef is w- 


be called a great international success deniably clever; it has outstripped every other s! 


Glasgow Mail.—7%e Smart Set aims at cleverness 
and succeeds at that aim It certainly fulfils it rot 

of clever, bright and entertaining reading 
not a misnomer 


se 
$ 


smart Set pro- 


ght, 


shilling 
Publisher’s Constituti (London’.—There is ™#Sazine 

nothing equal to this in smartness in this country. For Bristol Times and Mirror.—7he Smart Set appeals 
two years it has starred in America with great success to the intelligent and deals with the sparkling ar ab- 
The magazine appeals to everyone who wishes to be sorbing, the subtle and fascinating in literature 
charmed in a literary way. It does not amuse the eye 
with pictures, it satisfies the mind with catching society to be a sort of literary “ pick-me-up” for the fash . 

life; yet it always keep within the bounds of good taste lady who has a limited time only for reading, the aim, Don’t 

l 


in all its details. The articles are interesting at any time, above all things, to be original and bright 
and will be a wodsend in railway traveling Pall Mall ¢ The S tressing 
“ . ¢ ‘ all Ma razette. ve Smart Set claims, d ng it is rec 
Vanity Fair (London).—7he Smart Set is smart and enough, to be “a magazine of cleverness.” so that ec 


pushing. It is bright all through expects much more from it than from any merely “ex years v 

Brighton and Hove 8 ty.—7he Smart Set costs cellent"’ British month] There certainly is clevern surance 
a shilling but is worth half a crown. Its title fitsittoa in much of it; and the quantity of clever mats your pl 
hair and all smart people should read it. abundant. We cordially welcome 7he Smart Set F P ~ 
An int 


ESS ESS PUBLISHING CO., ale 
1135 Broadway, New York. 90-93 Fleet St., E. C., London BRL VAPO-c! 


Leed’s Mercury.—lIts chief design is to enter 
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CURES WHILE YOU SLEEP 
Whooping Cough, 

Croup, 
Bronchitis, 

Coughs, 

Grip, 
Hay Fever, 
Diphtheria, 
Scarlet Fever. 


Don’t fail to use CRESOLENE for the dis- 
tressing and often fatal affections for which 
itis recommended. For more than twenty 


years we have had the most conclusive as- ff 


surances that there is nothing better. Ask 

your physician about it. 

An interesting descriptive booklet is sent free, 

Which gives the highest testimonials as to its value, 
ALL DRUGGISTS. 


VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 180 Fulton St., New York. 


SET ADVERTISER 


Eat, drink and be merry—if 
ite 


is served. Not only will this 
delicious sparkling water 
add zest and satisfaction to 
any banquet, but if drank 
freely, will insure a night of 
restful sleep, and a clear 
head next morning. 


Our booklet tells the White Rock story—free. 


WHITE ROCK MINERAL SPRING COMPANY 
Waukesha, Wisconsin. 


PRESENTS everveooy 


Sterling Sie and Metal | 











Sterling Silver Button Hook, 7 inches long 
. Shoe Horn, 7 


Manicure Set Nail File 5 
i Cuticle, 4 
Postpaid, $2.00 Scissors, 3% 
1) | SILK-LINED ASI 
I ude 
t All pur 
' ney ret iwt fou atistactory 


CROSBY MANUFACTURING CO., Dept. B7 


’ ’ 
556 Broadway, New York. | 
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Convenient interior 
Modern m. ing, Hard weed t 
Stamp { floor plans f thi 
not - B Send 
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Sese to $3,000 


$1. 200. $5,000 
t ath 


ght a 


silver). All prepai 
D. S&S. HOPKINS. 74', Monroe St., Grand Rapids, Mich, 


The leading feature of the January (Christmas) number of THE SMART SET, 
published December 15*h, will be a novelette entitled 


PRINCE RECKLESS, 


By ARTHUR GRISSOM. 


_ The entire contents of the number will be of extraordinary interest. 




















Seventeen Factories Making 15,000 Designs and Employing 6,000 Skilled Artisans. 


FURNITURE MADE GRAND RAPIDS FAMOUS. 
GRAND RAPIDS FURNITURE ASSOCIATION (INCORPORATED), GRAND RAPIDS, MICH. 
Persie Aapsclotion eas tran Anodl te, cach laws at 
G. R. M. furniture it was regarded as of small impor- 
tance, and to the public eys ke 


-d) of the Gran 





Later a few tho ughtful bu 
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To day ne arly eve ryone ret 
furniture realizes that the Cr 
Bas verience 1eT 
"1 he — ul ~ at 
trade-mark, ¢ 
enlar ges pin 
public eye: 


Ask Your Dealer for Furniture 
Bearing Trade-Mark on His 
Furniture. 





ated Booklet, free. 








\ RANGE 


A LIFE-TIME PURCHASE. 


The things that we buy frequently and at small cost may be tested and 
+() { LI’ bought in th light of par = sn We have not the same Opp rtunity to 
) J test h gh-pri ed artic ange 


OF TEN bent, therefore, iin eceaeary to ma 
LOOK ” Majestic Mallcable "a Range 


st rigid ser 


uying a 


tiny and the se 
saving bills for re 


st tests possible 


range that pays for itsef by awed» ap TR phen 


ron Bale bills for fuel, that Ss ur ormly perfect service because it works wel all 
the time, and th xt lasts f r gen erations, properly used 
A pos stal k—“A 


\ \ME Ab Ranges and Kitchen Arrangements.” 


Cliff St., New York. 


Majestic Mannfactoring C0., 2oct 


organ St., St. Louis, U.S.A. & 


request will bring our New Boo 
ut Majestic 
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LEGCINGCS| 


a uses For Riding, Walk- 
ing, Shooting, 
Golfing, Polo, etc. 


A SUGGESTION FOR 
A CHRISTMAS GIFT 


By mail or express on 
receipt of 


$659 


A Special Offer to Introduce. 


ALWAYS SOLD AT $10.00 
Its Advantages 
Over All Others: 


SUPPORTING 


the muscles of the 
lower part of the leg, 
strengthens wearer, 
lessens fatigue, and 
gives ankles free 
action. 


CONVENIENT 


having only two 
buckles, no buttons; 
therefore quickly 
put on and off. 


SHAPELY 


made of one piece 
of Pig skin, moulded 
to the leg; no seams 
to tip, and always 
holds its shape. 


Used by Foreign Armies and 
displaces all other leggings. 


& 


ON pow 


“THE me OF ee 


In ordering, send measure- 
ment round calf, largest 
= and state your full 


eight. 
Useful and Novel 


wat jon noone, HOLIDAY GIFTS 


MARK CROSS CO., 


The World’s Greatest Leather Stores: 

NEW YORK, BOSTON, 

253 Broadway. 20 Summer Street. 
LONDON, 97 New Bond Street, W. 
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THE MODERN 


| SAFETY DIN 
| Ai hly Endovsed 


| 


THE ONLY SAFETY PIN 
MADE THAT CANNOT CATH 
IN THE FABRIC. 
JUDSON PIN CO.MFGRS. 
ROCHESTER,W.Y. 
Send Postal to tol Franklin St, NN.City 








For Free SamPces 








t “La France” 
y > GLOVE-FITTING HIP FORM. 


Patented Jan. 2, 1900. 


ut a Goer and produces 
e effect des d in prevailing fash- 


ons 

Weight (| 2 ounces) 

No wires or « bj ctionable ma- 
terial to t iged 

Three ‘Qualities n black, 
white and drab—50c., 75c. and 
S1. 00. 


Bir. , AllDry Goods Stores }s} 


ply it, send direct tous; add toc. fe or pe stage. Sen 
or catalogue showing complete line of bustles. 
THE R. R. APPLETON COMPANY, “246 
Importers and Manufacturers, y, 
NEW YORK. 


78 Franklin Street 


—“~—"==“"’_eP_—oOwrmrwrw”h*—,) 








TEMARSHAS. 


( ATARRH 


Dr. Marshall's Catarrh Snuff 
has kept on Curing Catarrh. 


The oldest Somede, has a national reputation and has never 
been equaled for the instant relief and permanent cure of 
Catarrh, Colds in the Head, and the attendant Headache and 
Deafness. Restores Lost Sense of Smell. Immediate relief 
guaranteed. Use before retiring at night until all symptoms 
disappear. Guaranteed perfectly harmiess. ASK YOUR 
DEALER FOR IT. Refuse al! substitutes. Price, 26 cents. 
All druggists, or by mail postpaid. Circulars free. 


F. C. KEITH (Mnfr.) Cleveland, Ohio. 
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Top Lip Pa Lower Lip 


LEWES 5 


sud sm 


CAN G0 AROUND THE WORLD AND STILL BE FRESH 


Because 20TH CentTuRY CuHocoLatTes have chocolate coating so 
brittle, and cream nut centres so tender and rich, we had to 
invent a new style box to insure delivery of them to custom- 
ers in as perfect condition as when they leave our factory. 
NEW CHOCOLATES MADE BY NEW METHODS. 
EACH PIECE WRAPPED IN STAMPED WAXED PAPER. 
PRONOUNCED PERFECT BY CONNOISSEURS. 


For 20c. we will send you prepaid a 44 Ib. box of nut flavors (Pec an, English Walnut, 
Brazil, Almond, Cocoanut); also, Peppermint, Maple and V ar illa fla uvors—or, SOc. per 
pound, prepaid, in one, two, three and five pound patented 2- id bo kes 


Suitable Christmas Presents for Loved Ones. 


PATENTED al a USE TOP SIDE 


2-LID BOX Wat _ “= 3 TURN OVER TO 
READY FOR SALE. ‘3 Z LOWER SIDE. 


. 
CMM CL 679 Races t., Cincinnati, ©. 


Sole Agencies Granted Leading Dealers. 
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Vhere there's Suds theres Soap 


‘lav Mereveltevemaver -ording 4 Widely 
directions With out Soap yy imitated 
(Ubsyeren tite Suds eS 


alee ‘S— Quant 

And Qu ality —Su 

Miler of Safe Quick 
EVALArE and Cle aning %4 
properties than Any Safe é 
Bap Sud: you can cet. 


Peariine Natsiterate 


of Soap not with Soaps 


NS 





‘A. JAECKEL & (0, 


Furriers 
AND 


Importers. 








HEADQUARTERS FOR 


IMPERIAL RUSSIAN 
CROWN SABLES. 


37 UNION SQUARE, 16th waa Ter Streets. 
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HRISTMAS 


Here is a suggestion for a Christmas present that will last for an 
ordinary lifetime: Let Santa Claus buy each member of the family 


Some Certificates of Stock 
in the Turnagain Arm Gold Mining Company 


the company about which the whole country is talking, and whose properties promise to 
rival in richness, the great ‘“‘Comstock”’ and other famous mines. 


An Investment of $250.00 Cash Will Buy 1000 Treasury Shares 


which are now selling at 25c. cash, par value $1.00, fully paid up; non-torteitable, non-assessable 


Divide these up among the loved ones, and provide a yearly income for them, for years 
to come! We will issue them in the amount specified, and in blocks of from 1,000 to 50,000 
shares. 

The Turnagain Arm Gold Mining Co. owns (free and clear) 38 claims of the richest 
placer gold bearing property in the famous Turnagain district in southern Alaska—the 
“Land of Gold;’’ and also owns the historic California group of gold mines in eastern 
Oregon, in the Cable Cove district. 

Every day, as fresh leads are uncovered, the conviction grows upon us, that “WE HAVE A MOUNTAIN 
OF GOLD” in this famous district (Ask any bank in Baker City, Oregon, about the California group.) 

We should like to give particulars of our properties, and invite the mst searching investigation of 
our company and its methods. There can be no surer investment than that offered by a gold mine, if it 
has the gold Will you allow us to prove up on our claims? 

Four giant hydraulics will be at work next season in Alaska, and a twenty stamp mill and other equipment 
is going up at our Oregon properties. We are building up the greatest miving company in America, and now 
is the accepted time to come in and buy stock, for our prices will advance. We have already paid one dividend 
from the Alaska property—from a hand-sluicing clean up—the work of a few men What will the harvest be 
when four hydraulics—equal to the hand work of 2000 men per day—get to work, next spring? 


We Deal in Facts in Our Court of Inquiry! Will You Investigate Us? 


NOTE:—In buying stock, all checks, drafts, money orders, etc., should be made 
payable to LEE. S. OVITT, Bonded Trustee. 


THE TURNAGAIN ARM GOLD MINING CO. 


Minneapolis Milwaukee Boston St. Louis 
Address: LEE S. OVITT, Secretary, 
Suite 33-36 Merrill Building, Milwaukee, Wisconsin 
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is absorbed in the wonderful effects he is pro- 
ducing from the instrument before him. 

Here is absolute mastery of the piano without 
the necessity for years of practice to make steel 


springs of the human fingers. Genius anda 


wonderful mechanism saved that. 


Opinions of the NOT E.—Probably this is the best interpretation of the Pianola ever put into words. It un- 
World’s Great- doubtedly corrects some wrong impressions as to the nature and mission of the Pianola. It shows that 
the Person playing the Pianola is the real producer of the music, and that the Pianola é¢se/f simply 
aids in striking the right notes. ‘To guide and direct the expression of music without striking the 
notes with the human fingers seems incomprehensible and impossible. Yet the greatest pianists testify 
Papenswsxt that it can be done with the Pianola, and it is for this reason that they endorse it 


est Pianists 


Certainly the Pianola ought to be heard by every one —or, rather, the piano should be heard when 
ayed with the assistance of the Pianola’s dexterous felt-covered fingers. For this reason we give a 
ist of our principal agents in the United States, where the Pianola is on exhibition and for sale. Every 
come, The merely curious are assured the same attention as the intending purchaser, 

> ) mailed upon request. 


ola question is an important one. If you have a piano it is worth your immediate attention, 
st is but $250, and it can be boughi by moderate monthly psyments if desired, 


THE AEOLIAN COMPANY 


New York, 18 West Twenty-third Street 





Brooklyn, N. Y., 500 Fulton Street Cincinnati, O., 124 East Fourth Street 


California Music ¢ reves & Co, 
F. W. Baumer Co. 
W. Rohlfing & Sons 
. Metropolitan Music Co, 
r ery, E. E. Forbes 
w Haven, The M.Steinert & Sons Co, 
aha, Schmoller & Mueller 
rg, C. C. Mellor Co, 
Forbes *rovidence, The M.Steinert & Sons Co. 
; e & Minton Richmond, W. D. Moses & Co, 
tor or W gton, V Cnabe ¢ ) lestor nry Siegling Rochester, H. Tracy Balcom 
most profound n Francisco, K & Chase ilas, I atkin Me *o Salt Lake City, Daynes Music Co, 
1 in bringing out lenver i u ic ¢ Syracuse, Chase & Smith Co. 
The Packard Co Other Agents in all large cities 
rument whose play 


ars ng has the characteristics 
tthe work of the human fingers 





UU 
V. De PACHMANN 


est Before leaving America, I can not but 
the expresss my sincere admiration for your 
splendid invention, the Pianola, Hear 
ern ng the instrument lately for the first 
time, | wasin the highest degree aston 
TAIN hed a enchanted with the artistic re 
sults 4 musical player can produce with it 
n of Ernst Von DOHNANY!I 
if it 
nstrument is designed 
nent feproducing p forte literature and 
now off ties for expressions that will 
lend nat an intelligent player to give a 
st be ty close imitation of hand-playing. I 
en surprised to d er to what 
with a little practice, 
nic effects 
s impressed me as much 
g is the ease with whi« 
is played It is 
summarize briefly, 
that in all essentials of artistic 
ng the Pianola is the best in- 
{ this type to reproduce the 


Joser HorMann, 
Concert Pianist 


g & Carnrick Press, New York) 
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WHAT the PIANOLA 
REALLY I.S, ano 


Why Musicians En. 
dorse it (See note on next page 








HE PIANOLA was designed 
to simplify the playing of the 





piano. Not to play the piano 
of itself, as a machine, but to serve 
as a faithful conductor of the mood 
and passions of the human mind con- 


trolling it. 





This is the excuse for its being, 
and the secret of its ready acceptance 
in the highest circles of musicians. 

The performer does not play th 
Pianola. With the Pranola’s assist 
ance he plays the fzano, though he 
may not know one note from an 
other. By a slight movement of : 
lever, the nimble little fingers a 


the instrument that are pressing the 


piano-keys are made to vary the force of their 


attack. A touch on another lever, and they 
hesitate, stop, bound forward again in their 
marvelous play. No mechanism is apparent, 
and the player, forgetting the Pianola, forgetting 
the keys and complicated action of the piano, 


ly 
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rf ph trina Cereals. 


piano fate’ Are famous with Folks : = 














oh Fond of Fine Foods. he Saearar a 

“) BR STON? wf 

y : “4 Yj And they’re palate - pleasing na? 
10045 Aygaktas!. mZ4 hcalth foods, too. HOM NYS 

of Rene Ralston “GRITS & 
> = nts Ke . PURINA MILLS 





Breakfast Food ot 


eng, : . . ee 
o has set the pace in cereals for years; 


tance wpeemen alii the same expert care which pre- 
serves its goodness, retains the flavor 
LNs. - a | 4 and nutrition which Nature bestows in 
y th the best obtainable grain from which 
aq all our products are hygienically milled. 

S SOSH FLOUE ae — 


rh h 2 eA Ail For One Dollar. 


. The full variety consisting of § 2-lb pack- 
1 an t, ages and the 12-lb. sack will be sent express pre- 
paid for $1.00 and your grocer’s name. This 

special trial offer will not be sent to the 

same person twice and is made ata loss 


TS Ol = because we’re confident you'll buy 
BSC Vu ; Ralston-Purina Cereals from your 
4 y grocer regularly if you once try them. 


A free Purina “Brain Bread” Roll for your 

f A baker's name; sent you direct the day It's baked 

» from our Department of Domestic Science, whieh 
y Ae } you are at liberty to consult on all culinary topics. 


PURINA MILLS 


“‘Where Purity is Paramount’ 


L 2 804 Gratiot St., St, Louis, Mo. 
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THIS TRADE MARK 


is known from one end of the civil- 
ized world to the other. It will be 
found on the toilet tables of the 
royalty and nobility of Europe and 
the fashionable woman of America. 
It is the emblem of genuineness on 
every package of the 


Imperial 
Hair Regenerator 


THE STANDARD HAIR COLORING 
DEFENDER MF6.COS. FOR GRAY OR BLEACHED HAR venus O tam 


Sheets: Pillow-cases The IMPERIAL HAIR REGENERATOR 


¥ “ : is recognized the world over as the 
Always improve with ONLY preparation which restores 
GRAY HAIR to its original color, or 
that will make BLEACHED HAIR 
any shade desired, from Black to the 
lightest Ash Blond, without affecting 
the hair, health or scalp. It is free 
from the injurious ingredients con- 
tained in cheap obnoxious dyes, and 
has reparative and tonic qualities 
contained in no other preparation 
It is easily applied, colors are DUR- 
ABLE, and unaffected by baths or 
shampooing, and is ABSOLUTELY 
HARMLESS. _Its application CAN- 
NOT BE DETECTED, permits curl- 
ing and makes the hair soft and 


THE DEFENDER MFG. CO. | 5 Me taeter lae 


IMPERIAL HAIR REGENERATOR 
SHEETS AND PILLOW CASES > (tue aoe 
LADIES’ MUSLIN UNDERWEAR warded in plain wrapper, express charges prepaid. 


Sole manufacturers and patentees : 


Defender Mfg. Co. Sheets and Pillow Cases || !mperial Chemical Mig Co., 135 W. 23d 8t, N. I, 
The Principal Brands are DEFENDER, 
PALMA, SELKIRK, NORWOOD + «~ 


Fancy styles made from Palma Mills Sheeting are 
+ the vogue. Made in all sizes and in great variety of 
styles. Plain, Hem, Hemstitch, Spokestitch, Zigzag, 
Mexican Drawn and other fancy stitches. Also em- 
broidery and Nov- aneeeel 
elty Braid inser- 
tion. 
Put up in sets, 
one sheet and two 
pillow cases, or in 
ckages contain- 
ing six sheets and 
twelve pillow 
cases. Prices per j 
set are from $2.00 
to $6.00. 


Defender Mig. Co. 
Ladies’ Muslin 
Underwear. 


_veiaty Perfect \ 
Jndergarments, ie . RY se om i ’ 

including NIGHT ~ Hye MRS. GERVAISE GRAHAM'S 
Gowns, UNDER 


Skirts, Loxo = S| Nie Cucumber and Elder Flower 


rene, . E 
ORSET OVERS, rR A M 

CHEMISES. All with trimmings as you wish them. Cc . ‘ 
Ev arment  bearin the trade-mark of Makes the skin as smooth, white, fine and beauti- 
DE ER MFG. CO. 4s perfect in style, fit and ful as a baby’s skin. Cleanses thoroughly. Re- 
finish, and is made of reliable materials. moves blackheads, pimples, tan, frec les and 
' 4 wrinkles, and prevents the skin from aging. 
PRICE, 81.00. 





==. 


ee ee 




















TH J b 1. ©. ON . , 
r Ain PILLOW CASES On MUSLIN For sale by druggists, or direct; express paid. 
UNDERW EAR is a guarantee of excellence. Every article Send ro cents to manufacturer for sample bottle 


is made and finished in our factory, and ts absolutely perfect and and book, ‘‘ How to be Beautiful.’’ Address 
free from disease germs. No Sweat Sh a Ask for and insist 


om having the Products of The DEFENDER MFG, CO. MRS. GERVAISE GRAHAM, 
Ask your dealer for booklet, or write to DEFENDER 1279 Michigan Avenue, - - - - - Chicago. 
MPG. ©O., New York. McKesson & Roweins, New York, Eastern Wholesale Agents 


| a a ee te eh th i i 
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TheSwoboda System 


Restores to Health, Strengthens the Heart 


I am teaching intelligent men, brain workers, the 
ideal principles of attaining and preserving per- 
fect health. It is not a problematical theory, but 
a system of physiological exercise, based 
upon absolutely correct scientific facts. 


And if you will follow my instructions 

for a few weeks I will promise you such 

a superb muscular development and 

such a degree of vigorous health as to 

forever convince you that intelligent 

direction of muscular effort is just as essential to success 

in life as intelligent mental effort. No pupil of mine will 

need to digest his food with pepsin nor assist nature with a 

dose of physic. I will give you an appetite and a strong 

stomach to take care of it; a digestive system that will 

fill your veins with rich blood; a strong heart that will 

regulate circulation and improve assimilation; a pair of 

lungs that will purify your blood; a liver that will work 

as nature designed it should; a set of nerves that will 
keep you up to the standard of physical and mental 
energy. I will increase your nervous force and 
capacity for mental labor, making your daily work a pleasure. You will 
sleep as a man ought to sleep. You will start the day as a mental worker 
must who would get the best of which his brain is capable. I can promise 
you all of this because it is common-sense, rational and just as logical as 
that study improves the intellect. 


ALOIS P. SWOBODA, 
Originator and ‘ole Instructor, 





HUGH R. LOUDON, 
CENTURY BLOG., ST. LOUIS, MO. 
St. Louis, Mo., Jan. 31, 1900, 
Mr. Alois P. Swoboda, Chicago, lil. 

Dear Sir:—It is a pieasure to testify to the meritsand the 
benefits to be derived from your system of physiological 
exercise. First, and of most importance, it has cured me 
completely of dyspepsia and constipation, both chronic and 

long standing, and in the treatssent of which I 
expended iarce sums without obtaining relief. 
The effect of your system was immediate and 
almost beyond belief. My appetite increased 
enormously, and there was no difficulty in digest- 
ing and assimilating the food consumed. Today 

my health is perfect. | have always appreciated 


My system is taught by mail only 
and with perfect success, requires no 
apparatus whatever, and but a few 
minutes’ time in your own room just 
before retiring. 

By this condensed system more exercise 


and benefit can be obtained in ten minutes 
than by any other in two hours, and it is the 


only one which does not overtax the heart. 
It is the only natural, easy and speedy 
method for obtaining perfect health, phys- 
ical development and elasticity of mind 
and body. Pupils are both sexes, ranging 
in age from fifteen to eighty-six, and all 
recommend the system. Since no two 
people are in the same physical con- 
dition, individual instructions are 

given in each case. 


Write at once, mention- 
ing this magazine, for full 
information and convincing 
endorsements from many of 
America’s leading citizens. 


ALOIS P. SWOBODA, 405 Western Book Bidg., CHICAGO 


the benefits to be derived from proper exercise, 
and in pursuit of health, tried rowing and gym- 
nasi‘tm work for several years, also various patent 
exercisers, but never received anything like the 
benefit or development that has resulted from 
three months’ application to your system. In this 
short time I have increased my chest expansion 
four inches and ail my muscles in proportion. in 
two months! wae able to tear a full pack of playing 
cards into halves, and the halves into quarters 
showing ability to apply my strength, which isa 
quality to be desired and one that cannot be 
measured with a tape. it is no exag- 

geration to say that my capacity for 

beth physical and mental exertion 

is increasing daily, and the feeling 

resulting from a state of perfect 

health aids me in business and is 

something money could not replace, 

To anyone feeling the need of regu- 

lar exercise, easily taken, I cannot 

commend your system too highly. 

Wishing you deserved success, 

ours very sincerely 


H. R. LOUDON, 


am, 
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Pabst beer 














We never use Drugs, Obesity Tablets or 
iM PRO 0 3 A Pills of any kind to reduce Fat, as they 
weaken the system and often cause death 


We reduce the flesh without any discomfort to the wearer. Obesity Belts used to 
advantage by corpulent ple, both ladies and gentlemen, to re - a corpulency 
and give |" toa peadulons ¢ or relaxed abdomen. The use of these belts reduces 
your size and leaves no room for surpius fat to accumulate; also gives absolute 
safety from Navel Rupture; relieves the dragging sensation pec uliar to a pendulous 
abdomen and improves the ‘sha We will send the Belt to any part of the United 
States or Canada. Special Price ce @2.50. Send measure around the largest part 
of abdomen when ordering Beit. 

We also make very light-weight Belts suitable for summer wear, They 
ean be washed. Do not wrinkle; always keep their perfect shape. 


Comfortable Belts made to order to be used after any Operation, 
Those interested in the subject call or write and get an J!lustrated book FREE. 
We manufacture Trusses for al! cases of Rupture. 


ee 2. ee oe oe eee eee 


$2.50 Improved Elastic Truss Company, 768 Broadway, New York. 


(Two doors below Wanamaker’s, near Ninth Street.) 
FOR MEN OR WOMEN. ladies in Attendance for ladies, Bxramination Free, (Closed Sundays. Established 19 Years in ¥. Y 











| u PARLE OBESITY SOAP 


Douglas, Lacey & Co., Result secured by —s 
a Ay ogee es weeny my * FAT tion of the lather; no rul 


Angeles, Cal, Stock Exchange. Manaal bing; no change of diet 
66 Broadway and 17 New Street, New York. or habits; absolutely harm- 


Soa rE mice ame #0 OBESITY a 
Kg ppt 4 EAL iim 6ImT WILL DO IT. 
lars, etc, sent free to SEND FOR BOOKLET. 


LA PARLE SOAP CO., Dept. SS., St. James 
Bidg., Broadway and 26th St., New York. 


wor 2 rogues i Ee New Idea in Trunks. 
Lis “Your method reduced : , k 
i 70 mans in ee Eee i 
Thiewas 6 years age aod ( 7 = - f trays A place for ever i 
have not gained an ounce in = everything in its place The . 
the top. Defies the bargag 


weight since.” Purely veeete owe accessible as 
bie and harmless as water. Any one can make it at homes Viethe = smasher Costs no more than a g 


rested on appli 
BRANCHES 








or ho expense. Nostarving, No sickness. We will mail o box of trunk. Sent C. O. D. with privilege 


ie Eantcal OO. Daemon an package for - conta for tio: Send 2-cent stamp for i! 
postage, ote. HALL CHEMICAL ©0., i“, o Lente, amination nd 2-cent s f 


l ANGUA IAG E ¥. A, STALLMAN, 
Ss. 62 W. Spring Street, Columbus, 0. 
“ The Berlitz Method is the systematized form of le arning a language ~ on 


in a foreign country by its actual use."’ 4 Medals at Paris Exposition ADVERTISING RATES in 


Best Native Teachers. Moderate Fee. 


THE BERLITZ SCHOOL OF LANGVAGES, T 
Head Office, Madison Square, New Vork. 


190 branches in the principal European and American cities. Send 


for list of schools and catalogue of books for learning languages Advance September Ist. 


catalogue 














& 
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$50.00 
to California 
and Return 


First class round trip 
tickets on sale Sept. 23 to 
27. Variable routes, favor- 


able time limits. Grandest SPOOL SILK 


— h Corticelli Silk is made honestly—twisted 
CCEery, POanRg throug evenly, dyed scientifically, spooled carefully, 


the Rocky and Sierra Neva- measured accurately (always full length), 

da mountains. shortest time and sews smoothly for hand or machine use, 
. as you will find by a trial. 

on the road. 

The luxurious every-day 
train, “The Overland Lim- 
ited,” leaves Chicago 6:30 
p. m., arrives San Francisco, 
afternoon third day; Los 
Angeles, early next morn- 
ing. Two other fast trains 
daily. The best of every- 
thing. Send two-cent stamp 
to W. B. Kniskern, Chicago, 
- for illustrated booklet. All 


fork. agents sell tickets via 


—_ 


unks. § | Chicago and North-Western 


== | — Union Pacific SPOOL SILK 
Southern Pacific Railways When you ask for Corticelli some dealers 


will try to sell you a cheap silk on which 
PRINCIPAL AGENCIES they make a larger profit. Go to another 

1 Broadway, - New York , 45 VineSt., - incinnati > 03 Ac : , an . 

: Chose te. mag Pty Pittsburg store every time. As Corticelli costs you no 

8 Washington St., Boston | 24 Superior St.. Clevelan more than cheap silk, why not get the best ? 


3). Main St., « Buffalo | 17 Campus Martius, Detroit 
LESSESS == cise | Tse Ete 11) Tt Gorticoll Sik Mils, 26 Nonotuck St, "Sazsze~ 
’ “; nas. 
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Constipation 
———" eae 


APPENDICITIS PREVENTED 
by Dr. Berry’s Rational Treatment. 


No Drugs, 
No Medicines, 
No Apparatus; 


a treatment without the use of Laxatives, Aperient 
Waters, Injections, Suppositories, Drugs or Medi- 
cines. Your case may be of long standing, but my 
treatment, which is inexpensive, will ecwre you 
permanently without sail, 


Thousands Testify to Complete and Permanent CURES. 


Brain Workers, people of Sedentary Occupa- 
tions, Ladies who live mostly indoors, Traveling 
Men and to all who suffer from Constipation, 


STOP USING DRUGS “ir co an 


Appendicitis, Piles, Inflammation of the 
Bowels, Typhoid Fever, Kidney Troubles and a 
score of other ills result from CONSTIPATION, 

A request from you wil | bring free, by mail, full information and 

tive proof that Constipation and all attending ills can be cured 





» absolutely samhens ently, by this exclusive, inexpensiv 
hich | have perfected after 17 years of study and practice 


DR. M. H. BERRY, 


332 and 334 Cood Biock, Des Moines, Ia. 





BEAUTIFUL FORM 
GUARANTEED. 


CcORSIQ positively fills out a 
hollow and scrawny places, develops 
and adds perfect shape to the whole 
form wherever deficient. 


GUARANTEED TO 


DEVELOP any FORM 


or Money — 


a Ai enlarges 
4 —_ i is the Origt Signal French Yo Form a 
F VELOPER and KXEVER FAIA 
, == Booklet mailed PREE, sho wing 


a perfectly developed form, with 


= 4 full instructions how to become 
: g beastiful. Write to-day or call a» 
see demonstration. 
GO LI BA aS MADAME TAXIS TOILET CO., Dept. 18, Monroe Ave., CHICAGO, IL 


DRIVE FARTHER AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHERS! 


PUTT TRVER 
LAST LONGER How Do You FASTEN Up Your SLIPPERY Fitms? 


They are made of pure gutta, are full size and , 
weight, and guaranteed to be seasoned at least eight TOURISTS! 
months before painting 


Dealers will redeem Davidson Balls when they Don’t Go Away THis SumMMER WitHouT Som 


have been used, allowing $2.co per dozen in ex- 
change for new ones, or send them to us and we will MOORE G LAS S PUSH ‘PINS 
, os Senntientie te onus = EASILY INSERTED, EASILY WITHDRAWN. 
make the exchange. Practically, the new balls cost 
» aor Surprisingly Strong in Wood or Plaster. 
you but $2.00 per dozen. Three sample balls will be Decorate Your Room Attractively Without « Tack and Hammer. 
sent on receipt of $1.00. For pinning up Photograph a Small Pictures, Bric 
— i ra ries. LADIES |. hang up yout ¢- 
. on Pus ins. No rust, no corrosion. ways clean ¥ 
DAVIDSON RUBBER CO sizes. ey a ny) box (postpaid) of 1 doz. of either size 
> 19 Milk Street - - Boston, Mass. Ask your dealer (Photographic or Dry Goods) or write 
Send for free sample. 
MOORE PUSH PIN CO., - + Philadelphia, Pa 











wa on pond ~~ ” eee Tee et, 
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SMART SET 


Finishes. 
Koman, 


New Dip Belt Buck 


An Seen 
VALUE 


comes m a 


‘ST 
LING ‘SILVER AND. “METAL 
neaed tr cee are 


hotograph 


Free Catalogue. 


Write for this gem of ty 
t You wi 


CROSBY MFG. CO., 
CLERK B 4, 556 BROADWAY, 


pographical 
thank for the sugg 


Any of the abov 
Return and get you 
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éé -~ 
/ 4 din “Silver Plate that Wears.” 
a 
fC Oo erS 
_ ~~ 
fi} ros’? 


in Spoons, Forks, Knives, 

etc., are assured if you rr 
chase — bearing 
trade mark 


“1847 


Rogers Bros.” 


Remember **1847°?—take = 
substitute. There are * 
and others claimed to be “ 
good,” but like all imitations, 
they lack the merit and value 
identified with the original and 
genuine. 
Send for Catalogue No. 61T , 
International Silver Co., 
successor to 
MERIDEN 
BRITANNIA CO., 


Meriden, Conn. 





Ourselves as we see others; others as they see us. 


Crankisms 


By L. de V. Matthewman 
Pictured by C. V. Dwiggins 


3 


SQ. 16710, CLOTH, $1.00. 
wise, witty and mirth-provoking volume.” 
weland Plaindealer. 
“One of the brightest little books of the year.” 





Bridge Whist 
HOW TO PLAY IT 


BY LENNARD LEIGH 


4 
CLOTH, GILT, $1.00 


Se 


The latest and most complete manual 
of Bridge, and the only work contain- 
ing a code of laws. 


‘eZ 


“Will _be welcome to 
Evening Telegraph. 
*Succinct y explains the principles of the game, and 
gives advice based upon actual experience.”—Suffalo 
Commer cial. 


all players.”—Philadelphia 


HENRY T. COATES @ CO., Publishers, Philadelphia. 
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WHEN TREES ARE USED DAILY. 


ae ON AT THE DIFFERENCE 


ieten ed when Leadam’ 8 Shoe Trees are used every time you take off your shoes. If you use them your 
shoes will always look like right hand photo and wear longer. For Men and Women, $1.00 per pair. 
Your money back if not satisfactory. Illustrated booklet on Care of Shoes, Free. 


LIONEL B. LEADAM, BO Wali Street, New York. 








Se es MAJESTIC 


A 15-gallon MALLEABLE IRON AND STEEL 


ios RANGE 


More popular to-day than yesterday; more popular to-morrow than to-day. 


Wiiy ? 

Works equally well with wood, hard or “soft coal. Heats all the water 
needed almost instantly. Saves one-half the cost of fuel. Does not clog 
with ashes or clinkers nor allow smoke and dust to esc ape into the kitchen 
Made of the very best grade of malleable iron, cannot crack or break, saving 
annoyance and expense. Flues lined with asbestos board one- -fourth inch it 
thickness. Entire range riveted (not bolted), air tight and dust tight. Works 
well all the time, and lasts for generations. 

Ask for the new booklet “All About Majestic Ranges and Kitchen 


Arrangement.” Postal brings it. MAJESTIC MFG. CO. 
2031 Morgan Street, St. Louis, U. S. A. 























MOR PHN Eber 


pium, Laudanum, Cocaine or 
* other drug habit. Contains Vital Princi Te od we unknown and lacking in 
all others.“ We restore the nervous and physical sy S$ and thus remove the cause. Confi- 


dential correspondence invited from all, especially SB nny Re having ing._refractory cases. 
ST. PAUL ASSOCIATION, 46D Van St., CHICAGO 


Beauty 
Power 


DR. CANPRELL'S SAFE ARSENIC 
COMPLEXION WAFERS, 

ARSENIC SOAP and FOULD'S AR- 
SENALENE CREAN are the most , : , . , 
wonderful preparations in the Science now serves in the eradication of wrin- 
world for $e complexion. Bs] kles. The new wrinkle for wrinkles is based on the 
remove PINPLES, FR KLE, scientific principle of muscular control It enables 
BLACKHEADS, ‘norm, SALW. those who have wrinkles to remove them. It helps 
a? TAX, REDNESS, OILANESS, those who are still beautiful to prevent them The 

all other facial and bodil 
Segeen Spey ee cemmtcion tt ne'er Tetsdin oe ye Se 
en 0 complexion as no other rem on 
earth can. Wafers, per box, 50c. and $1; six large boxes, $5: Wrinkle Eradicator 
Soap, S0e.; Arsenalene C ream, Soe. Address all mail orders to Se the eafest. curent and mest wenderfal help ever 
MH. B. FOULD. Room 44, 214 Sixth Ave., New York. ~ Nw o> wenn for the preservation of youthful 
SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS. beauty No chemicals Simple and permanent 


Soom emma Free book describes wonderful power. 1¢ box 25¢.; 


A SURE CURE. Never fails. 36 box pe; Heh tee Sec Adste by correspond 
NO Also Pimples, Freckles, Wrinkles, ence to buyers o 




















Superfluous Hair, etc Examina- THE B. & P. CO. (Two Women), 
tion biank free. Correspondence 36 Kirk St., Cleveland, O. 
confidential. 


DR. L. ROBINSON, Dept. P, 512 Ellicott Sq., Buffalo, N. Y. 


ASTHMASHAYEFYES =| LEARN PROOFREADING. 


ORGANISMS and ded vain $15 to $5 ‘k) Situations 
Urine Ai coon and — + df Teme tor ont vrine we spade 1 Be apd once We are ae ~~ ay et by mail. 
NO-MOBB ASTHMA CUBE, Philadelphia. HOME CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL, Philadelphia 
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WH1e Kose 
LYCERINE 


~ OAP 


wR REIT TT BABS TNO SOAP 


— 


The Secret of a Healthy and Beautiful SKin. 


A perfect complexion is assured to all who use No. 4711 WHITE ROSE GLYCERINE SOAP. 
Its transparency is a sign of its purity, and its perfume is unequalled, 
Manuractureo sy FERD. MULHENS, COLOGNE °/r GERMANY. 
Sele U. 8. Agents, MULHENS & KROPFF, New York. 
Send 5c. in stamps for a full size sample cake. 





PERSONAL 
MAGNETISM. 


Would you develop within 
yourself that wonderful mag- 
netic power that charms and 


fascinates the minds of men 
and women; influences their thoughts, con- 
trols their minds, holds them spellbound and 
makes you the supreme master of any situa- 
tion ? Would you secure a good paying eee 
tion; increasing your present salary; or add to 
your income in any way? Or would you have 
that subtle power that banishes all diseases 
and bad habits without the aid of drugs or 
medicines, that cures the sick and afflicted 
when everything else fails? If interested, 
write for a copy of our profusely illustrated 
book on Personal a ae Hypnotism, 
Magnetic Healing, etc., by Dr. X. LaMotte 
Sage. It will positively ‘prove a revelation to 
you. It is a new book, different from all other 
books, and best of all it’s absolutely free. It 
will give you the key to business and social 
success; enable you to gratify your highest 
ambitions and get out of life the pleasure and 
happiness which God intended you should 
enjoy. We guarantee you success or forfeit 
$1,000.00 in gold. Hundreds write: “ It's the 
grandest book I have ever seen. It’s been 
worth hundreds of dollars to me.” Send for 
acopy of this wonderful book to-day. Re- 
member, it’s free. Address New York Insti- 
tute of Science, Dept. DN 12, Rochester, N. Y. 





YOU can find them when 
you’re dressing, and forget 
them when you’re dressed. 


PEET’S INVISIBLE EYES 


PEET’s INVISIBLE EYE. 


HOOK on HERE---- 


TRADE MARK REG. 


PAL MAY 7.1695 -OCT.27, 886, 


They take the place of silk loops. 
Hold securely. Makea flat seam. Are 
favorites with all ladies who value neat- 
ness and convenience. Ideal for plackets. 
2 doz. eyes, 5 cents; with hooks, 10 cents. 
White or black. 


At all stores or by mail. 


PEET BROS., Philadelphia, Pa. 
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Lnstaitly Relieves—Finally Cures 


HAY FEVER .£¢7 























Proved by wide long public test to avert or 
promptly cure all pain, seasonable and 
common ailmenta— 

Headache, Neuralgia, Colds, Patigue, 
**Grip,’’ Indigestion, Heat Prostration, 
Woman's Suffering, Hay Fever, 
Asthma, Sea Sickness, Etc. 

Feeds nerves and brain, regulates stomach and 
liver, acts instantly without drug effect. 
Used and endorsed by hosts of prominent indi- 
viduals and physicians wherever introduced 
and tested. 














“ORANGEINE” is sold by Druggists where it hes bese tuteoduend. in 10,3 and 50 cent packages. = a + cent 
stam ll be glad to i trial skage with full information of human usefulness and prominent endorsemen 
ti an MAU NE P“GHANGEINE CHEMICAL ©0., CHICAGO. 


Ghe Form 
Beautiful 


Our method of treatment for 


~ Developing 
The World’s Standard . Ghe Form 


: has the following points of ex- 
for thirty years. cellence possessed by no other 


method, and which we positively 


It cleanses, reserves, "Geen This we prove by 
beautifies an whitens ‘ living subjects, phetegragns and 
the teeth, strengthens “Rapidity, No other method 
the gums and sweetens on possibly show such quick 
the breath. <n aon No effort or 


Put up in neat tin boxes, work Wenge meonamnry oo you 
itis perfect for the dress- Bay a PO 
ing table and ideal for tothis statement. One 
traveling. No powder to price for the simplest and for the 
scatter, no liquid to spill TRADE-MARK. moet difficult cases. 

or to stain garments. Our booklet, ‘Health, Grace and Beauty,” 
giving full information, sent in plain sealed en- 
25c at all druggists. velope free on receipt of 4 cents postage. 

PROPRIETORS; Women specialists in charge. 


4i West 24th Street, Suite “S,” NEW YORK 
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PLEASANT VALLEY WINE CO., Sole Makers, 


«re 
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Seconds 
the 


Moves when you do. Adjusts itself to every movement of the body. The only suspender 
made on scientific principles. - The only suspender that is absolutely comfortable. Refuse 
imitations. Ifthe word ‘*President’’ is on the buckles, it’s genuine. Every pair guaran- 
teed. Trimmings can not rust. Price 5o0c. everywhere, or by mail, 


Cc. A. EDCARTON MFC. CO., Box 259, Shirley, Mass. 





_ 


in ‘These ay 


of many wines, all claim- 
ing superiority, one must 
use wisdom in making a 
choice. 


MADMS 


<~Fet eee 
DMD. 


FAS 


mA 


NEWYORK, 


SMART HATS 


FOR 


SMART PEOPLE 


KNOX’S 


Represented in every city in the United 


aE. 


Great 
Western 
Champagne 


(Made in America) 


7 Si 


~PF 2 Fv Fem 
ef] 2 


FRAERAEAORRE 





SREREERS 


was acknowledged the 
superior of all American 
champagnes at the Paris 
Exposition by impartial 
and expert — It is 
perfectly pu 


MADMAL 


BAD. 


States by the local leading hatter. 


ee te See tee ae 


ADMD. 


re 


Rheims, N. Y. 


Sold by all pr ca wine dealers. 


ap Sait by at reapectabie vine desters | opring Styles Now Ready. 
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A SUCCESSFUL BOOK 


(NOW IN THE FOURTH EDITION) 


Nigger Baby and Nine Beasts 


BY ALMA FLORENCE PORTER 





FLATTERING PRESS OPINIONS 


New York Nation—The little mother- 
less wild Western girl wins sympathetic in- 
terest for herself and for the various animal 
friends so affectionately pictured, and if these 
letters seem to show more than the degree of 
sense commonly allotted to them, we are will- 
ing to believe that our stupidity may have 
more to do than theirs in fixing the accepted 
limit of animal intelligence 


New York Vanity Fair—The illus- 
trations by Gustave Verbeek are in his most 
vigorous style. The full page, in which 
appear the great black bear facing the fury 
of a *‘chinook” wind in the mountains, an 
old Mexican trapper and a child at the log- 
cabin window, is delightfully realistic. 


New York Times—Tenderly and grace- 
fully the author tells of the love existing be- 
tween a girl and various animals. The stories 
are so natural that they look as if they were 
the actual experiences of a young life. 


Albany Arqus—The animals delineated 
with charming detail by Mrs. Porter are not 
hackneyed types familiar to the casual ob- 
server and to the zoologist, but distinct in- 
dividuals impossible to confuse with other 
individuals. 


New ‘ork Evening Telegram— 
Lovers of animals will be delighted to make 
the acquaintance of the horses, dogs, foxes, 
pigs, raccoons, cats tame and wild, bears, 
crow and burro, whose romances are told in 
Alma Porter's “Nigger Baby and Nine 
Beasts.” 


Washington Post—Old and young 
lovers of animals will welcome the acquaint- 
ance of Mrs. Porter’s friends. 


Chicago Tribune—Each of the stories 
in this collection is a tribute to some animal, 
and all of them reveal the fact that the author 
loves and understands her dumb subjects. 
The illustrations by Gustave Verbeek are 
quaintly humorous and, like the tales, are sure 
to find favor with both old and young. 


New Orleans Sun—A charming exhi- 
bition of the author's warm attachment for 
dumb animals, who she believes are endowed 
with the spiritual intelligence that many sup- 
pose to distinguish man from beast. 


Buffalo Evening News—tThe stories 
contain touching portrayals of animal love 
and hate, wisdom and folly, fun and mischief. 
The illustrations by Gustave Verbeek are in 
his most vigorous style. 


Minneapolis Tribune—A collection of 
nine animal stories, true to nature, and written 
in a homelike way that is very entertaining. 


Detroit Free Press—Old and young 
may join in enjoyment of the half-score 
stories of animals ‘* founded on truth.” 


Philadelphia Inquirer—The author 
has the rare gift of taking the reader away 
from himself and hurrying him along with the 
beautiful black racer, over the clover meadows 
of California, up to the pine-topped heights of 
the Sierras, to the haunts of bears, deer, 
foxes and wildcats. 


New York Mail and Express—This 
is a delicious collection of animal stories, fresh 
with California mountain air, and full of all 
the natural poetry of the outdoor romping 
life of a little girl who enjoyed the sympathetic 
affection of dumb animals. 


The book is beautifully illustrated by Gustave Verbeek, and 
handsomely printed on thick deckel-edge paper, with embossed cover 


and gilt top. 


Your bookseller has it or will secure it for you, 


or it will be sent postpaid on receipt of price, $1.50, by the 
ESS ESS PUBLISHING COMPANY, 1135 Broadway, New York. 
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A New Issue of 


5 Per Cent. Gold Bonds 


Payable in Gold at Maturity. 























INTEREST SEMI-ANNUALLY IN GOLD, 


PAYABLE JANUARY 1 AND JULY I. 





SOLD IN LOTS OF FROM $1,000 TO $200,000. 





Issued, Guaranteed and Insured by the 


Equitable Society 


OF NEW YORK. 





THE SAFEST AND BEST OF SECURITIES. 





SPECIAL FEATURES. 

These bonds are preferable to Government Securities. They are practically as safe be- 
cause they are issued by the strongest financial institution of its kind, whose Surplus 
($66,000,000) is larger than that of any other company in the world. 

They are superior to Government bonds, because— 

1.—The interest rate is higher (5 per cent.). 
2.—The cost is less. 

3.—They may be paid for in instalments. 
4.—They are insured. 


TERMS. 


The purchaser may pay for these Bonds in twenty equal annual instalments. The price 
of the Bonds, in consequence of the insurance feature, varies according to the age of the pur- 
chaser. 

For price of purchase and further particulars, cut out and mail coupon below. 





THE EQVITABLE SOCIETY. 
120 Broadway, New York. 


| Please send further particulars regarding your new issue of 
Gold Bonds. Basis figures on a block of Bonds for $ 
issued to a purchaser whose age is 
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OH! HOW GOOD IT FEELS! 


rhe expression which springs to the lips of everyon 
a first applic ation of 


COGSWELL’S 
FOOT TONIC. 














You Hear! 


when you use 





For Weary, Aching, Nervous Feet. 
Wilson’s £2" Ear Drums | pel Gis Seale Go inacdhs dieesility edi k ed ai 


PB yd yy ~ oot rve removing ve + ache aa 

A o which the feet are bject 

The only scientific sound conductors. Or premetly Giteve ini ation an o ieand 
Invisible, comfortable, efficient. They infallible remedy in the treatment of chilblains and bu 
fit in the ear. Doctors recommend ions. One application w e the mo ceptical of 

Tr . . ts it our druggist does 

them. Thousands testify to their mee bea - pl-¢ 00 pe per bottle. If 3 — 
perfection and to benefit derived. E. N. COGSWELL, Surgeon Chiropodist, 

Information and book of letters from many users,free. 


1133 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 
Wilson Ear Drum Co., 407 Trust Bidg., Louisville, Ky. Dr. Cogswell, who is considered an authority on the feet and th 
ailments, will be pleased to answer all inquiries pertaining to same 


an 











THE Best of all, and for over sixty years 
Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup 
has been used by mothers for their children while teeth- 
ing. Are vou disturbed at night and broken of your rest 
by a sick child suffering and crying with pain of Cutting 
Teeth? If so, send at once and get a bottle of 
Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup 
for Children Teething. Its value is incalculable. It will . 
relieve the poor little sufferer immediately. Depend upon . “The one Reliable Beautifier”’ 
it, mothers, there is no mistake about it. It cures diar- Positively cures Freckles, 
rhoea, regulates the Stomach and Bowels, cures Wind San-burn, Pim les, Ring- 
Colic, softens the Gums, reduces Inflammation, and gives rom b Rs 
g > > , . 7 > rate . ‘ . - 
tone and energy to the whole system. . vents wrinkles. Does not 
Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup ’ : merely cover up but eradicates 
‘ hild ~ . 1 h 1 is the } them. Malvina Lotion and 
or children teething is pleasant to the taste and is the } Ichthyol Soap should be used 
prescription of one of the oldest and best female physi- J in connection with Malvina 
cians and nurses in the United States, and is for sale by ; Cream. At all druggists, or sent 
all druggists throughout the world. Price, twenty-five on receipt of price. Cream, iic., post- 
cents a bottle. Be sure and ask for ; Lotion, S0c., express ec!lert; 
>., postpaid. "Send for testimoniais, 
Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup. 
1840-1901 











Every woman may acquire 


A BEAUTIFUL FIGURE A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever. 


; DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S 
Without t beauty counts for nothing 


in eeattitees tah, Wien avon seme ORIENTAL CREAM, Ok MAGICAL BiAl UTIFIER, 


gh experi- 
menting,try it. Established since 1888. Price, 
@2.00. A Free Samece of Instantaneous 
Perspiration Deodorizer sent for toc. postage 
Mme. G. MARIE, —- Ladies’ 
Toilet Studio ’ 


, 198 W. 16th St. ! 





Tan, _ Pimples Fre 


» it. 


cosmetic 


AS WELL AS 
Beautifies the Skin = 
1 


No other 


made. / pt no counterfeit 
similar name. The distinguis! 
Dr. L.. A. Sayre said t 

the Aant ¢ pe 


wi 


Oj’ Note the TREATED side of this 
The habit of Frowning forever 


WRINKLES REMOVED 
ANY AGE. 
“ Anti-Wrinkle Sheets” work like 
while you sleep. The } show i Got URAC ws 
e ght until cured and the y r shoul ; ng it every day. @ 
Saal Gadle aonnabune vent : . | POUDRE SURTILE removes superfu- 
Try them ar P r e ‘ ous hair without Injury to the skin 
; ents per package Daily der astr P 4 a? 7. 3 gg may pr. 37. Gt Jor 
Friday excepte Gv St r sale by all Drugg 
G. WARIK, Specialict, Ladies’ Toilet S a and ‘ ancy Goods Dealers thro. 
Stadio, 138 West 116th Street, NEW YORK. . mm » out the U. S., Canadas and Euroyx 


PURIFIES 
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ile 
uP WATER 


makes Grape Juice, Milk 
Lemonade, and still wines 
SPARKLING, DELIGIOUS 
and HEALTHFUL. 


Our booklet tells the White Rock story—free. 


WHITE ROCK MINERAL SPRING COMPANY 
Waukesha. Wisconsin. 





THE KALEIGH, 


Cor. I2th St., N. W., 
Washington, D. C. 


Penn. Ave., 


European Plan. 


an 
ny Absolutely Fireproof. 
THE MODERN HOTEL OF THE CITY. 


T. J. TALTY, Manager. 





WHEN YOU BUY 


a cigarette, why not have your mono 
gram, crest, club emblem or other de- 
sign printed on each one? 

e sell cigarettes direct to consumer, 
saving purchaser at least 20%, and we 
make no extra charge for printing. 

Samples sent for 20c. Price-list free. 


PINKUS BROS., 
Manufacturers, 56 New St., N. ¥. City. 











BEAUTIFUL HANDS AND NAILS 


istinguishing Mark of Gentility. 


aN OLA, 
ug 1 white ning es hands and skin t feeds and nourishes 
ne an onside standard by the fastidious. 
DIAMOND ‘NAW KN MEL. 
eee ae a ee 
liquid nail varnishe 


Ola — © the Diamond Nail Polish » 
ROSALIE. 


This preparation, which ca v t 
most de licate rose tint that is truly beautif 

rspiration lisplaced by sea 
ONGOLINE. 


Le ne tes deans the nails, ren 


Dr. 5. ‘PARKER. PRAYS | 
market for 25 years. If your . 
genuine and OSS try to pe sh rank imitatic 
trated bookle 


Superior to all 
ic ream Van 
ul hands and 


the 


Dr. 4. PARKER PRAY COMPANY, 
Sole Manufacturers and Proprietors, 12 K. 28d &., N. 
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ADVERTISER 


THE 2 i 


PRUDENTIAL 


“A CHAS THE A > 






“STRENGTH OF " 
GIBRALTAR Vit 





The Workers rind Home Reapers. 


In all ranks of lift 


Over Four 


THE PRUDENTIAL 


Are you one of them? No better investment 


than Life Insurance 


The Prudential Insurance Company of America 


JOHN F. DRYDEN, President 
WRITE FOR INFORMATION. DEPT. 16. 


*», men, women and children 
are included among the holders of 








Million Policies 


No better company than 





HOME OFFICE, Newark, N J 
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lis Pears’ 
that's why! 


Sold all over the world 


All rights secured. 





















SMART SET 


$10,285 


Story Tellers’ Tournament 


t $100, $125, $150, $200, $300, $500 and 
31 Cash Prizes $1,000 for Stories to be published in The 
Black Cat. 
; Tour of the World, consuming 179 Days, 
8 Other Prizes costing $2,100 Cash; Surrey Automobile, 
$1,300; Round Trip to California, $350; 
Round Trip to Cuba, $150, etc. 


ADVERTISER 














Copyright, roor, by The Shortstory Publishing Company. 


The Story-Telling Contest of The Black Cat which is now 
open presents an opportunity for known and unknown 
Writers such as has never occurred. 

The Prizes are the most liberal, the Conditions the most 
reasonable; merit of matter, not name or fame of writer, and 
strength of Story, not length, will govern. 


No story will be considered at all unless submitted strictly in accordance N 
with the conditions published in The Black Cat for September and following 
months. Of newsdealers ant booksellers, 5 cents, or of us. 


The Shortstory Publishing Company, 130-132 High Street, Boston, Mass. 
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| sh for our | 
Ssh my 
Straight Front! 


EXTREME LOW BUST | 
& LONG HIP. 
STYLES 

350-351: 440441445, 


44742461 
FOR ae LEADING 


yALtt | 
~ Revaners 

















Comprising the numbers for MAY, JUNE, JULY 
and AUCUST, got, containing the following 


novelettes: 


The Wage of Character. 


By JULIEN GORDON 
(Mrs. Van Rensselaer Cruger). 


The Middle Course. 


By Mrs. POULTNEY BIGELOW. 


Papa Bovchard. 


By MOLLY ELLIOT SEAWELL. 


Miss Sylvester’s Marriage. 


By CECIL CHARLES, 


Sent Postpaid, Price $1.50. 
ESS ESS PUBLISHING CO., 1135 Broadway, New York. 











Languages Taught by Mail 


with the aid of the phqnesreg®, On sful 
pecially 


method. Special! » & Text 
€ books ¢ teach you tor 
v th sh 
ro tation 
or m Cr 


Inte veotienal rnc spon nee 
Sehectn, Rex 871, Scranton, Pa. 











LANGUAGES. | 


ee Berlitz Method orm . 
in otend try by its actual use.” 4 Medals Paris Exposition 
Beet Native Teachers. Moderate Fee 
THE BERLITZ SCHOOL OF LANGUAGES, 
Head Office, Madison o> New York. 

agp Senneies be ie _— pal Ex sonee 1 American cities. Send 
for list of ogue « f ing lenges age 


curTONS EAR. CAP. 


For Remedying Prominent Ears. 
Pupvenians Disfigurement in after life. ¥ 
eeps the Hair Tidy. 


In all sizes. Send measure ro pund he ad 
just above ears. Price, 1.25. 


BEST & CO., 


West 23d St., New York. 
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IMITATION DIAMOND STICK PINS AND STUDS MAILED FOR 25 CENTS EACH. 


ONLY AN EXPERT CAN DETECT FROM GENVINE. 


GOLD MULE? RINGS (= 


Equal in appearance to the genuine. 


imitation brilliant diamond if so preferred. 


[2 When ordering state the number of ring and which row. #3 


| JEWEL SPECIALTY CO., rewveser 


Send for Catalogue. 
ek. 


ecoere ore ces” Gee 


‘|. ELECTRIC MOTOR 


BEST MADE. 


ie These BEAUTIFUL RINGS will be mounted with any stone you may choose, or with a fine 
* 
* 


Oe oe, Se ee, ee ee ee ee ge ee | 





The Delight of the Home Workshop. Enxcels in Power, 
Finish, Efficiency, Beauty, Durability, Strength. Runs 
well on Single Dry Cells. Satisfaction Guaranteed. Weight, 
21 ounces. Height, 3% inches. Price, $1.00 (to any part 
of the U. S. or Canada), or I will send the above motor, 
with 2 carbons and 2 zincs with formula to drive it at 
the rate of over 2,000 revolutions per minute, for $1.50, 
express paid. 


Electric Lamp Outfit, 


including 4 Carbons, 4 Zincs, 1o Feet Wire, 
1 Switch, 1 Incandescent 4 C. P. Electric Lamp, 
1 Receptacle, Formula and Directions. 


PRICE COMPLETE $2.00 


(Delivered to Your Home) 





Remit by Postal or Express Money Order, as currency is sent at your own risk. All orders 
shipped and correspondence acknowledged promptly. 


JAMES H. MASON, Inventor, ““scs".crs* 148 to 152 Nassau St., New York City. 


(ESTABLISHED 1586.) Telephone, 4036 John. Cable address, COOLBREEZE (W. U. code used). 
4 








~~ 














SMART SET ADVERTISER 











What the Incomparable 


SAYS ABOUT 


Cowl 
Chocolates. 


Yn U. JM. Sowell Vert fork 
J hate putt bette a oe of jou Belé .. 
coeed cheteladel, an? J ane free 1B vag baat 
J hate founF wrMaing su. Rainn. Te 


lfifprseacted hin jee Guat 
= tong” sony af wang Prt ath 


howe of bach Ale Calied +1 


agent 





In one pound boxes, by mail, 
spon receipt of 75 cents. The 
better class of druggists and con- 
fectioners sell them for 60 cents. 











NewYork. 


4) or 


tT 


——_---o———— 


a \, Madame Sarah Bernhardt 


aud fitter 


ww 








Applications for agencies 
will be entertained from 
first-class dealers through- 
out the country. 








A. M. POWELL, 


150-152 Chambers Street, 
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EQUITABLE 


IS THE 
STRONGEST 


LIFE 


COMPANY 
IN THE 


WORLD 


ITS POLICIES ARE THE GOVERNMENT 
BONDS OF LIFE. ASSUR/ ANCE 


WRITE | 


THE EQUITABLE 
LIFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY 


120 Broadway. New York. 


J.W.ALEXANDER, President )H-HYDE, Vice President 
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Ourselves as we see others; others as they see us. 


Crankisms Bridge Whist 


By L. de V. Matthewman 
Pictured by C. V. es 


HOW TO PLAY IT 
BY LENNARD LEIGH 


CLOTH, GILT, $1.00 


The latest and most complete manual 


of Bridge, and the only work contain- 


ing a code of laws. 


“It is a sound treatise of the game, simpler and more 
easily understood than any other Bridge manual the 








SQ. 160, CLOTH, $1.00. writer has seen.” —Leader, C tev eland. 
“A wise, witty and mirth-provoking volume.”— “The author describes the game in detail, so that the 
Cleveland Haindealer veriest tyro at whist can readily understand Bridge.”— 
“One of the brightest little books of the ry % Globe-Democrat, St. Louis. 


HENRY T. COATES @ » CO., Publishers, Philadelphia. 


Stanhope Wheatcroft 


Dramatic School, 
31 Fifth Avenue, New ork. 








Students prepared for the stage in a 
six months’ course beginning October 14, 
1901. Practical instruction. Highest 
indorsement. Capable instructors. Pros- 
pectus and particulars on request. 


ADELINE STANHOPE WHEATCROFT, DRAMATIC EDUCATION? 


Instructor. Address The Theatre, 26 W. 38d St., New | York. 


A BEAUTIFUL $3.800 HOME. 


- Comeparans ! interior, and Beautiful exterior. Nete the plan ———— 
plumting. Hard weed finish, full Cellar, Ne heating included 
my or figured fleer plans of this Design if interested and several new designs 
not in Books, of about this cost peony me any Sketch Idea of your own; | will 
scale it up, give estimate cost, and « of full plans 
See list « “ ‘five | other classified beolks full of good 
things. Se oks according to cost ot house desired. 
Remember No. 52. 
Book No. @ has 56 designs from 
ease to $1,500 
Book Ne. 7 has S7 designs fro 
1. "600 to 82,500 
Book Ne. & has &4 designs from 
82,600 tw $3,500 
Book No. ® has BO (12 stables) designs 
,600 two $10,000 
Book Ne. 10 has BF (20 one st 
$150 to $8,000 


Book Neo. 12 has 45 (Colonial ee rw ‘99) 

Second Edition $1,200 to 85,000 

Views, plans, descriptions, dimensions, estimates, with | . dlificatiors to each. 
Price of Books, §1 each; any two, $1.50; any four, §2; any five, $2.g0; all six, $5. 
Book let of 30 sample design, ° * How to Start Right and SAVE Money,” @5 cents 





DO YOU WANT A 


Musical or 


























iB (silver). Ali prepaid 
— D. 8. HOPKINS. 74‘: Monroe St., Grand Rapids, Mich. 
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The literary features alone of THe DetrneaTor are worth more than the 


subscription price of One Dollar per year. Let us send you our hand- 
some booklet, containing pictures of prominent Washington women, 


Well-Dressed 
Woman 


will be interested to know 
what will be worn this Fall 
in the line of Autumn Coats, 
Jackets, Waists and Skirts. 
The advance fashions 
are based on the earliest 
reliable information from 
our London and Paris 
houses and our cor- 
respondents in Vienna 
and Berlin. 


Mrs. Jennie M. McCumber, wife of Senator McCumber, of North Dakota, 
says: ‘1 comsider The Delineator the best fashion magazine published.”’ 


Send $1.00 now and get for an entire year the largest and most necessary 

woman’s magazine published. 15c. per copy. Sold everywhere. Address 

The Butterick Publishing Co., Ltd., Dept. C,17 W. 13th St., New York. 
P 








3 


Sylvia, as imagined by A. B. Wenzel! 
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The Prize on Sylvia’s Head | 


is Five Hundred Dollars. 


SyLv1a is the heroine of a new novel, entitled Sylvia: The Story of an 
American Countess. She lived abroad, and is described by one of her ad- 
mirers as “the most beautiful woman in Europe.” Twelve artists, known 
for their types of beautiful women, were invited each to make a drawing 
expressing his idea of the charming heroine. Their pictures are all repro- 
duced as illustrations in the book. By a natural suggestion, all persons who 
like a good story and admire beautiful women are now to be asked to give 
their opinion of the types represented. Each reader is invited to choose 


SYLVIA: Zhe STORYofan AMERICAN COUNTESS 


By EVALYN EMERSON, with pictures of the heroine by ALsert D. Biasu- 
FieLp, Carte J. Brenner, J. Wetts Cuampney, Howarp CHANDLER Cuaisty, 
Lourse Cox, W. Giackens, C. ALLAN GiLBertT, ALBERT Herter, Henry Hutt, 








Rowert Reip, Atice Barper STEPHENS, A. B. WENZELL 








from among the pictures the one which, in his judgment, is the best con- 
ception of the heroine, and to indicate the order in which he thinks all the 
others should rank. The person whose list comes nearest to the choice of 
the majority will receive a prize of $500.00. 

The book itself is a charming and clever love story, readable and inter- 
esting from cover to cover. The voting is very simple. Each volume con- 
tains a slip on which the reader is to register his choice. It is a matter on 
which everyone will naturally have an opinion; and the prize of $500.00 is 
worth guessing for. Order through the bookstores, or send §r.s0 direct 
to the publishers. The book will be published September az. It will be 
on sale everywhere. Watch for it! 

















The Funniest Book of the Year. 


MR. MUNCHAUSEN.| 


An Account of Some of his Recent Adventures. 
By JOHN KENDRICK BANGS. 





With 
12 Pictures 
in Color 
by 
PETER 
NEWELL. 
—® 
The funniest 
fancies 
Mr. Bangs 
ever wrote, 
and 
the funniest 
pictures 
Mr. Newell 
ever drew. 
Order it and 
be merry. 








@- = = —— 
Ready Oct. 1 THE FIRST SORROW. By Creuze. | 

at all From a Copley Print, Copyright r90r, by Curtis & Cameron. 
bookstores. | 


Copyright, 1901, by Noyes, Platt @ Company 


| NOYES, PLATT & COMPANY, 


| PUBLIGHERS, & PIERCE BUILDING, 


Or send $:.50 
to the 
publishers: 


BOSTON. 














One of the PORTRAITS OF FAIR CHILDREN on the lists 
of the GENUINE NEW COPLEY PRINTS and 
Copley Sepias. The GENUINE COPLEY PRINTS 
received the highest award gold medal, Paris Exposition, 1900. 

Send for profusely illustrated catalogue, ten cents (stamps). 


CURTIS & CAMERON, Boston. 
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A GUIDE IS NECESSARY 


for the outside trader who desires to be successful in his specula- 
tions. The fall months will offer many opportunities for profit- 
making in the stock market, but in order to be successful it is 
necessary to have advice from a reliable and unbiased source. Suc- 
cess or tailure is largely a question of good judgment, guided by 
experience and proper information. 


Do you wish good, conservative advice in your operations ? 


It is the business of 


Town Topics Financial Bureau 


[ESTABLISHED 1889) 


to investigate all Financial problems, to secure early news on market movements and to advise 
its clients in their investments or speculations. 

THE BUREAU’S ADVICE is always sincere and as reliable as possible, because it 
dispassionately sees and sizes the situation from all standpoints, and is UNBIASED by in- 
terests or deals. 

WE OPERATE NO ACCOUNTS and have no interest in the market. Our sole busi- 
ness is to furnish disinterested opinions and information. 

We are fully equipped to advise on COTTON and WHEAT as well as on stocks or bonds. 

Special attention given to the investigation of INVESTMENT SECURITIES, and to 
furnishing opinions thereon. We are also in a position to make special and exhaustive reports 
upon any and all of the new Industrials. Whatever information is obtainable on these 
properties is within our reach. 

Read carefully the terms printed below and send check for one month’s trial or for 
special report, as the case may be. Address all communications to 


TOWN TOPICS FINANCIAL BUREAU 


(Telephone, 262 Broad) Edison Building, 42 Broad Street, New York 


SERVICE RATES ARE: 


First—For a single advice or opinion (by letter or telegram, as required) on a stock, 
bond, cotton or wheat market question, or for an investigation and report on a par- 
ticular investment or speculative security, $10. (An advance subscription of $50 gives the 
privilege of ten inquiries during a year.) 

Sreconp—Out-of-town daily fe/egraphic service, including at least one telegram each day 
(early morning), daily letter, and privilege of inquiries at will, $40 per month. 

Tuirp—Out-of-town daily /e/#er service, with occasional important telegrams and privilege 
of a reasonable number of special inquiries, $20 per month, or $50 for ¢Aree months. 

Fourru—Daily /etter service without privilege of telegrams or inquiries, $25 per year; 6 
months, $15. Subscriptions under Class Fourth are not accepted for less than 6 months. 

Firrn—A Special New York City service for business men and others above Fulton 
Street, consists of : A telegram each morning sent at 8.30 o'clock, covering probable 
course of market for the day, and advice as to purchase or sale of particular stocks; also 
a telegram around midday when circumstances warrant it; also the regular daily letter 
at 3.30 P M. (mailed to house address if desired) ; also privilege of inquiries and advice 
at will by telegraph, telephone, letter, or personal call at our office. In this service we 

pay for the morning telegrams only; others at cost of subscriber. Terms, $45 per month. 

‘o operators making their headquarters in the Wall Street district, this service will be 
made by our own messengers if preferred 


ALL TELEGRAMS AT COST OF SUBSCRIBER, except as indicated in class fifth. 
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‘ST. JACOBS OIL 


USED FOR 50 YEARS. CURES 


THE GREAT REMEDY 
UNEQUALLED. aa +7 Sp ie 


CHEST COLDS 


ACTS LIKE MAGIC. * Soe. 


STIFFNESS 
” = Sold by all Dealers 
W in Medicine 
W in 1/14 & 2/6 sizes, 
4 ae) 











POSITIVELY ¢ U 2 cs D 


APPENDICITIS PREVENTED 
by Dr. Berry’s Rational Treatment. 


No Drugs, 
o Medicines, 
Grow 20 Years Younger in One Year! No Apparatus; 


a treatment without the use of Laxatives, Aperient 
HE USED Waters, Injections, Suppositories, Drugs or Medi- 
cines. Your case may be of long standing, but my 


treatment, which is inexpensive, will cure you 
’ 
MRS GRAHAM 5 permanently without fail. 
. 


Thousands Testify to Complete and Permanent CURES. 


CACTICO HAIR GROWER Brain Workers, people of Sedentary Oceupe 


tions, Ladies who live mostly indoors, rave 
TO MAKE HIS HAIR GROW, AND Men and to all who suffer from Constipation, 


QUICK HAIR RESTORER STOP USING DRUGS “ii ,ccc°ne 


é Appendicitis, Piles, Inflammation of the 
TO RESTORE THE COLOR. Bowels, Typhoid Fever, Kidney Troubles and a 
Roth guaranteed harmless as water. Sold by best score of other ills result from CONSTIPATION. 
Drug; ists or sent in plain sealed wrapper by express, A request from you will bring free, by mail, full information and 
prepaid. Price, $1.00 each. positive proof that Constipation and all attending ills can be cured 
Send for FREE BOOK: “ A Confidential Chat speedily, absolutely permanently, by this exclusive, ine xpensive 
with Bald Headed Thin Haired and Gray system which I have perfected after 17 years of study and practice. 
Haired Men and Women.” Good Agents wantec 
DR. M. H. BERRY, 


Mrs. GERVAISE GRAHAM, 1279 Michigan Ave., Chicago. 
é5 McKesson & Robbins, New + ‘Weeteasto oa _ 332 and 334 Good Block, Des Moines, ta. 
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he Love Letters of a Liar 


By MRS. 


WILLIAM ALLEN. 


The sensational suecess of this unique and brilliant book 


continues unabated. 


Edition after edition is exhausted almost 


as rapidly as printed. The predecessor of all the recent books 


of ‘“‘Love-Letters,” 


it has proved the most popular, the most 


intensely interesting. Throughout the English-speaking world 


the press has praised it as a story and as literature. 


It is 


written with rare felicity of language and with an emotional 


power to be found in no other volume of its Kind. 


modern classic. 


The N. ¥. Sunday World says: 

All the world is talking about “ The Love Letters 
of an Englishwoman,” but they do not compare 
with “ The Love Letters of a Liar” in brilliancy, 
knowledge of men and the world, and their daring. 


The Atlanta Constitution says: 


The plot of the matter, its form of presentation 
and the intensity of thought and ioe stamp 
the story as a masterpiece of its kin 


The Baltimore Sun says: 


“ The Love Letters of a Liar” consists of a series 
of impassioned epistles from a Mr. Lawrence — 
dard toa young woman whose front name ia dlod 
but whose last name is discreetly withheld, 
names of hero and heroine, of course, being ‘acti 
tious, like the correspondence . It must be 
said for Lawrence that his letters are models of 
amatory style, abounding in poetical phrase and 
noble sentiment, and lowing with an ardor that 
would convert the Arctic regions into the tropics in 
short order, if turned loose in the chilly regions 
sacred to the Eskimo and the Polar bear. 


It is a 


The Bookseller, Newsdealer and Stationer says: 

The Letters have appeared in 7he Smart Set, 
and the critics have said many good things about 
them. . Any young man who wants to em- 
bark on a similar career of deception can copy 
these letters with the assurance of perfect success, 
provided he keeps the girl to whom he is going to 
send them from reading Mrs. Allen's little romance. 


The New York Herald says: 


The subtle hypocrisy of the supposititious writer 
is aw ed revealed through the feigned trans- 
oon of his love-making and the sophistries of 

s self-exculpation. 


The Philadelphia Press says: 


The book that has excited English societ is 
called “ An Englishwoman’ s Love Letters.” The 

story that is stirring New York society is called 
“The Love Letters of a Liar.” ; Now Mrs. 
William Allen, the author of the latter, is the 
centre of literary and social gossip that insists 
upon knowing who wrote those letters, or whether 

e wrote them herself. 


Exquisitely printed on thick, deckel-edge paper, with flexible imitation 
leather cover. Sold by all booksellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price, 


50 cents, by the publishers. 


ESS ESS PUBLISHING COMPANY, ; 


§ Publishers of THE SMART SET, 
1135 Broadway, New York. 


WIE 
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MADE IN GRAND RAPIDS 


_— 


eo = 
-UPON WHAT -- 


is found only on furniture manufactured b 


THIS TRADE-MARK Seventeen of the Leading Furniture Make 


who have organized thomselves into the 


Grand Rapids Furniture Association incorporated), 


4 

4, 
and authorized this label as a means of identification and a guarantee Af 
of the highest standard of excellence in design, construction 
and finish. Ask to 








(Incorporated), 


see this VY label on every piece. 
There are now being made by the 
Members of this Association about 
15,000 different and original designs 
of furniture produced in their own 
factories by over 5,0co artisans of 
the highest skill. 


Grand Rapids Furniture Ass'n 


rand Rapids, Mich. 














IMPORTANT TO THIN LADIES. 


FOR THE PAST TWENTY-FIVE YEARS 


DR. CHARLES’ FLESH FOOD 


has been used by leading actresses and others who 
know the value of a beautiful complexion and rounded 
figure. It will positively do as we claim, PRODUCE 
HEALTHY FLESH on 
the face, neck and arms, 
filling all hollow places 
adding grace,curve an 
beauty. Itis positively 
the only preparation in 
the world that will DE- 
VELOP THE BUST 
and keep the breasts 
firm, full and symmet- 
rical It has never 
failed to accomplishthis 
result, not only for the 
society lady, the actress 
and the maiden, but for 
the mother so unfortu- 
nate as to lose her nat- 
ural bosom through 
nursing. 

WRINKLES about 
the mouth, eyes and thoso of the forehead disappear 
as by magic, leaving a skin texttre firm and clear. 

FACIAL SAGGING, the great beauty destroyer of 
middle life, is also corrected by this flesh f . On 
sale at all first-class Department Stores and Druggists. 


SPECIAL OFFER. 
FREE—ONE BOX AND BOOK. 


Our following liberal offer puts it within the reach of 
every purse. The regular price of Dr. Charles’ Flesh 
Food is one dollar a box, but if you will send us $:, we 
will send you two (2) boxes in plain wrapper, also our 
book, “‘ART OF MASSAGE,” iltustrated with all 
the correct movements for massaging the face, neck, 
arms, and bust, and containing valuable hints on 
health and beauty. Pierre Chapiott, the celebrated 
French masseur, says of this book: “It is the most 
complete I have ever seen. Every woman should 
have one and consult it daily.” Write to-day. A dol- 
lar bill is the safest to mail. 


DR. CHARLES CoO., 
238 Broadway, New York City, N. Y. 


So > 











MRS. POTTER'S 
WALNUT 


JUICE 
HAIR 
Stain 


This Stain produces 
beautiful, rich shades 
of brown, which vary ac- 
cording to the original 

color of the hair and the amount of Stain used. Purely 
vegetable. It cannot injure the hair, but will restore 
tresses that have been ruined by the use of chemicals 
and dyes. A peculiar and pleasing feature of this Stain 
is that the Hair retains the coloring much longer than 
by any dye and is constantly improving while it is 
used. Soteeepunen goesentess. Mailed to your address 
on receipt of $1. rite for booklet. 

Mrs. Potter. 85 Groton B’ld’g, Cincinnati, 0. 





INTERN A BETTER OMIT THE EXTERNAL 
THAN THE INTERNAL BATH. 

The Raiston Health Club, which as an organiza- 

A AS. tion bas had the greatest growth of this or oar 
age, having almost TEN MILLION MEMBE 

THROUGHOUT THE WORLD, authorizes us to say; “Our *Cas- 

cade’ |s not endorsed by the Ralston Health (lub of America, as 

that Club never endorses anything, no matter how good, but it 

has been officially by the Chub for use in the inward bath 
treatment, which ts one of its many systems of natural cure.’’ 

The What! The Whv! The Way! Something you should know 

about. SENT FREE. Tyrrells Hygienic Institute 

Clerk 128A, 1562 Broadway, New York 





The Wonderful Idea, 


By EDGAR FAWCETT, 


WILL BE THE FASCINATING NOVELETTE IN 
THE 


SMART SET for November. 
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Fine Watches, 

Diamonds, 

Artistic Jewelry 
and 


Silverware. 


DIP IIIIIIII IFIFI3 IIFIIFIIIIII2 
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328 FIFTH AVENUE, 


Between 32d and 33d Streets, ‘ 
NEW YORK. } 
GE€€ CEECEE CECE 


THE CHAMBERLIN 


i] Open from October 15th until May. 











THE DISTINCTIVE FEATURES 
OF 


OD ONT CFO, Yh 


AN UNSURPASSED CLIMATE, Summer and Win- 
ter, free from the lassitude experienced in the 
lower Southern States. 

UNEQUALED TRANSPORTATION FACILITIES by 
land and water to and from all the principal 
cities of the North Atlantic States. 

THE FINEST GOLF LINKS in Virginia. 

These two hotels were built to be models of 
their kind. They serve their purpose in the com- 
pletest possible manner, and they occupy positions 
that are unique and unmatched on either continent. 

GEO. A. KEELER, Mer. 


THE HYGEIA 


Open from February Ist until October 15th. 
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BRANCHES: 


‘ & BRT, 
DUYIVIER § C2 
22 Warren S! NY 


INEST SELECTION 
or 
Guarets & BurcuNDIES 


KINAHAN’S THE 


CREAM 
es ee: 


IRISH WHISKY. 








Scorcu. 


ELVERNESS 


OLDEST & FINEST 
_Scorcu Wiisky. 


DovVivier & CaN¥Y 


( CHICAGO, 1013 Marquette Building. 
| WASHINGTON, 1424 E Street, N. W. 
| MONTREAL, 22 St. John Street. 
{ BORDEAUX. 
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OCTOBER, go! 


CONTENTS 

The Career of Mrs. Osborne . : j , S. Carleton and Helen Mitlecete 
The Flame ‘ . ; ‘ . Charles Hanson Towne 
Hygienic Hints for Y¥« sung Ladies . ‘ : . . W. W. Whitelock 
A Syrian Noon ‘ : . ‘ ‘ ‘ . Clinton Scollard 
The Crime that Failed . . ‘ , ‘ . Wiliam He +t Stviter 
Sonnets to a Lover ° , ‘ ‘. ° . Uyrtle Reed 
The Splendor of Dead Days . : : . : Marvin Dana 
The Household Gods . : F . . Richard Le Gallienne 
The Last Analysis : ; : ; ‘ Curtis Dunham 
Extent of His Knowledge . : , : . ‘ " James Barrett Kirk 
By Way of a Wager : ‘ ‘ , ‘ . : John Tompkins 
Invocation , : , , . . Charles G. D. Roberts 
The Inconsistent Poet . . , ‘ ‘ ‘ ‘ Arthur Upson 
And He Switched Off ‘ . : ° ‘ . Jennie O. Loizeaux 
A Bouquet of Illusions . . , : . . : . Edgar Saltus 
To My aes ket! 00k ‘ ‘ ; P . : James Jay O Connell 
How Careless! . ° . . . . ‘ Cicely Cinnaron 
The Black ‘Swan . ‘ . e ° ‘ , Julien Gordon 
Songs of To-Day . : : ° . : , E. Percy Neville 
The Old Love . ; , ° ‘ ‘ . ‘ Aileen Beath 
Properly Punctilious . ‘ ‘ ° : , ‘ D. D. 
A Brief Widewhood : , ‘ ‘ , Laura Cleveland Gaylord 
Time to Move ° . ; . Blanche Elizabeth Wade 
Comedy of the Ruined Gentleman , : ‘ J Clinton Ross 
Seems Long, Anyhow : : ‘ . , . Julia Ditto Young 
The Hermit of Quash , ° ° ‘ , ; Francis Dana 
Two Convincing Conversations ‘ ; , ° ° Leslie L. Gilbert 
Pleasant Disillusion ‘ . ‘ . : . George Birdseye 
In His Professional Capacity . . , , . . Margret Temple 
The Book of Love ‘ ; ‘ . . Katherine La Farge Norton 
The Obedience of Bing . ; . F ‘ Agnes Louise Provost 
a Parting of the Ways . : i : : ‘ 7 hecodosia Garrison 

ne Angoisse , , ; , . ; ‘ . . Charles Foley 
A Duet : ‘ : ‘ . . ‘ John Winwood 
The Dagger ‘ ; ; ‘ : > Anne Toster Prince 
The Woman from Town , ; : ; ' ‘ . G. Vere Tyler 
On Sargent’s Carmencita : . , ‘ : ‘ Charlotte Becker 
A Woman's Prayer . , ‘ ; ’ : : Ethel M. Kelley 
Crotchets of a Cyni , , , ; lL. de V. Matthewman 
The Reign of Pah-Pah Kuh-Bah . ‘ . . John Regnault Ellyson 
Disenchantment ° ‘ P ‘ ‘ ‘ McCrea Pickering 
Hearticultural Courtship ; . , . : Truman Roberts Andrews 
The Eighth Nocturne ‘ 4 , . ‘ 7 Zoe Anderson- Norris 
Gresham's Day Off . ‘ ‘ ; , . Theodore Banta Sheldon 
His Magnifience. . : , , , . Walter Grieve 
Waiting . , : ‘ ‘ : ‘ ; . Elsa Barker 
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There is a distinction about 


WEDDING GIFTS 
GORHAM SILVER 


that makes them especially 
valued. They are recognized 
by everyone as the most repre- 
sentative and artistic examples 


of the work of the modern 
silversmith, and their intrinsic 
value is beyond question. 

The demand for both large 
and small individual pieces, as 
well as for particular selections 
for the Family Service, has been 
fully anticipated. 


GORHAM CO., Silversmiths 


BroaDWAY AND I9TH STREET, New York 
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SPOOL SILK 


Corticelli Spool Silk is the smoothest, longest and strongest spool silk made. Corticelli is the dress- 
maker’s favorite sewing silk. Try it yourself. Go to another store every time a dealer offers you some- 
thing else when you ask for “ Corticelli.” 


HIGHEST AWARD AT ALL EXPOSITIONS. 


2 Send us your name and address and five cents in stamps for a souvenir box of two Corticeili 
Silk Cocoons, the same as given away at the Corticelli Exhibit in the Manufactures Building at the Pan- 
American Exposition. Address 

CORTICELLI SILK MILLS, 26 Nonotuck Street, Florence, Mass. 
G2” Our book of New Patterns and Rules for “ Corticelli Silk Purses,” mailed for ten cents in stamps. 
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TheSwoboda System 


Restores to Health, Strengthens the Heart 


I am teaching intelligent men, brain workers, the 
ideal principles of attaining and preserving per- 
fect health. It is not a problematical theory, but 
a system of physiological exercise, based 
upon absolutely correct scientific facts. 


And if you will follow my instructions 

for a few weeks I will promise you such 

a superb muscular development and 

such a degree of vigorous health as to 

forever convince you that intelligent 

direction of muscular effort is just as essential to success 

in life as intelligent mental effort. No pupil of mine will 

need to digest his food with pepsin nor assist nature witha 

dose of physic. I will give you an appetite and a strong 

stomach to take care of it; a digestive system that will 

fill your veins with rich blood; a strong heart that will 

regulate circulation and improve assimilation; a.pair of 

lungs that will purify your blood; a liver that will work 

as nature designed it should; a set of nerves that will 
keep you up to the standard of physical and mental 
energy. I will increase your nervous force and 
capacity for mental labor, making your daily work a pleasure. You will 
sleep as a man ought to sleep. You will start the day as a mental worker 
must who would get the best of which his brain is capable. I can promise 
you all of this because it is common-sense, rational and just as logical as 
that study improves the intellect. 


ALOIS P. SWOBODA, 
Originator and Sole Instructor. 








My system is taught by mail only 
and with perfect success, requires no 
apparatus whatever, and but a few 
minutes’ time in your own room just 
before retiring. 


By this condensed system more exercise 
and benefit can be obtained in ten minutes 
than by any other in two hours, and it is the 
only one which does not overtax the heart. 
It is the only natural, easy and speedy 
method for obtaining perfect health, phys- 
ical development and elasticity of mind 
and body. Pupils are both sexes, ranging 
in age from fifteen to eighty-six, and all 
recommend the system. Since no two 
people are in the same physical con- 
dition, individual instructions are 
given in each case. 


Write at once, mention- 
ing this magazine, for full 
information and convincing 
endorsements from many of 
America’s leading citizens. 


ALOIS P. SWOBODA, 414 Western Book Bidg., CHICAGO 
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HUGH R. LOUDON, 


CENTURY BLDG., ST. LOUIS, MO. 
St. Louis, Mo., Jan. 31, 1900, 
Mr. Alois P. Swoboda, Chieago, Lil. 

Dear Sir:—\t is a pleasure to testify to the me itsand the 
benefits to be derived from your system of poysiolog’ ral 
exercise, First, and of most importance, it has curec me 
completely of dyspepsia and constipation, both chronic and 

long standing, and in the treatment of which I 
expended iarge sums without obtaining relief 
The effect of your system was immediate and 
almost beyond belief. My appetite increased 
enormously, and there was no difficulty in digest- 
ing and assimilating the food consumed. To-day 
my health is perfect. | have always appreciated 
the benefits to be derived from proper exercise, 
and in pursuit of health, tried rowing and gym- 
nasium work for several years, @ls0 various patent 
exercisers, but never received anything like the 
benefit or development that has resuited from 
three months’ application to your system. In this 
short time I have incre my chest expansion 
four inches and ail my muscles in proportion. in 
two months! waz abie to tear a full pack of playing 
cards into halves, and the halves into quarters 
showing abilitytoapply my strength, whichisa 
quality to be desired and one that cannot be 
measured with a tape. it is no exag- 
geration to say that my rege for 
both physical and mental exertion 
is increasing daily, and the feeling 
resulting from a state of perfect 
health aids me in business and is 
something money could not replace, 
To anyone feeling the need of regu- 
lar exercise, easily taken, I cannot 
commend your system too highly. 
Wishing you deserved success, I am, 

fours very sincerely 


H. R. LOUDON, 
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Without the Foster. With the Foster. 


Ghe Straight Military Front 


shown in figure to right is secured by wearing 


Ghe Foster Hose Supporter 
Patented December 5, 1899. 
The only supporter with a pad large enough and supporting bands 
strong enough to hold back the entire abdomen, assuring the 
wearer a correct standing position and the much desired straight 
3 Genuine Diamond Ring, solid gold, any color centre, front. It has a waist band which presses on the sides of the waist, 
4 Solid Cold throughout. Waltham or Eigin movement. handsomely Sigraved making it round, ane has no metal parts to mar or tear the corset. 
& Diamond Engagement Ring. 5-8 karat, fine color, worth $60. = (¥ Wide web, black or white . ‘ 
6 Genuine Diamond Ear-Screws, 3-8 kt., pure white, worth $40. .- c THREE / Wide web, fancy frilled, pam, white, 
GRADES: { cardinal, blue or pink 
Heavy silk web, large pad if ‘desired, $1 

See that the name “ Foster" is stamped on every pair. Get it of your 
© Genuine Diamond Brooch or Pendant, solid gold enametied. worth $i Z dealer. If he hasn't it, take no substitat ut order of us direct. Name 
10 Genuine Diamond Initial Ring. solid gold, any letter, worth $10) ~~ your dealer, and give « a 
11 Solid 14 kt. Gold, Heavy Signet Ring, with monogram, --. THE FOSTER HOSE SUPPORTER CO., 438 Broadway, New York 
12 Genuine Diamond Baby Ring. solid gold. any size, - 


| 14m Cold Watch, American movement, warranted 25 years, 
2 Genuine Diamond Cutf Links, solid gold, - - 


7 Genuine Diamond Heart Locket. solid gold (opens tor vortrath - 
8 Genuine Diamona Horse Shoe Scarf Pin, solid gold, worth $124 — 


The Gentlewoman’s Perfume 


Perfect SUPREMA VIOLET 


MARK. 


THE quintessence of freshly picked Russian violets. A single dro; 
equals in fragrance a bunch of flowers. $1.00 per oz., of dr 
gists (only) or by mail. A dainty sample for 6 cents to cover postage 


which give to women s beautiful and packing. Mention this magazine 


ure, are uced quickly by 
vi ia fills out all hollow Detroit, Mich. 


+t places, adds grace and 
Souter to the neck. softens and clears 


the skin, adds charm and _ attraction 
inest women 4 
w everywhere 
ures, perfect health and 
chiess m ¥. it 
Book, 


Cancer or Tumor (internal or external 


bene ee Cured with Soothing Balmy Oils. 


Be AURUM "chicago. Home treatment cont tn most cases. Write for Book. 
ee. - DE. BEN-BYE, - Box 246, Indianapolis, Ind. 


KEEP UP WITH THE TIMES. 


Do not buy a rifle until you have ex- 
amined into the merits of the 


SAVACE, 
which is the TWENTIETH CENTURY 
ARM. ABSOLU 
STRONGEST SHOOT 
Only hammerless repeating rifle in 
the world. 
Constructed to shoot SIX DIFFER- 
ENT CARTRIDGES in one rifle 
Adapted for GRIZZLY BEARS 
RABBITS. 
We guarantee every SAVAGE rif 
2} and 30-30 Calibres. 
rite for our handsome new C 
logue No. 20. 
SAVAGE ARMS CO., Utica, N. Y., U.S.A 
Baker & Hamitton, San Francisco and S.cra 
Cal., Pacific Coast Agents 
D GRAND GOLD MEDAL AT PARIS, BEATING 
ALL COMPETITORS. 


RESULT OF A SINGLE SHOT FROM A .303 SAVAGE EXPANDING BULLET. 
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The midnight lunch tastes 
better when washed down 
by sparkling 


“J ji 
“T° err 


Best of all—there is no 
retributive morning after. 





Our booklet tells the White Rock story—free. 


is 

h 

. WHITE ROCK MINERAL SPRING COMPANY 
t. a Waukesha, Wisconsin. 


Om—SMELTER-MINES. 


Douglas, Lacey & Co., 


Bankers, Brokers, Fiscal Agents. 


IIZIIIIS 


Members N. Y. Consolidated Stock Exchange, and Los 
Angeles, Cal, Stock Exchange 


66 Broadway and 17 New Street, New York. ‘ 
DIVIDEND-PAWING MINING, OF . F DE 





AND SMELTEX STOCKS, LIXVTED 
AND UNLISTED, OUR SPECIALTY. 
Booklets giving our successful plan for realizing the large 
profits of legitimate mining, oil and smelter investments, sub- 
scription blanks, full particulars, etc., sent free to any 
interested on applicatior 
BRANCHES:—Boston, Philadelphia, Chicago, Cleveland, 
Cincinnati, St. Lovis, Hartford and New Haven, Conn.; 
Prescott, Ariz., Los Angeles, Cal., St. John, N. B., Montreal, 
Toronto, and London, Eng 


3. 7 4 


i ee 


An Unparalleled Record, 100 It Makes Men Look Like Men, Feel Like Men, Act Like Men, 
, 
To prove that this is true I will gladly send, in plain wrapper, a large sample treat- 
per cent. cures to stay cured ment, sufficient to test its wonderful merit, free of all expense to those who write me in 
good faith To be cured by my cure means to be cured forever To show how harmless 
it is, and how easily it acts, it is only necessary to take a few doses one day, at home, at 
work, anywhere, no one will know you are taking anything but ordinary medicine. A 


The only suspender made on a sci- 
entific basis. The only suspender 
that's really comfortable. Trim- 
mings can not rust. Look for 
“President”? on the buckles. 
Sold everywhere 50 cts., or by mail. 


Cc. A. EDGARTON MPG. CO. 
Box 259, Shirley, Mass. 
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URY wonderful change in the patient will be noticed at once; the nerves become steady, the 
YE. appetite good, and refreshing sleep ensues It will surprise and delight you. Its 
magic influence drives the alcoholic poison from the system and destroys all desire 
le in ; for strong drink 
. LIQUOR DRINKERS CURED 
; Easily, safely, absolutely, with no loss of time, and at very small expense. 
} and : I have thousands of g.~teful letters from wives, sisters and children of those who have taken my Home 
Cure. Many of the writers of these letters, knowing that I hold all correspondence sacredly confidential, 
fl . unless instructed to the contrary, have insisted that I use their letters to convince sufferers from Liquor 
Drinking that there is hope for them, that they can be cured. Some of these letters I will send you if you 
ta- desire it 
Remember, I don’t want one cent of your money unless I can prove to your entire satisfaction that my 
Home Cure is a genuine boon to those who need it, and until you feel justified, from the convincing evidence 
S.A. 1 will send you, in placing your confidence in me and my cure. Can any offer be fairer? Write To-day for 
S.cra the free trial treatment, and address plainly, 
- PARKER WILLIS, 330 Pike Building, Cincinnati, Ohio. 
ATD 
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Bright’s Disease and 
Diabetes Cured. 


Under the Auspices of the Cincinnati 
Evening Post Five Test Cases Were 
Selected and Treated Publicly 
by Dr. Irvine K. Mott 
Free of Charge. 


Harvard. University Acting as Referees. 


Irvine K. Mott, M.D., of Cincinnati, Ohio, well 
and favorably known in that city as a learned 
physician—a graduate of the Cincinnati Pulte 

. Medical College, and of the 

London (Eng. ) Hospitals, has 

discovered a remedy to suc- 

cessfully treat Bright's Dis- 

ease, Diabetes and other kid- 

ney troubles, either in their 

first, intermediate or -last 

stages. Dr. Mott says: ‘‘My 

method arrests the disease, 

Z even though it has destroyed 

most of the kidneys, and preserves intact that 

portion not yet destroyed. The medicines I use 

neutralize the poisons that form a toxine that 
destroy the cells in the tubes in the kidneys.” 

The Evening Post, ove of the leading daily 
papers of Cincinnati, Ohio, hearing of Dr. Mott's 
success, asked if he would be willing to give a 
public test to demonstrate his faith in his treat- 
ment and prove its merits by treating five persons 
suffering from Bright’s Disease and Diabetes, free 
of charge, the Post to select the cases and Har- 
vard University to be the judges. 

Dr. Mott accepted the conditions, and twelve 
persons were selected. After a most critical 
chemical analysis and microscopic examination 
had been made in the Harvard laboratory, five out 
of the twelve were decided upon, the Professor 
making the examination remarking, ‘‘ I should say 
they are all fatal cases.” These cases were placed 
under Dr. Mott's eare and reports published each 
week in the Post. In three months all were dis- 
charged by Dr. Mott as cured, Harvard University 
making the final excmination. The persons treated 
regained their normal weight, strength and appe- 
tite and were able to resume their usual work. 

Anyone desiring to read the details of this pub- 
lic test can obtain copies of the paper by writing 
to Dr. Mott for them. 

This public demonstration gave Dr. Mott an 
international reputation that has brought him into 
correspondence with people all over the world, 
and several noted Europeans are numbered 
among those who have taken his treatment and 
been cured, as treatment can be administered 
effectively by mail. 

The Doctor will correspond with those who are 
suffering with Bright’s Disease, Diabetes or any 
kidney trouble whatever, and will be pleased to 
give his expert opinion free to those who will send 
him a description of their symptoms. An essay 
which the Doctor has prepared about kidney 
troubles, and describing his new method of treat- 
ment, will also be mailed by him. Correspondence 
for this purpose should be addressed to IRVINE 
K. MOTT, M.D., 40 Mitchell Bidg., Cincinnati, O. 
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MORPHINE! 


Opium, Cocaine, Laudanum 
and Kindred Drug Habits 


on the Increase. 


In Many Light Cases a Free Trial Bottle 
of Our Clean Remedy Effects a 


Permanent Cure. 





A ten days’ free trial that will be of vast benefit, even 
though you continue the treatment no further. The trial 
will demonstrate the merits of this wonderful cure, and 
you will know where to obtain relief and freedom—at any 
time. 

If you write the St. James Society to-day you can do so in 
the strictest confidence. We will return your letters if you 
desire. We keep all names locked securely in a steel vault, 
and never under any circumstances divulge the same. 

Our remedy contains vital principles, never used by the 
medical profession heretofore in the treatment of these 
habits. 

A leading society woman of Lynn, Mass., who is known 
throughout the United States, is so delighted with the re- 
sults of our treatment that she cannot thank us enough. 
In a recent letter she said: 

“I sincerely wish it were within my province to thank you for what you 
have done for me and reason, and I hope God will 
bless you 


nave saved my life 
and yours 

Our remedy will give more comfortable support to the 
system than all the opiates you could pump into your 
system, at the same time eliminating all poisons and re- 
storing functions to their normal conditions. 

A prominent merchant of Homer, N. Y., who has taken 
our treatment for a short time writes: 

“ A trial bottle of your remedy came duly to 
perfect cure was effected, for I have not used the drug after beginning your 
treatment, and now am a free man I begin to eat well and sleep well 
Thanking you for your kindness and hoping you are enjoying God's choicest 
blessing, | am your grateful friend forever 

No matter how long the person has been addicted to the 
habit, no matter what quantity of the drug they are using, 
even though the case has been pronounced “ hopeless” by 
physicians, ofttimes these very seemingly refractory 
cases yield readily to our treatment. We will cheerfully 
send a free trial bottle to all who are desirous of giving 
this wonderful cure a fair test. One patient writes: 
“ Surely it is a gift from God.” 

Now, we do not claim to perform miracles. The remedy 
is a clean medicine, scientifically prepared by those who 
have made this class of disease a life study, who do 
not believe in the old-fashioned “gradual reduction” 
methods. which only gradually reduce the strength of the 
victim. Our wonderful system of records enables us to 
follow the progress of the patient daily. 

The closest feeling of confidence always exists between 
our medical director and the patients. All correspon- 
dence in plain envelopes, all goods shipped in plain 
packages. ‘ 

These people require encouragement, which is seldom 
given them by friends or physician. Send us a statemert 
of your case—to-day. You will get considerable help free 
of charge. ba rk 

Surely there must be great merit in a medicine intro- 
duced by this corporation three years ago, when the great 
antidote was almost their only possession. To-day we 
ship remedies to all parts of the earth. To over 4,000 
physicians. To sanitariums who use only our treat- 
ment. Our business is larger than all other “curists” 
combined 

Although we do not publish names we have on our files 
thousands of unsolicited testimonials, letters of heartfelt 
praise from thousands whom we have restored to health 
| and given many years of happiness, who before were 
hopeless. - 
| Freely address the ST. JAMES SOCIETY at their general 

offices, SUITE NO. 600, 1181-1183 BROADWAY, NEW 
| y 
' 


hand, and with that alone a 


K, N. Y., in strictest confidence. 7 
The medical director of the association will cheerfully 
give, free of charge, any information or advice. Write 


at once. 
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aa ‘Sterling 


7 Silver and Metal 
3 Novelties 


from Manufacturer 
to Consumer 
at Menufacturer’s 
Prices 


















All sterling articles are war- 
ranted 925/1000 fine. 

Perfect workmanship and 
exquisite finish characterize 
our goods. 

When our goods fail to meet 
with approval, we cheerfully 
refund the money. 


Our Catalogue 


is perfection of the printer's art. Over 2,000 
artistic and useful novelties are accurately illus- | 
trated by a scientific photographic process, thus | 
affording an easy method 
of making intelligent se- 
lections at home. This 
beautiful catalogue is 


free for the asking 
CROSBY MFG. 
COMPANY 

556 Broadway, N.Y. 
Clerk, B-5, 



















A THIRD EDITION 


September Number of 


THE 
MART T 
A MAGA- OF 
ZINE CLEVERNESS 
was found necessary. 

Ask the newsdealer anywhere in this 
country how it sells, as compared with any 
other high-priced magazine published, and 
hear him answer: 


“IT BEATS THEM ALL.” 


Compare its prices for advertising space 
and you will find it 40 per cent. cheaper. 
Test its merits and you will become con- 
vinced that it pays better. 
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+. 20th Century 
Leages Chocolates 


MADE BY OUR NEW AND IMPROVED METHOD. 


Not to 


t 


x compared to other chocolates They contain rich, moist 


cream and nut centres, delicately coated and blended with pure, un- 
sweetened 


chocolate; the result is a perfect confection Each piece 


wrapped in wax paper stamped with name of flavor 
Soc. a Ib., prepaid anywhere in the U. S., 


packed in our patented two-lid boxes, in 1, 2, 
3 and s5-Ib. sizes Trial orders make us regu 
lar customers. To make a trial easy send us 


25c coin or stamps, and we will mail you 
* as cts. worth of Brazil, Almond, Pecan, 





Eng. Walnut, Cocoanut, Maple, Vanilla and 

Peppermint flavors Our patented two- 
stamps taken) secures, pr paid, a box lid box prevents 

$1.00 containing one and one-quarter Ibs. as rushing of choco- 

sorted flavors, or any of above flavors in such pro lates and keeps them 

portions as may be selected. in perfect condition. 


hen one side is 


Ww 
’ 7-9 Shillito Pt 0 emptied, reverse anc 
LEASE'S cincinwatt OHIO. fn ot 


rR 


find other side intact. 


USED WITH y 
DERMA 


ila 
FINE 


Christie MacDonald says: “It 
affords me great pleasure to recom- 
mend Derma-Royale as a toilette 
preparation that is entirely harmless, 
and that improves the skin in a wonderful way.” 
CURES ECZEMA AND TETTER. 
ABSOLUTELY AND PERMANENJLY 
REMOVES BLACKHEADS, FRECKLES, 
PIMPLES. REDNESS, SUNSPOTS and TAN. 
Sold by all Druggists, or may be ordered direct. 
DERMA-ROVALE, $1 per bottle, Express paid 
DERMA-ROVALE SOAP, 25c., by mail. 
Both in one package, $!.25, Express paid. 
Send for rrex book of portraits and testimonials, 


THE DERMA-ROYALE 00., © suo" 


~ 


en , ee : é 
‘ PURE SOFT. WHITE.SKIN'S 
Beautiful Complexion. 
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A few of the 


PROMINENT 
PERSONS 


who use and recommend 


FAIRY 
SOAP 


Mrs. (Senator) Allen, Nebraska 
Madame de Aspiroz, wife of Chilean Am. 
bassador 
Mrs. Charles G. Ayres 
(Senator) Baker, Kansas 
Bate, Tennessee 
Berry, Arkansas 
Burrows, Michigan 
Butler, North Carolina 
Caffery, Louisiana 
Chandler, New Hampshire 
Clark, Wyoming 
Clay, Georgi 
Culberson, Texas 
‘ Cullom, Illinois 
Countess Cossini niece of Russian Ambas- 


sador 
Mrs. (Senator) Daniel, Virginia 
Davis, Minnesota 
¥ 7 Deboe, Kentucky 
Admiral George Dewey 
Mrs. (Captain) R. D. Evans 
(Senator) Fairbanks, Indiana 
Foster, Washington 
Frye, Maine 
(Justice) Field 
(Senator) Gallinger, New Hampshire 
Gear, lowa 
(Representative) Grosvenor 
(Senator) Hanna 
Hansbrough, North Dakota 
Harris, Kansas 
Hawley, Connecticut 
Heitfeld, Idaho 
Hoar, Massachusetts 
(Speaker) Henderson 
Thomas Hendricks, widow of late Vice- 
President 
Baroness Hengelmuller, wife of Austro-Hun- 
mbassador 
Mrs. (Senator) Jones, Arkansas 
Kenney, Delaware 
Kyle, South Dakota 
McComas, Maryland 
McCumber, North Dakota 
McEnery, Louisiana 
McLaurin, South Carolina 
McMillan, Michigan 
Martin, Virginia 
Money, Mississippi 
Rob't McKee, daughter of Ex-President 
Harrison 
(Justice) McKenna 
6 Matthews 
(General) Miles 
Mertvago, wife of Mexican Ambassador 
(Senator) Nelson, Minnesota 
= Pettus, Alabama 
Pritchard, North Carolina 
Quarles, Wisconsin 
Rawlins, Utah 
a Ross, Vermont 
(General) Ricketts 
(Senator) Scott, West Virginia 
Shoup, Idaho 
Spooner, Wisconsin 
Elizabeth Cady Stanton 
(Senator) Stewart, Nevada 
(Surgeon General) Sternberg 
Adlai E. Stevenson 
(Representative) Swanson 
(Admiral) Sampson 
(Captain) Sigsbee 
John Sherman 


seseeeeee 


“ 


No matter how much you 
pay for a soap, you cannot get 
anything pwrer, better, more 
convenient and economical 
than FAIRY SOAP and yet 
the price is only five cents. 


Made only by THE N, K. FAIRBANK COMPANY, 


Chicago, NewYork, Boston, Philadelphia, St. Louis, 


Also makers of GOLD DUST Washing Powder. 
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FOR SHIRT WAISTS 


a very desirable weight 
for 
LADIES’ AND GENTLEMEN’S 
GOLF, TENNIS AND BOATING SUITS 


“Viyella” l on every garment. ' 
“Viyella’ amped on every five yards of each piece 


DOES NOT SHRINK 


) is a palate-pleasing heal 


ERE is no doubt that the 
“4711” Cologne is the 
favorite perfume of the 
ladies. Its ever increasing 
popwionty attests to this fact. 
weet and pungent, it is the 
essence of refinement. 
MANUFACTURED sv 
FERD. MULHENS, 
COLOGNE °/rn GERMANY. 

_ SOLE U.S. AGENTS, 
MULHENS & KROPFF, 
NEW YORK. 

Send 90 cts. in stamps for 2 oz. sample 
bottle. 
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That means it has a flavor as fine as fruit. 


i) When tired of flaked, mushy cereals, try 


Ralston Breakfast Food 


--the kind you enjoy eating and feel the beneficial effects }} 
from eating. 
A free sample for your grocer’s name. 

Purina Pankake Flour, (Ready for the Griddle) makes} 
pancakes which aid rather than retard digestion. Your 
qesee deprives you of a rare treat if he can’t supply you. }) 

rite us and we'll tel] you of one who can. 


PURINA MILLS 


“(Where Purity is Paramount” 
804 GRATIOT STREET, St. Louis, Mo. 
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Purity Books 


The way to purity is through knowledge. 


The Self & 
Sex Series 


has the unqualified 
endorsement of 


Dr. Joseph Oook, 

Rev. Chas. M. Sheldon 
Rev, P. B, Meyer, 

Dr, Theo. L. Ouyler. 
Dr, Francis EB, Olark. 
Bishop Vincent, 
Anthony Comstock, 

“ Pansy,” 

Frances E. Willard, 
Lady H. Somerset, 


Eminent Physicians and 
E Hundreds of Others. 
SYLVANUS STALL, 


BOOKS TO MEN. By Sylvanus Stall, D.D. 
What a Young Boy Ought to Know. 
What a Young Man Ought to Know. 
What a Young Husband Ought to Know, 
What a Man of 45 Ought to Know. 
BOOKS TO WOMEN. 8y Mrs. Mary Wood-Allen, M.D. 
What a Young Girl Ought to Know. 
What a Young Woman Ought to Know. 
S100 Prize Book, by Mrs. Emma F. A. Drake, M. D, 
What a Young Wife Ought to Know. 
Price, $1. per copy, post free. Send for table of contents. 
Vir Publishing Company, 1188 Real Estate Trust 


Building, Philada., Pa. 


D.D. 











BEAUTIFUL HANDS AND NAILS 


A Distinguishing Mark of Gentility. 


CRRAM VAN ODA, 
or softening and walhentang the hands and skin. It feeds and nourishes 
the an tissues, and ts considered the standard by the fastidious. 
DIAMOND NAIL ENAWEL. 
The quickest and most — “¢ nail polish, free from grit 
Niquid nail varnishes and exquisitely perfumed. The use o' 


and th Diamond Nail Polish will assure 
Ss nts 


Superior to all 
{Cream Van 
beautiful hands and 


preparation, 
most delicate rose 


which cannot be detected, gives the face and nails a 
tint that is truly beautiful. BReanlime is not affected by 
persniration or displaced by sea or fresh water bathing Jars, 25 cents. 
ONGOLINE. 

Blea me es and cleans the nails, removes ink, hosiery and g 
the skin uaranteed harmless So cents 

Dr. J. PARKER PRAY’s «. yilet preparations have been on the 
market for 98 years. If your dealer is honest he will supply you with the 
genuine and not try to push rank imitations upon you Send stamp for illus- 
trated booklet 


rlove stains from 


4. PARKER raay COMPANY, 
and Proprietors, 2 KE. 28d &., N. Y¥. City. 


Pr. 
gole Manufacturers 
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Ghe Form 
Beautiful 


Our method of treatment fc 
Developing 
Ghe Form 


following points of ex 
cellence possessed by no other 
method, and which we positivel 
guarantee: 

Certainty. This we prove t 
living subjects, photographs an 
sworn statements 

Rapidity. No other 
can possibly show such 
development 

Convenience. No effort or 
work whatever necessary on your 
part. It isa home treatment 

Harmlessness. physi 
cians in New York alone certify 

this statement 

Cost. Very moderate. One 
price for the simplest and for the 

TRADE-MARK. most difficult cases. 


Our booklet, **Health, Grace and Beauty,’’ 
giving full information, sent in plain sealed en- 
velope free on receipt of 4 cents postage. 

Women specialists in charge. 


Ghe NATURE COMPANY, 
4! West 24th Street, Suite “S,” NEW YORK 
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A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever. 
DR. T. FELIX GOVRAUD’S 


ORIENTAL CREAM, OR MAGICAL BEAUTIFIER, 


Removes Tan, 
Patches, Rash 
blemish on beauty, 
its virtues it has 


Pimples, Moth 
and Skin d every 
and cde Ses detection On 
od the test of 53 years 

no other has, and is so harmles 
we taste it to be sure it ts properly 
made. Accept no counterfeit of 
similar name. The distinguishe 
Dr. L. A. Sayre said to a lady 
the Aant ton (a patient): “As 
s will use them, 1 re 
uraud'’s Cream’ as the le 
red the shin prepara 
One bottle will last six months 
ing it every day. GOURAUD’S 
POUPRE SURTILE removes superfiu- 
ous hair without injury te the skin. 
Ferd. T. Hopkins, Prop'r, 37 Gt. Jones 
St., N. ¥ For sale by all Druggists 
and Fancy Goods Dealers through 
out the U. S., Canadas and Europe 


LA PARLE OBESITY SOAP 


Result secured by applica- 
tion of the lather; no rub- 
bing; no change of diet 
or habits; absolutely harm- 
less—and 


iT WILL DO IT. 
SEND FOR BOOKLET. 


LA PARLE SOAP CO., Dept. SS., St. James 
Bidg., Broadway and 26th St., New York. 


Frec — 


diseases 


os metic 


AS WELL AS 
Beautilies the Skin SS 
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SMART SET ADVERTISER 


To enjoy fully the luxury 
of a brilliant, soft and fine 
flavored Ale or Stout you 
should insist upon getting 


A BOTTLE 
of EVANS’ 


which pours out just 
as natural as if drawn 
direct from the cask 
and retains its brisk- 
ness and goodness to 
the last drop 3 3 3 


Neo sediment to disturd the proper 
enjoyment of ale drinking. 


Brewed for past 115 years by 
C. H. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, N. Y. 


THE KALEIGH, 


Penn. Ave., Cor. (2th St., N. W.. 
Washington, D. C. 





European Plan. 
: Absolutely Fireproof. 
THE MODERN HOTEL OF THE CITY. 


_T. J. TALTY, Manager. _ 





WHEN YOU BUY 


a cigarette, why not have your mono- 
gram, crest, club emblem or other de- 
sign printed on each one? 

e sell cigarettes direct to consumer, 
saving purchaser at least 20%, and we 
make no extra charge for printing. 

Samples sent for 20c. Price-list free. 


PINKUS BROS., 
Manufacturers, 56 New St., N. Y. City. 























DAVIDSON 
GOLF BALLS 


DRIVE FARTHER 
PVUTT TRVER 
LAST LONGER 


They are made of pure gutta, are full size and 
weight, and guaranteed to be seasoned at least eight 
months before painting. 

Dealers will redeem Davidson Balls when they 
have been used, allowing $2.0o per dozen in ex- 
change for new ones, or send them to us and we will 
make the exchange. Practically, the new balls cost 
you but $2.00 per dozen. Three sample bails will be 
sent on receipt of $1.00. 


DAVIDSON RUBBER CO. 
19 Milk Street - - Boston, Mass. 
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Defender Mfg. Coss. 
hey EETS and PILLOWCASES 
| “and MUSLIN UNDERWEAR 


FANCY SHEETS and PILLOWCASES: LADIES’ MUSLIN UNDERWEA 


Dainty, perfect undergarments, including Night Gowns, Under. 
Norwood, Defender, ‘Selkirk and Palma. skirts, Long Skirts, Dra wers, Corset Covers, Chemises. 
Made in all sizes and in greatest variety of fancy styles, Plain, Every garment bearing the trade-mark of Defender Man 
Hem, Hemstitch, Spokestitch, Zig-Zag, Mexican Drawn and other } facturing Co. is perfect in style, fit and finish and is made o 
fancy stitches, also Embroidery and Novelty Braid Insertion. reliable materials. 


Ask your dealer for booklet, and request him to shaw you these goods 


THE DEFENDER MEG. CO.'S trade-mark on Sheets and Pillowcases or Muslin Underwear is 4 guarantee of excellence. Every article is made anc fn 
ished fromr factory and is absolutely perfect and free from disease germs No sweat-shop work Insist on having the products of THE DEFENDER MFG. CO. 





- SMART SET ADVERTISER 


GRECIAN »s: GIRDLE 


CORSET REST. 


(TRADE MARK.) 


THE IDEAL 
COMFORT and 
HEALTH 


Garment for 


EVERY WOMAN. 


Supports the Bust, 
Braces the Back. 
Carries weight of 
Skirts and Hose from 
Shoulders. Absolute 
freedom in every mo 
tion. Truly, “A Stroke 
of Providence.” En- 
dorsed by thousands. 
Order a pair NOW. 
They will delight you. Bust measure, 30 to 50 
inches. 


Style 72, White Imported Batiste ‘ . $1.50 
“ 64, White, Drab or Black Sateen . 5 1.50 
qo, White Summer Net 1.50 

58, White or Drab Jean . . rn 1.00 


Handsome Booklet on Request. Send for It. 


Classic Corset Co., SEISAGO) i, apie. 


— 
4 Beh, 
CATE SKIN om 


N COMPOUNDING, an incomplete mixture was accilentally 
spilled on the back of the han a yn washing afterward it 
was discovered that the hair npletely removed We 
amed the new discovery MODE It is absolutely harmless, 
ut works sure results or a few minutes and the hair cis 
appea-s as itt agic. mot Fail. If the growth be 
light, « ‘ i it; the heavy growth, such as 
the beard or growth on moles, may require two or more applica- 
tions, and without slightest injury or unpleasant feeling when ap- 
Pp i or ever afterward 
Modene supersedes electrolvsis 
Used by people of refinement and recommended 
by all whe have tested its merits. 
Modene sent by mail, in saf- ty ma li ases (securely seale«), 
m receipt of @2.@@ per bottle money by letter, with 
your full address written pl ainly F ge stamps taken 


LOCAL AND GENERAL AGENTS WANTED. 


MODENE MANUFACTURING CO., 
Dept. 25, Cincinnati. Ohio. 
Every Bottle Guaranteed. 

Oj We Offer $1,000 for Failure or the Slightest Injury. 
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GREAT MAJESTIC RANGE 








a fact the people of 


insist upon having the best, the 


MAJESTIC 


Arrangement.”’ 


MAJESTIC MFG. Co., 
| 2031 Morgan Street, 


Progress in Cooking © 


New England have px 
The many 
nge dc appe 
king than ‘the l 
with people wh 
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ST. LOUIS, U. S. A. 











NAL DENTI 


INTERNATIO! 


—~ & ae 


The World’s Standard 
for thirty years, 


It cleanses, preserves, 
beautifies and whitens 
the teeth, strengthens 
the gums and sweetens 
the breath. 

Put up in neat tin boxes, 
itis perfect for the dress- 
ing table and ideal for 
traveling. No powder to 
scatter, no liquid to spill 
or to stain garments. 

25c at all druggists. 
PROPRIETORS: 
C. H. STRONG & CO., Chicago. 


FOR 24 YEARS 


We have successfully treated all forms of 


CANCER 


Tumors and other new growths except those in the stomach, 
other abdominal organs and the Thoracic Cavity without the 
use of the knife. 











is77 1901 


As a logical result of our success 

















THE BERKSHIRE HILLS Sanatorium 


has, from a humble beginning. become the largest and most elegantly 
appointed private institution in the world for the treatment of a 
special class of diseases, and has no rivals. . It is conducted by a 
graduate of standing in the Regular School of Medicine, and upon 
a strictly ethical and professional basis. Any physician who desires 
to investigate our method of treatment will be entertained as our 
guest. All physicians are cordially invited. 

Upon receipt of a description of any case of Cancer or Tumor 
we will mail. prepaid and securely sealed. THE MOST VALUA- 
BLE AND COMPREHENSIVE TREATISE ever published on 
this special subject, and will give you an opinion as to what can 
be accomplished by our method of treatment, and will refer you 
to former paticots, 


DRS. W. E. BROWN & SON, North Acams, Mass. 























HERE’S A PIN! 


vlass Handle 


PUSH IT IN. 


HAMMER NOT REQUIRED. 
Easily Inserted. Easily Withdrawn. 


Does not deface woodwork and 
plaster walis as does a tack, and is 
a hundred times more convenient. 

GET SOME 


MOORE PUSH PINS. 


For Photographers, Window Trimmers, Artists. Dress- 
makers, Housekeepers, Stationers, etc. For pinning up 
Films, Calendars, Bric-a-brac, Mante! and Curtain Drape- 
ries, Notices, Advertisements, Time- tables, Maps, News- 
stand Matter,etc., etc. Packed one dozen in box. Price, 
25 cemts per box (postpaid) of either size: Ask your 
dealer (Photographic or Dry Goods) or write 
MOORE PUSH PIN CO., Philadeiphia, Pa. 


Steel Point Actual Size 


THE Best of all, and for over sixty years 

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup 
has been used by mothers for their children while teeth- 
ing. Are vou disturbed at night and broken of your rest 
by a sick child suffering and crying with pain of Cutting 
Teeth? If so, send at once and get a bottle of 

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup 
for Children Teething. Its value is incalculable 
relieve the poor little sufferer immediately. Depend upor 
it, mothers, there is no mistake about it. It cures diar 
rheea, regulates the Stomach and Bowels, cures Wind 
Colic, softens the Gums, reduces Inflammation, and gives 
tone and energy to the whole system. 

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup 
for children teething is pleasant to the taste and is th« 
prescription of one of the oldest and best female physi 
cians and nurses in the United States, and is for sale b 
all druggists throughout the world. Price, twenty-fiv 
cents a bottle. Be sure and ask for 

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup. 

1840-1901. 


Tt will 





| 
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SMART SET ADVERTISER 


BWEW EWLARGED LOVIION 
DOVBLE FORMER SIZE 


| Ree TS a tC 
| -FAOMES: 


CRAVE !S ° 


“THE COTTAGE-BUILDER”’ 
Gives 12 new plans monthly—Sample copy He. $1.00 per 
year with any twe 25. books, or 81.50 with G08-page book 
32 Brick City Houses, 25c. | 32 Houses, $1000 to $1200, 25c. 
64 Frame Cottages, . 25c. | 32 Houses, $1200 to $1500, 25c. 
32 Double Houses, . 25¢. | 32 Houses, $2000 to $3000, 25c. 
64 Artistic Churches, 25c.| 32 School Houses, . . 95c. 
HERBERT C. CHIVERS, 38: Waiawright, St. Louis 


YOU can find them when 
you're dressing, and forget 
them when you’re dressed. 


PEET’S INVISIBLE EYES 


Peet's INVISIBLE EYe. 





HOOK on HERE---- 


TRADE MARK REG. 


PAL. may 7.1885 -0CT.27, S86. 


They take the place of silk loops. 
Hold securely. Makea flat seam. Are 
favorites with all ladies who value neat- 
ness and convenience. Ideal for plackets. 
2 doz. eyes, 5 cents; with hooks, 1o cents. 
White or black. 


At all stores or by mail. 


PEET BROS., Philadelphia, Pa. 





THE NEWEST PATTERN IN 


r I8 4 7 Rogers Bros.”’ 


“Silver Plate that Wears.”’ 
















































































This beautiful new design in “1847 Rogers 
Bros.” goods is just completed, and should be care- 
fully examined by every person desiring the latest 

* and most artistic Spoons, Forks, Knives, etc. Lead- 
ing dealerscan supply you. For catalogue No. 61 T, 
address 

INTERNATIONAL StLveR Co., Successor to 
MERIDEN BRITANNIA ©0., Meriden, Conn. 
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pills of any kind to reduce fat as they weak- 
en the system and often cause death. 


reduce the flesh without any discomfort to the wearer. Obesity belis used to advant- 

he by corpulent people, both ladies and gentiemen, to redace corpulency and give shape 

toa pendulous or relaxed abdomen. The use of these belts reduces your size and leaves 
no room for surplus fat to accumulate; also gives absolute safety from Navel Rupture; 

relieves the dr: ng sensation peculiar to a pendulous abdomen and improves the shape. 
We will send the belt to any part of the United States or Canada. Special Price, 

. Send measure around the largest part of abdomen when ordering belt. 


$2. 

Comfortable belts made to order to be used after any operation. 
We also make belts invaluable to prospective mothers. 
Those interested in the subject call or write and get an illustrated book—FREE,. 

We Manufacture Trusses for all Cases of Rupture, 
IMPROVED ELASTIC TRUSS COMPANY, 
768 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 

(Two doors below Wanamaker’s, near Ninth 


Ladies in Attendance for Ladies. Examination Free. Closed Sundays. 
Established 20 years in New York. 























——) PAINLESS AND PERMANENT 


HA Trial Treatment Free 

“Sent to anyone add "Mor OF pium, Laudanum, Cocaine or 

other drug habit. Contains Vital Princi le heretofore unknown and lacking in 

all others. We restore the nervous and physical sy S$ and thus remove the cause. Confi- 


dential correspondence invited from all, especially eect havin pix refractory cases. 
st. PAUL ASSOCIATION, 46D _* CAGO, ILI. 





can PROF. ULLRICH’S 


RAEUMATISM ‘Life Method” 
ANDGOUT CURE a system of Peycho-Physical Culture 


the tiow of nervous ene "EY giv ing adde ~d strength 
to —& L It a certain cure for Dys- 

Greatest of all pest “stomach and Bowel Troubles, 
right 's Disease Catarrh, Bronchitis, 


Remedies. Rheumatiom, Neuralgia, Insomnin, 
Heart Wenkness, «|| Nervous Affec- 

ONE BOTTLE tens, «t Mrs. G. P. Gillett, Neck », Wis 
writes: My 8 years of Rheumatism is gone. |: 

WILL CURE You. thas never returned.” [. F. Upson, D. D.S.. Masonic Temple, Chicago: “An 
well leased with results My Borveus System was pretty well broken 


HILL MEDICINE Co. up. Your dieting and the physical exer are just grand.” Mrs. Ha zzard. 

= a2 Emerald Ave., Englewe nN is 9 months since I commencec 

40 East 19th S8t., —= treatment I suffered from Spt 1« apvatuse since a child. My back 

N Vv is now straight and am entirely c ! Thousands have had similar experi 

NEW YORK, ° . ences. You need NO MEDIC INE, NO MECHANICAL APPARATUS— 

SEND FOR CIRCULAR, nothing but the natural vital healing power within you. Only 10 minutes a 

day in your own home rex i ure . Corre asp ondence confidential. Send s amy 

for Ulustrated Pamph! (Sent sealed in plain envelope 

Chie ¢ to-day. PROF. HESRY v LiRic H, 32 Dearborn &St., 
Cc tenga. 


INE habit cured 1 A SURE CURE. Never ‘ails 

INE 3030 Pimples, Freckles, Wrinkles 

cases Pe Hair, etc. Examine 

ree 30 oot TILL tion blank free. Correspondenc« 


confidential. 
we Giice. padres DR DRL DE. L ROBINSON, Dert. 2 Dept. P, 512 Ellicott Sq., Buffalo, N. Y. 
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“Si m ple W h ISt” sine title of our 


little book, the best for beginners—nothing com- 
plicated. Sent forac.stamp. Whist is the easiest 
of card games to learn and most enjoyable to play. 


PAINE’S DUPLICATE WHIST TRAYS 


\ Compact— Durable— 

p the most satisfactory 

for playing Duplicate 

Whist, a very fascinating game. 

Can be learned in an evening. 

Skill alone counts—not luck. 
Above booklet explains. 


Every detail of tray patented. Infringements 
prosecuted. Sold by dealers, or address 


The U. S. Playing Card Co.,Dept.34 cincianati, U. S.A. 
Pei 


tow tp.requce tt. 
writes; “Your method reduced 
— ths. in leas 
tare FO monthn 
oo 6 years ago and [ 
have not gained an ounce in 
" Purely vegeta 
ea, Any one can make it at home at little 
or no expense. starving. No sickness. We will mail a box of 


gf rrr pio mid package for 4 cents for 
postage, ete. HALL CHEMIC. Bt Louis, 


THIS TRADE MARK 


is known from one end of the civil- 
ized world to the other. It will be 
found on the teilet tables of the 
royalty and nobility of Europe and 
the fashionable woman of America. 
It is the emblem of genuineness on 
every package of the 


Imperial 
Hair Regenerator 


THE STANDARD HAIR COLORING 
FOR GRAY OR BLEACHED HAIR 
TRADE MARK, 


The IMPERIAL HAIR REGENERATOR 
is recognized the world over as the 
yp ONL preparation which restores 
GRAY HAIR to its original color, or 
that will make BLEACHED HAIR 
<_< desired, from Black to the 
test Ash Blond, without affecting 
ite hair, health or scalp. It is free 
from the injurious ingredients con- 
tained in cheap obnoxious dyes, and 
has reparative and tonic qualities 
contained in no other preparation. 
It is easily applied, co ~ are DUR- 
ABLE, and unaffected by baths or 
shampooing, and is ABSOLUTELY 
HARMLESS. Its application CAN- 
NOT BE DETECTED, permits curl- 
ing and makes the hair soft 
glossy. 
Sample of your hair colored free. 
Correspondence Confidential. The 
IMPERIAL HAIR REGENERATOR 
is sold by druggists and applied by 
Hairdressers everywhere, or for- 
warded in plain wrapper, is eens charges prepaid. 
Sole manufacturers and patent 


imperial Chemical Mig. Co., 135 W. 230 St, N. Y. 


ree 
SOEALER\, 


PaIwe TRAY 

















Advertising Forms of the November 
Number of 


THE SMART SET 


dence 


N. Y. Close Sept. 28th. 





Copyrighted, 1899, by The U. S. Playng Card Co., Cincinnati 
THE ROOKWOOD INDIAN CARD 


The most popular card back design ever issued. 
Card party hostesses are enthusiastic in its 
praise. Rich in color; bold and beautiful in 
design—it is always appropriate for a handsomely 
appointed card party. Found only in our 


Congress 
Playing Cards 


(Gold Edges.) The up-to-date series of playing 
cards — new pictorial designs in many colors; 
includes the famous Spinning Wheel, Good 
Night, Uncle Rube, Yacht, Delft, Old Mill, and 
many others. So thin, crisp and elastic that it is 
a pleasure to play with them. Sold by dealers. 


Grand Prix, 
International Exposition, Paris, 1900. * 
Classed as “beyond competition.” 


CUT THIS OUT and send to us with a 2c. stamp 

for sample Rookwood Indian Card and our 
64-page illustrated booklet, “‘Enter- 
taining with Cards,” describing an 
Indian Card Party and many other 
novel card parties. 


THE U.S. PLAYING CARD Co. 
Department 8 Cincinnati, Ohio, 














oe for Goddess of Liberty Trade Mark Ace of Spades, 
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We offer the v Scientific Appli 
: are thi ightly i 
tor, of 


Throw away the cumbersome and expensive 


—— 
POPOIO OP 00-90-0-0- 0-0-0 00-90 0-0-0-0 
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4 
plaster-of-paris and sole-leather jackets. ; 
| Our Ay ar ght in weight, durable Zouune my thee 4 
You Hear! | oe | trae a x ny § 
when you use fr female. We alss make Scientioe Appi. 3 
ances for protruding abdon weak back, st ‘ ulders. Send 
Wilson’s =" Ear Drums | | 3 2822 ees 
Sense | % faction guaranteed. Price, ®4 to BBS. ee es 
: ’ STEAMBU! N. ¥ I ruary 9, 1901 b 
The only scientific sound conductors. | After having worn the plaster-of I can truthfully say 4 
Invisible, comfortable, efficient. They tt hp nga t fits t ty orf 4 ‘14 
fit in the ear. Doctors recommend Sas Taye d well w z 
them. Thousands testify to their ° , on ; ~ renner , 
perfection and to benefit derived. A pp ut om o ‘s—a ; 
ence of 115 on be 
taformation and book of letters from many users, free, THE PHILO BURT MFG. Co., ; > 
Wilson Ear Drum Co., 407 Trust Bidg., Louisville, Ky. ; 57 THIRD STREET, JAMESTOWN, N. Y. 3 
3 nm bu 

















‘EASE OF FEET 


rometer of 


the body's sical state 


There’s life and health in 


Cools the burning. 


If you overtax your fee er 
e atlment be a li 
: { Cogswell’s Foot 
Tonie, which you ap h 
a brush “Oh! how good it 
feels s the expression which 
springs to the lips of everyone 
after an application Sent 
securely packed and postpaid 
to any address in the United 
States, price @1.00 per bottle 
Sample bottles sent postpaid 
on receipt of 25 cents. 


Ee. N. COGSWELL, 
Surgeon Chiropodist, 
1133 Broadway, N. Y. 


St. James Bldg Dept. F 
Dr. Cogswe the recognized 
authority on t feet and their 


ailments, will be please 





answer all inquiries pertain 
ing to same 








A tonic strengthening to vents wrinkles. Does not 
the nerves of the feet has a corresponding merely cover up but eradicates 
effect upon the other nerve centres. them. Malvina Letien and 


COGSWELL’S FOOT TONIC. 


Natural in its effect. Immediate in its relief. 
jets the nerves. Allays inflammation. 
Soothes the bunion. Caims the itching and 








MALVINA 
CREAM 


“The one Reliable Beautifier” 
Positively cures Freckles, 
San-barn, Pimples, Ring- 

worm and all imperfec- 
tions of the skin, and pre- 























Ichthyol! Soap should be used 

in connection with Walvina 
Cream. At all druggists, or sent 
on receipt of price. Cream, buc., post- 
paid; Lotion, Sc., express eellert; 
Soap, 25c..postpaid. Send for testimoniais, 


PROF. L. HUBERT, Toledo, Ohio. 


ia 








EVERY WOMAN MAY ACQUIRE ~ 


A Beautiful Figure 


BY THE USE OF MY UNRIVALED 


“NOYLENE” 


; (No Mechanical Appiiances or Drugs.) 
= |) “NOYLENE™” develops your bust 

Call and Investigate when all other preparations fail. I 
“4 Tt tc 6 del When through experimenting, try it. 
| (Fridays excepted). Established since 1888. Price, $2.00. 
| A FREE SAMPLE of Instantaneous 
| Perspiration Deodorizer sent for 1o cents postage. 








Mme. L. C. MARIE, Specialist, 
Ladies’ Goilet /tudio, | 
| $38 WEST LIGTH STREET, NEW YORK. * 
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The Social 
Beverage 


for particular people who } 
prefer the best, is 


Creat 
Western 
Champagne 


(Made in America) 


Its high standing with the 
public of both continents 
is based solely on its 
merits as a pure and 
pleasing wine. Crowned 
at the Paris Exposition j 
with the highest honors 
paid to any Amerfcan 
champagne. ‘ 


PLEASANT VALLEY WINE CO., Sole Makers, 
Rheims, N. Y. 
Sold by all respectable wine dealers everywhere. 
EAE AAERAEBAAERAEAAEIAEAAERALRREARE BAD AAD 
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ANEW YORK, 


SMART HATS 


FOR 


SMART PEOPLE 


KNOX’S 


Represented in every city in the United 
States by the loca! leading hatter. 


Spring Styles Now Ready. 





ADVERTISER 





The Improved 


BOSTON 
GARTER 


The Standard for 
Gentlemen. 


ALWAYS EASY. 


The Name “ BOSTON 


“SRE GARTER” is stamped 
on every loop. 


The . 


CUSHION 
BUTTON 


«CLASP 


Lies flat to the leg— 
never Slips, tears nor unfastens. 
Every Pair Warranted. 


a = 
"“@- SOLD EVERYWHERE. 
. 4 ¥ Sample Pair, Silk 50e, Cotton 25c. 
Mailed on receipt of pi 








23 YEARS 


the Standard of 
Excellence 


Only True 
Sanitary Underwear 


ALL WEIGHTS FOR ALL WANTS 


ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FREE 


wew vou: {it est mire 
BROOKLYN: aye 


504 +4 A Street 
Ist St 
PHILADELPHIA: aut Geen 
CHICAGO: 


onc hestnut Street 
82 State Street 


Agents In all Principal Cities 
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See the Difference 


WHEN TREES ARE NOT USED WHEN TREES ARE USED DAILY. 


when LEADAM’S SHOE TREES are used in your shoes daily. They take out the wrinkles, prevent tocing up and curling of the 
sole. kspecially -erviceable tor golf and hunting shoes. Give great comfort and make your shoes wear longer FOR Rta AND 
WOMEN, $1.00 PER PAIR. Your money back if not satisfactory. Illustrated Booklet on “ Care of Shoes 


LIONEL B. LEADAM, {30 Paimetto St., Brooklyn, N. Y. (Formerly 80 Wail st, N. Y.). 


OF VITAL INTEREST 


TO EVERY LADY. 


Corsique sss" 
liable sys- 

tem for Bustand Form De- 
velopment. Conspicuously 
different in principle. Ab- 
solutely certain in results, 
: Economical in price and 

Science now serves im the eradication of wrinkles. The Ss = time. Guaranteed to per- 
new wrinkle for wrinkles is based on the scientific principle \ : manently enlarge the bust 
of muscular control It enables those who have wrinkles ‘ and perfect the contour of 


to remove —— R. helps those who are still beautiful to : 
prevent them. - 4 = the neck and shoulders. 


B. & P. WRINKLE ERADICATOR = ing perfect development 


is the safest, surest and most wonderful help ever offered and how to obtainit. You 
to women for the preservation of youthful beauty No oitsstemeabethiemased camnnee 
chemicals. Simple and permanent. Free book describes THE MADANE TAXIS TOILET CO., 365, 68rd St., Chicago, I, 
wonderful power box 2sc.; 3g box soc.; full box $1.00. 
Advice by correspondence to buyers of $1.00 boxes. 


THE 8B. & P. CO. (Two Women), Oj’ Note the TREATED SIDE of this Farce. 


68 EGS Sweet, Gloveland, O. The habit of Frowning forever 
cured and 


New Idea in Trunks. | Wrinkles Removed 


The Stallman Dresser Trunk is 
constructed on new principles. Drawers in Aft Any Age. 
stead of trays. A place for everything and ” 
everything ag its place. The bottom as « ANTI-WRINKLE SHEETS 
accessible as ihe top. Defies the baggage | work like magic while you sleep and facial 
trunk Sent C. O D. with gebvilane of on muscles are resting They prevent lines 
amination. Send 2-cent stamp for Miustrated — or ay Dan and ~ —— (TRADE-MARK.) 

Pe . per age. aily demon- 
catalogue strations (Fridays excepted). Adviee cheer. AVOID IMITATIONS. 
A. STALLMAN, fully given te all 


F. dents. 
62 W. Spring Street, Columbus, 0. For large pores and flabbiness my AS TRINCENT works wonders. 
Price, 25c. per package. 


LEARN PROOFREADING, | mme. L.c. MARIE, Specialist, 


ot utilize it at ° ° . 
pe enerewded “proteaion paying $15 to 5. weekly? enon Ladies’ Goilet /tudio, 
always obtainable. e wre the original instructors by mail. . 
HOME CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL, Philadelphia o6e Waee Secu Ee. Sa 


YOUR FACE rortoxe 
ONE DOLLAR WILL IMPROVE AND PRESERVE IT 


Until Further Notice We Will Send You A Regular Dollar Box of Dr. 
Campbell's Safe Arsenic Complexion Wafers and a 50c. Cake of 
Fould’s Medicated Arsenic Soap For One Dollar Only. 

















These world-famous remedies are a gure cure for impure pa om les, freckles, 
blackheads, moth patches, liver spots, acne, face or nose, 
wrinkles, dark rings under the eyes an a)! other} ay ckaleoes the face, 
nock, arms or bedy. They brighten and penuity the complexion as no other remedies on 
earth can, and they do it ina verv short time. They rt to the complexion the most exquisite 
fairness, make the skin clear, soft and velvety. Until f urther notice we will send you the wafers 
and soap for $1.00. After this offer is n pe LD the price will be $1.00 tor the wafers and soc. 
for the soap. Address or callon Hi. BB. 44, 214 Gth Ave., New 
York. by Druggists tt. ._. 
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The 
New Corset 


F. P. 
Military Form 


es2F P. 


The first Genuine Straight Front Dollar 
Corset made in America. Possesses more 
merit, isa better #7, better materials and 
the largest selling $1.00 Corset on the 
market. Made in white and drab. 


If not for sale at your 
dealer's, send $1.0 to 


BIRDSEY, SOMERS & CO., Makers, 
349 Broadway, New York. 
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A Unique Little Toilet Article 


It trims, files, cages, ont for the 
cleans, and keeps the nails in 
perfect condition. A complete Pocket 
manicure for man, woman, orchild. Silver 
steel, nickel plated. Sent postpaid on 
receipt of price if your dealer hasn't it. 


P-KLIP CO., Dept. Ss. 
_ ROCHESTER, N.Y. 25c. 
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Coilless Safety Pin 


For the NURSERY, TOILET, HOSPITAL. 
THE ONLY SAFETY PIN MADE THAT 
CANNOT CATCH IN THE FABRIC. 














Especially commended by Nurses and Physicians. 


JUDSON PIN CO., Manufacturers, Rochester, N.Y. 


Send Postal Card to our N. Y. Office, 
zor Franklin Street, for Free Samples, 
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BORATED TALCUM 


AFTER BATHING 
AND SHAVING 


Delightful After Bathing [aa 
A Luxury After Shaving 


A POSITIVE RELIEF POR 
PRICKLY HEAT, 
CHAFING and SUNBURN, 


and all afflictions of the skin. Removes 
all odor of perspiration. 

Get MENNEN’S (the original), @ /ittle 
higher in fowl mee ry than worthless 
substitutes, but there is a reason for it. 

Refuse all other powders, which are 
hable to do harm 

Sold every where, or mailed for 25 cents 
(Sample free.) 


~ GERHARD MENNEN CO., Newark, N. J 
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“ATER CRU) 5, 


OF THE 


_ HAMBURG 
» AMERICAN 


pes LINE 


4 
iceme i 2 


ORIENT 


To MADEIRA 
The MEDITERRANEAN 
and The ORIENT 


BY THE MAGNIFICENT TWIN-SCREW EXPRESS STEAMSHIP 
AUGUSTE VICTORIA 


oF THE 
Hamburg-American Line 


Leaving New York, Jan. 22d, 1902, at 11 A. M. 


No more delightful and instructive outing than this WINTER 
CRUISE TO THE ORIENT could possibly be arranged. The Old 
World, with its historic ruins and its medizval romance, with 
its brilliant skies and its ba my air, is reached by the traveller 
without toil or trouble, and with every facility provided to 
enjoy these wonderful scenes in comfort and luxury. The trip 
is equally enjoyable to the seasoned tourist, the invalid, and 
the one going abroad for the first time. The splendid steam- 
ship ** Auguste Victoria”’ is one of the MODER! TWIN-SCREW 
ships of the Hamburg-American Line, and is magnificently 
fitted up and specially adapted for this service. , 


ITINERARY OF THE CRUTSE—New York to Funchal 
(Madeira); Gibralter; Malaga; Algiers; Genoa; Ville- 
franche; Malta; Alexandria; Beirut; Jaffa; Constanti- 
nople; Piraeus; Nauplia; Syracuse; Catania; Messina; 
Palermo; Naples: Genoa; and return to New York, A 
tetal distance of 18,891 miles, occupying 78 days, 
Speclally attractive optional trips in Egypt, Syria, and 
Palestine. Rates from 6400 upward. 


HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE 
DEPT. 7 
1229 Wate 3 tpbie 
70 State St. 


401 California St. 
Saa PF 


* * 
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WHATS IN YOUR 
FUTURE? 


Success May 
Be Yours. 


What is your future to be? Do 

you want and sugest power. »si- 

tion and authority? Jo you hope 

for wealth, fame or renown? Would 

you possess those forceful magnetic 

qualities that bend other men's wills to 

your own—those latent forces that enable 

you to make master strokes in the world of 

business and finance and become a leader of 

men in every sense the term implies? Do you 

long for social power? Do you care to be able to 

cure all diseases and bad habits without drugs or 
medicines of any kind? 

All these things are possible for those who master 
the hidden mysteries of Personal Magnetism and 
Hypnotism. Over 100,000 men and women have made 
themselves wealthier, more successful, blessed with 
power over their fellows and a complete mastery over 
disease simply by following the methods we teach. 
In business, in politics, in the home, in the church, in 
society, at school and college, the master of hypnotic 
power succeeds where others fail. 


Your future depends on yourself 


You can overcome the difficulties of circumstances 
and environments and be absolute master of your 
destiny. You can triumph over obstacles, become a 

ywer among men and make your life a grand success 
if you will but master the most wonderful sciences of 
a scientific age—Hypnotism and Personal Magnetism. 


IT COSTS YOU NOTHING 


to obtain a copy of our beautifully illustrated book by 
Dr. X. LaMotte Sage. It tells you all about Personal 
Magnetism, Hypnotism and Magnetic Healing, etc. 
You can learn at home in a few days and wield a 
wonderful power and _ influence We guarantee 
success or forfeit $1,000 in gold Read the un- 
solicited testimony of those who know from actual 
experience whereof they speak, and write for this 
wonderiul book today. Remember, it’s free. 

CHAS. M. EWARD, Box 471, Kalamazoo, Mich., writes :—Your 
work h>s been a complete revelation to me, 1 have developed a 
power I never dreamed I could acquire,” 

G. B. STEWART, of El*hart, Ind., writes:—‘‘I advise every 

son who wants to better his condition ina life t) write for your tree 
or it is full of invaluable intormation."' Address 


NEW YORK INSTITUTE OF SCIENCE, 
Dept. DNi1. Rochester, N. Y. 
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MADE AND BOTTLED IN PURITY-ABSOLUTE 


NICE. FRANCE ; tag piety 
* | FLAVOR ~ UNIQUE 


SELECTED SOUND Ne, BRILLIANCY-SUPREME 
MATURE OLIVES Be 


= 


NOTHING FINER PRODUCIBLE | 








GRAND * PRIZE * PARIS ¥ 1900 


HARDERFOLD ‘i UNDERWEAR 


The novel theory ; — Underclothing 
of inter-air-space, as a . ae ee : is as much an agency 
means of retaining the /U tae of good health as dict, 
heat of the body and , exercise, or any of the 


of complete ventilation means adopted for its 
at one and the same preservation. For iilus- 


time, is abundantly ~ trated catalogue,address 
and scientifically : ™~ HARDERFOLD FABRIC CO. 


proven. TROY, N.Y. 
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TWO METHODS OF PLAYING THE PIANO 


SET ADVERTISER 


PLAYING THE UPRIGHT PIANO WITH THE AID OF THE PIANOLA. 


HE PIANOLA is a means of 
playing the piano. 

It is not the only means, but 
the and _ the 


it is 


cheapest, the most comprehensive and 


simplest 


complete, and is within the reach of every 
one who can pay $250. 

The other means is the human fingers, 
which must be trained to do just what 
the Pianola does —strike the right notes 
at the right times. 

In either case the mind of the player 
It controls the 
the 


directs the expression. 
it controls 
Pianola’s felt-covered fingers. 


human fingers and 
The first question to be decided is, 
Would you like to play the piano? 
Second, Are your fingers trained, and 
Third, 
How many selections can they play? 
There is not a single case in which 


how much are they trained? 


the answer is en/irely satisfactory. 
Paderewski has a Pianola, both in 
his Switzerland and Paris homes. Sauer 
Hofmann and Rosenthal 
have these piano-playing assistants. 


has a Pianola. 


40 


If you either play or wish to play the 
piano, it will be worth considerable of 
your time to investigate the Pianola. An 
instrument will not take the hold on the 
public that the Pianola has without reason. 

The Pianola will enable you to play, 
irrespective of musical training, any 
piece of piano-music ever composed — 
Chopin’s Ballad in A Flat, Beethoven’s 
Moonlight Sonata, Schuberts Serenade, 
Moszkowski’s Waltzes, or selections from 
The 
Pianola furnishes an ever-ready accom- 
panist for dancing. 

Its cost is but $250, and it can be bought by moderate 
monthly payments if desired. 

The Pianola question is an important one. If you 
have a piann it is worth your immediate attention. Send for 


Catalogue S , our latest pamphiet, unless you are able to 
make a personal visit to our warerooms. 


THE AEOLIAN CO. 


New York, 18 West Twenty-third Street 
Cincinnati, O., 124 East Fourth Street 
Brooklyn, N. Y., 500 Fulton Street 


Philadelphia, C.]. Heppe & Son 
Chicago, Lyon & Healy 
Boston, The M. Steinert & Sons 


the latest grand and light operas. 


Newark, Lauter Co. 
Cleveland, The B. 

Sons Co. 
St. Louis, Hollman Bros. Co. 
St. Paul, W. J. Dyer & Bro. 
Albany, Cluett & Sons. 
Troy, Cluett & Sons 
Duluth, Duluth Music Co 
New Orleans, Philip Werlein 
Pittsburg, C. C. Mellor & Co Detroit, Grinnell Bros 

Other agents in all large cities 


(Press of Fleming & Carnrick, New York) 


Dreher's 


Co. 
Montreal, The L. E. N. Pratte 


Ceo. 
Baltimore, Wm. Knabe & Co. 
Washington, Wm. Knabe & 
‘ 








SMART SET ADVERTISER 


















































Pears Soap! tis of thee, Sweet queen of 


Pu - ri -ty! Of thee I sing; Soap by our 


Peele fee, 


fi 
Fathers tried, Soap of two Nations pride, Of thee on 
























































every side, loud praises __ring. 


All rights secured. 
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A GUIDE IS NECESSARY 


for the outside trader who desires to be successful in his specula- 
tions. The fall months will offer many opportunities for profit- 
making in the stock market, but in order to be successful it is 
necessary to have advice from a reliable and unbiased source. Suc- 
cess or failure is largely a question of good judgment, guided by 
experience and proper information. 


Do you wish good, conservative advice in your operations ? 


It is the business of 


Town Topics Financial Bureau 


[ESTABLISHED 1889) 


to investigate all Financial problems, to secure early news on market movements and to advise 
its clients in their investments or speculations. 

THE BUREAU’S ADVICE is always sincere and as reliable as possible, because it 
dispassionately sees and sizes the situation from all standpoints, and is UNBIASED by in- 
terests or deals. 

WE OPERATE NO ACCOUNTS and have no interest in the market. Our sole busi- 
ness is to furnish disinterested opinions and information. 

We are fully equipped to advise on COTTON and WHEAT as well as on stocks or bonds. 

Special attention given to the investigation of INVESTMENT SECURITIES, and to 
furnishing opinions thereon. We are also in a position to make special and exhaustive reports 
upon any and all of the new Industrials. Whatever information is obtainable on these 
properties is within our reach. 

Read carefully the terms printed below and send check for one month’s trial or for 
special report, as the case may be. Address all communications to 


TOWN TOPICS FINANCIAL BUREAU 


(Telephone, 262 Broad) Edison Building, 42 Broad Street, New York 
SERVICE RATES ARE: 


First—For a single advice or opinion (by letter or telegram, as required) on a stock, 
bond, cotton or wheat market question, or for an investigation and report on a par- 
ticular investment or speculative security, $10. (An advance subscription of $50 gives the 
privilege of ten inquiries during a year.) 

Seconp—Out-of-town daily ¢e/egraphic service, including at least one telegram each day 
(early morning), daily letter, and privilege of inquiries at will, $40 per month. 

Turrp—Out-of-town daily /e¢#er service, with occasional important telegrams and privilege 
of a reasonable number of special inquiries, $20 per month, or $50 for ‘Aree months. 

FourtH—Daily /etter service without privilege of telegrams or inquiries, $25 per year; 6 
months, $15. Subscriptions under Class Fourth are not accepted for less than 6 months, 

Firra—A Special New York City service for business men and others above Fulton 

treet, consists of : A telegram each morning sent at 8.30 o'clock, covering probable 
course of market for the day, and acivice as to purchase or sale of particular stocks; also 
a telegram around midday when circumstances warrant it; also the regular daily letter 
at 3.30 P.M. (mailed to house address if desired) ; also privilege of inquiries and advice 
at will by telegraph, telephone, letter, or personal call at our office. In this service we 
pay for the morning telegrams only; others at cost of subscriber. Terms, $45 per month. 
To operators making their headquarters in the Wall Street district, this service will be 
made by our own r cont or if preferred. 


ALL TELEGRAMS AT COST OF SUBSCRIBER, except as indicated in class fifth. 
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Dr. James Ball Naylor 
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TIPPECANOE upper waters 


of the 
Handsomely bound in eloth, Wabash 
gold stamped, 12mo. Price $1.50 


THE SAALFIELD PUBLISHING COMPANY 
AKRON, OHIO 
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HARPER @ BROTHERS’ 


NEW EDITION OF SIR WALTER SCOTT'S 


Waverley Novels 


2 
, 
| 


~ 


a _ 


In 48 Volumes 
With over 2,000 Illustrations 


Forty-eight Volumes will be sent to you on receipt of $2.00 
Payment thereafter to be at the rate of $2.00 per month for 
eleven months; cost to you per volume, 50 cents 
COTT’S classic works will be read as long as the English language endures, com- 
bining, as they do the thrilling interest of romance with historical instruction. 
No library is a library without them. Here are some facts about this great offer: 


1. There are forty-eight separate books in the set. 

2. They occupy over oo feet of space ina row. Size of cover, 5x7 inches. 
3. Each volume contains many pictures—there are over 2,000 illustrations in all. 
4, The books are printed on fine paper, from large, new type. 

5. They are bound in excellent cloth in permanent style and should last a century. 


This set is copied from the first complete edition of the Waverley Novels in 1829, revised and 
corrected by Scott himself—his own edition, perfect and representative of his genius. 


OUR OFFER 


We will send you the entire set of forty-eight volumes, charges prepaid, on 
receipt of $2.00. If you do not like the books when they reach you, send them 
back at our expense, and we will return the $2.00. If you do like them, send us 
$2.00 every month for eleven months. 

In order to keep you in touch with us during these months, on receipt of your 
request for these books we will enter you as a subscriber to either HARPER’S 
MAGAZINE, HARPER’S WEEKLY, or HARPER’S BAZAR for one year, 
without any additional cost to ‘lf you select the BAZAR, a 280-page, 
cloth-bound book on beauty, “ “The Ugly Girl Papers,” will be added free. 
In writing, state which periodical you want. Address 


T FRANKLIN SQUARE 
HARPER & BROTHERS, new york city 
in this binding is 848.00. It will be sent on the same terms for $4.00 a month. 
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ARE 
YOU 
DEAF ? 


ANY 
HEAD 
NOISES? 


ALL CASES OF 


DEAFNESS OR HARD HEARINC 
ARE NOW CURABLE 


by our new invention. 


Only those born deaf are incurable. 


HEAD NOISES CEASE IMMEDIATELY. 


F. A. WERMAN, OF BALTIMORE, SAYS: 


BALTIMORE, Md., March 30, 1901. 


Gentlemen ; — Being entirely cured of deafness, thanks to your treatment, I will now give you 
a full history of my case, to be used at your discretion. ’ ; 
About five years ago my right ear began to sing, and this kept on getting worse, until I lost 


my hearing in this ear entirely. 


I underwent a treatment for catarrh, for three months, without any success, consulted a num- 
ber of physicians, among others, the most eminent ear specialist of this city, who told me that 
only an operation could help me, and even that only yg that the head noises would 


then cease, but the hearing in the affected ear would be lost 


orever. 


Ithen saw your advertisement accidentally in a New York paper, and ordered your treat- 
ment. After I had used it only afew days according to your directions, the noises ceased, an 
to-day, after five weeks, my hearing in the diseased ear has been entirely restored. I thank you 


heartily and beg to remain 


Very truly yours, 
F. 


A. WERMAN, 730S. Broadway, Baltimore, Md. 
Our treatment does not interfere with your usual occupation. 


Examination and 
advice free. 


INTERNATIONAL AURAL CLINIC, 596 LA SALLE AVE., CHICAGO, ILL. 


YOU CAN CURE YOURSELF AT HOME 


ata nominal 
cost. 





A SUCCESSFUL BOOK 


(NOW IN THE FOVRTH EDITION) 


NIGGER BABY AND NINE BEASTS 


BY ALMA FLORENCE PORTER 





FLATTERING PRESS OPINIONS 


New York Nation—The little motherless wild 
Western girl wins sympathetic interest for herseif 
and for the various animal friends so affectionately 
pictured, and if these letters seem to show more than 
the degree of sense commonly allotted to them, we 
are willing to believe that our stupidity may have 
more to do than theirs in fixing the accepted limit of 
animal intelligence 


New York Vanity Fair—The illustrations by 
Gustave Verbeek are in his most vigorous style. 
The full page, in which appear the great black bear 
facing the fury of a “ chinook” wind in the moun- 
tains, an old Mexican trapper and a child at the log- 
cabin window, is delightfully realistic. 


New York Times—Tenderly and gracefully the 
author tells of the love existing between a girl and 





variovs animals. The stories are so natural that 
they look as if they were the actual experiences of 
a young life. 

Albany Argus—The animals delineated with 
charming detail by Mrs. Porter are not hackneyed 
types familiar to the casual observer and to the 
zoologist, but distinct individuals impossible to con- 
fuse with other individuals 

New York Evening Telegram— Lovers of animals 
will bo delighted to make the acquaintance of the 
horses, dogs, foxes, pigs. raccoons, cats tame and 
wild, bears, crow and burro, whose romances are told 
in Alma Porter’s “ Nigger Baby and Nine Beasts.” 

Washington Post—Old and young lovers of ani- 
mals will welcome the acquaintance of Mrs. Porter's 
friends. 


The book is beautifully illustrated by Gustave Verbeek, and handsomely 
printed on thick deckel-edge paper, with embossed cover and gilt top. Your book- 
seller has it or will secure it for you, or it will be sent postpaid on receipt of price, 
$1.50, by the ESS ESS PUBLISHING COMPANY, 1135 Broadway, New York. 




















Ourselves as we see others; others as they see us. 


Cran kisms 


By LL. de V. Matthewman 
Pictured by C. V. Dwiggins 





SQ. 16710, CLOTH, $1.00. 


“A wise, witty and mirth-provoking volume.” 
Clev wae Plaindealer. 
Real flashes of genius. Paheessitain Commer cial. 
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Bridge Whist 
HOW TO BLAY IT 
BY LENNARD LEIGH 


CLOTH, GILT, $1.00 


The latest and most complete manual 
of Bridge, and the only work contain- 
ing a code of laws. 


“THE BEST BOOK ON BRIDGE.”—Whist Editor of the 
Detroit Free Press. 


S Admirably suited for the use of those who wish to 
study the game.” — Waist, Milwaukee. 


“Tt is a sound treatise of the game, simpler and more 
easily understood than any other Bridge manual the 
writer has seen.” —Leader, Cleveland. 


“The author describes —i = in detail, so that the 
veriest tyro at whist can readily understand Bridge.” — 
Globe- Democrat, St. Louis. 


HENRY T. COATES @ Co.. ‘Publishers, Philadelphia. 





ANNIE DEANE. 


Aa REMARKABLE BOOK. 


BRENTANO’S, New York, Publishers. 


Ready at All BooKstores. Price, $1.50. 





Stanhope-Wheatcroft 


Dramatic School, 
31 Fifth Avenue, New ork. 


Students prepared for the stage in a 
six months’ course beginning October 14, 


1g01. A select school conducted on prac- 
tical principles of instruction. Highest 
indorsement. Capable instructors. Pros- 


pectus and particulars on request. 


ADELINE STANHOPE WHEATCROFT, 


Director. 





constructed on new princ iples. Drawers in 
stead ot rays. A place tor everything and 
everything in its place. The bottom as 
accessible as the top. Defies the baggage 
smasher. Costs no more than a good box 
trunk. Sent C. O. D. with privilege of ex- 
amination. Send 2-cent stamp for illustrated 
catalogue 


F. A. STALLMAN, 
62 W. Spring Street, Columbus, 0. 








New Idea in Trunks. | — 


The Stallman Dresser Trunk is 








DO YOU WANT A 
MUSICAL OR DRAMATIC 
EDUCATION FREE? 


Address THE ———— 
26 West 334 Street, <« « - « NEW YORK. 


LEARN PROOFREADING, 


education, why not utilize it at « 





vowded pooieeston paying $15 to $35 weekly? Biteations 
- key obtainable. We are the original instructors by mail. 


___ HOME CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL, Philadelphia 


PUBLISH STORIES Sia Mite <= 


tions and anything teen 
by amateurs, and help intr 
effo 


troduce their works or 


oe wo the Re pubtis s aot. ster Fey y Address 
Broadway. 
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TOWN TOPICS 


THE JOURNAL OF SOCIETY. 


——-+ > 


Town Topics is recognized the world over as the Journal of 
American Society, and is read by everyone who cares to keep in touch 
with the current news of the social world. Its facilities for obtaining 
reliable advance information concerning society people and social func- 
tions are so far unequaled by any other journal in the world that the 
press universally watches for its appearance Thursday morning to get 
their early news of this character. 

Its financial and commercial department is conceded in all financial 
circles as being so accurate, complete and reliable that no one having 
interest in commercial or industrial enterprises, or who is dealing on the 
exchanges; no banker, broker, investor or capitalist, can afford to miss the 
weekly review of all these matters in Town Topics. 

The short stories in Town Topics are clever and find a unique 
favor with all. Its poetry, burlesques and witticisms have a distinct 
flavor that appeals to smart people. 

Its criticisms of drama, music, art, literature, sports and the turf 
are by the cleverest talent available, and are absolutely independent. 
Its critics are subject to but one rule, 


“BE HONEST—FEAR NONE, FAVOR NONE.” 


Its editorial comment covers the whole field of subjects interesting to 
the intelligent classes. Its opinions are not gloved; they are always 
forceful and honest. 


Do You Want Such a Weekly Newspaper? 


You can buy it of all newsdealers. But you can secure its sure and 
regular delivery to you through the mails by sending in a subscription. 
Any newsdealer will gladly do this for you without charge. 


——_~- Po 


Prices: $4 per annum; $2 six months; $1 three months. 
Single Copy 10 Cents. 


—— +d eo 


TOWN TOPICS PUBLISHING CoO., 


~%8 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. 
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The Prize on Sylvia's Head 
is Five Hundred Dollars. 


SyLVIA is the heroine of a new novel, entitled Sylvia: The Story of an American Countess. She lived abroad, 
1 is described by one of her admirers as “the most beautiful woman in Europe.” Twelve artists, known for 
r types of beautiful women, were invited each to make a drawing expressing his idea of the charming heroine. 
Cheir pictures are all reproduced as illustrations in the book. By a natural suggestion, all persons who like a good 


By EVALYN EMERSON, with pictures of the heroine by ALBERT D. BLasH- 
FIELD, CaRLe J. BLenner, J. WELLS CHAMPNEY, HowWARD CHANDLER CHRISTY, 
Louise Cox, Josep Decamp, Jonn Extiott, C. ALLAN GILBERT, ALBERT HERTER, 
Henry Hurt, Atice Barser StepnHens, A. B. WENZELL 














story and admire beautiful women are now asked to give their 
opinion of the types represented. Each reader is invited to choose | 
from among the pictures the one which, in his judgment, is the 
best conception of the heroine, and to indicate the order in which | 
he thinks all the others should rank. The person whose list comes 
nearest to the choice of the majority will receive a prize of $500.00. 

The book itself isa charming and clever love story, readable 
and interesting from cover to cover. The voting is very simple. 
Each volume contains full particulars and a slip on which the 
reader is toregister hischoice. Itisa matter on which everyone 
will naturally have an opinion; and the prize of $500.00 is worth 
guessing for. Order through the book stores, or send $1.50 
direct to the publishers. 


This picture Copyright, 1901, by 


SMALL, MAYNARD & COMPANY, 
9 Pierce Building, BOSTON. 


Sylvia, as Imagined oy Afbert Herter. 
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To GIRLS = Gaplep_ Prints 


An important series of plain- “It gives me pleasure,” writes 
Epwin A. ABBEY, ‘‘to testify to the 
excellence of the CopLey PRINTs. 
Those that have been published 
their Personal Conduct. By HELOISE reproducing my own work I could 
Epwina Hersey, the head of the not wish better.” 

Highest award gold medal, Paris 
Exposition. Look for publishers’ in- 
Boston. Of keen interest to every itiuls, Cc on every genuine print. 
girl and to every mother of girls. Fifty cents to five dollars. At art 
stores, or sent direct “on ap- 
proval.” Picture catalogue, 10 cents 
(stamps). 


spoken letters to girls about their 


Education, their Social relations and 


fashionable school for girls in 


Very attractively bound. $1.00 


net. 


SMALL, MAYNARD & CO., BOSTON CURTIS & CAMERON, BOSTON. 


























SMART 


S50,000 


For Nearest Currect Guesses on the Total Vote of Ohio on November 5, 
to patrons of the Weekly Enquirer, as follows 
For Nearest Correct Guess 

Second Nearest Correct Guess 

Third sat 

Fourth s 

Fifth os 

Sixth os 

Seventh mes eee oe 

Next 20 each $100 amounting to 

ia) 100 ia) 50 7) &. 


“ 200 “ 25 “ 
“7.7 ° " 
3,060 “ 5 " 


A total of 4,387 prizes, amounting to 
In case of tie guesses, prize equally divided. 
Contest closes November 3, I901!. 

The Total Vote of Ohio in 


1891 was. 
1892 
1s93 “ 
1894 * 
1895 “* 


Guess what it 


SET ADVERTISER 


1901, will be distributed 





795,631 
861,625 
835,604 
776,819 
846,996 


1 be in rgor. 


‘$6,000 


An additional prize of $6,000 for any person making an exactly correct guess. If 
there be more than one exactly correct guess, the $6,000 to be equally divided among them. 
The Conditions are: $1.00 for a year’s subscription to the Weekly Enquirer 

entitles such subscriber to one guess. 

$10.00 for ten yearly subscriptions secures ten guesses. 

$10.00 for one subscription ten years secures ten guesses. 

No commissions or extra guesses. For further particulars see Weekly Enquirer. 
Send all orders to ENQUIRER COMPANY, Cincinnati, O. 


1896 was 
1897 
1898 
1899 
1900 


1,020,107 
864,022 
793,169 
920,872 

1,049,121 


AD SENSE 





Brerybody Now Drinks Tea-Rite, 





Devoted to Advertising and Up-to-Date Business Methods. | 


Perhaps you are doing your own advertising or possibly you may 
be employing a man to ha > this branch of your t 

In either uw d J -ENSE be of untold 
you in your work of projecting you 

If you get out booklets from ti to time 
SENSE pointers worthy of consideration. 

If mu are doing magazine advertising y 
sane. asa helper and a guide 

you are using the newspapers or are contemp! 

e w forms of general publicity, you should have 
upon your desk 

The department headed “‘As They Appear to Me" will give you 
information regarding printed things worth cold, hard dollars to you 

If you do not know what this department contains you should get 
a copy of AD SENSE and find out for yourself 

We shall be glad to send it to you 
$i.co a year. 10 cents per copy. 


AD SENSE COMPANY, 
610 Royal Insurance Building, asa 


LANGUAGES. 


“ The Berlitz Method is the j 


systematized form of lear 
in a foreign country * 4 Medals at 


ase y 
you will find in AD 
need AD 


yu will again 


ating using any 
AD SENSE 


ning a language 


by its actual use Paris Exposition 


Best Native Teachers. Moderate Fee. 
THE BERLITZ SCHOOL OF LANGUAGES, 
Head Office, Madison Square, New York. 


1§0 branches in the principal European and American cities. Send 


for list of schools and catalogue of books for learning languages 
6 . guag 


value to | 


Chicago. | 


People are fast learning 
the value of Tra-EtrTe, 
and how important it is 


to use pure Tea. Phy- 
sicians will tell you that 
Tannin is worse than 
alcohol Poison. TeEa- 
Etre is the best grade 
of tea with the (poison- 
ous) Tannin taken out, 
retaining all the good 
qualities that Tea pos- 
sesses. People drink 
TEA-EtTe because they 
know it is the only Tea 
that is free from poison. 


People that drink Tea 
cannot sleep. 

People that drink Tea- 
Ette sleep like a top. 


If your grocer does not keep it, insist on his getting 
it for you, or on receipt of 40 cents we will mail you a 
half pound of either Oolong, Mixed, English Break- 
fast or Ceylon flavors. Name the flavor you want. 





Sold Only tn Original 
Packages. 








ROYAL TEA-ETTE CO., Brooklyn, N. Y. } 
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| ST. JACOBS OIL 


USED FOR 50 YEARS. “ CURES 


THE GREAT REMEDY RHEUMATISM 
UNEQUALLED. % NEURALGIA 
CHEST COLDS 


ACTS LIKE MAGIC. * S$5RAINS . 


STIFFNESS 


WV Q Pe 

W Sold by all Dealers ey 

y in Medicine Al NI 
Win 1/114 & 2/6 sizes. 
y =a 


‘s 





CALIFORNIA 


Is reached comfortably and quickly by THE 


The Overland Limited Fax 


The luxurious train which runs between Chicago FOR 
and San Francisco every day in the year via the 


CHICAGO & NORTH-WESTERN - HEALTH 
UNION PACIFIC AND 
SOUTHERN PACIFIC RAILWAYS oe 


All agents sell tickets via this route. 
REST 


gor Broadway «as New York 435 VineStreet - - - Cincinnati | N 
Chestnut Street - - Philadelphia 507 Smithfield Street - + Pittsburgh 


368 Washington Street . : Boston 234 Superior Street ie Cleveland 
jor Main Street- - - - Buffalo 17 Campus-Martius - - Detroit Wi N T E R 
ai2 Clark Street - - - + Chicago King Street, East, - Toronto, Ontario 


Principal Agencies 
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Grand Canyon of Arizona 


The chief attraction of a trip to California. 
No stage ride. Santa Fe trains now run daily to the Canyon’s rim. 





Less than three hours by rail from main California 
line of the Santa Fe. 


Side-trip excursion rate greatly reduced. Ample 
Pullman accommodations upon resuming transconti- 
nental journey. 


Says Charles F. Lummis: “It is the greatest chasm 
in the world, and the most superb.” A mile deep, 
13 miles wide, 217 miles long. 


THE LUXURIOUS CALIFORNIA LIMITED, DAILY, 
CHICAGO TO LOS ANGELES AND SA] FRANCISCO 


On the Santa Fe 


Address nearest Atchison, Topeka and Santa Fe R'y System Office for new travel books, “‘ Grand Canyon 
of Arizona” and “ To California and Back."’ Sent for 1o cents. 


NEW YORK, 377 Broadway. CHICAGO, 109 Adams St. LOS ANGELES, 200 Spring St. 
BOSTON, 332 Washington St. KANSAS CITY, roth & Main Sts. SAN FRANCISCO, 641 Market St. 
DETROIT, 151 Griswold St. DES MOINES, 308 Equitable Bidg. GALVESTON, 224 Tremont St. 
CLEVEL AND, Williamson Bldg. MINNEAPOLIS, 503 Guaranty DALLAS, 246 Main St. 
CINCINNATI, 417 Walnut St. Loan Bldg. SAN ANTONIO, to1 E. Conmimerce 
PITTSBURG, 402 Park Bldg. DENVER, 1700 Lawrence St. ATLANTA, 14 N. Pryor St. 

ST. LOUIS, 108 N. Fourth St. SALT LAKE CITY, 411 Dooly Blk. 
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The Forsythe Waist 


DOE SKIN FLANNEL 


$5.00 


: Forly Shades Exquisite Colorings 


FOR STYLE, FIT AND DURABILITY 
THIS WAIST IS INCOMPARABLE. 


Samples and illustrations mailed upon request. 


MADE BY 


JOHN FORSYTHE 


The Waist House. 


865 Broadway New York City 


oo. SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS: 


MR. BRADLT’S BEST WORE. 


THE QUIBERON TOUCH. 


AA Romance of the Sea. 


By CYRUS TOWNSEND BRADY, 


Author of “For the Freedom of the Sea,” “The Grip of Honor,” etc. With Frontis- 
piece. J2mo, Cloth, $1.50, 





Mr. Brady stands at the head of contemporary writers of sea 
romances. This is the first novel of the sea that he has written for over 
two years, and it is the longest and most picturesque and stirring tale 
which he has offered to the public. He has opened a fresh field, in 
which readers will meet ‘‘the great Lord Hawke” and his picturesque 
environments for the first time, it is believed, in fiction. 


“ Whatever Cyrus Townsend Brady writes is certain to be interesting.’ —San Francisco Bulletin, 

“ Mr. Brady stands at the head of the American writers of this generation.’’—Dayton (Ohio) News. 

“Mr. Brady’s historical and biographical work has attracted marked attention on account of the 
knowledge, the grasp of the theme, and the power of sympathetic discernment which he has shown.’ 
— Washington Post: 


fi, D. APPLETON AND COMPANY, Publishers, New York. J 
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—— 
Bartens & Rice Co., 


: 


; 


9999399393 993993999 9933993339333 3° 


Fine Watches, 


Diamonds, 
Artistic Jewelry 
and 


Silverware. 


328 FIFTH AVENUE, 


Between 32d and 33d Streets, 


NEW YORK. 


SCE ESECE SEEE CE CECE EEEE 


GEO.A.KEELER, 
MANAGER. 2g 





BRANCHES: ; MONTREAL, 





1 NEST "SELECTION : 


Gunes? & ‘Deacumes 


KINAHAN’S THE 


CREAM 
oF 


IRISH WHISKY. 


“LY 
Du Vivier €C0.22 Warren S! N-Y. Yes 


fine Wines, BRanoies &c. 





CHICAGO, 1013 Marquette Building. 
WASHINGTON, 1424 E St., N. W. 
22 St. John St. 
BORDEAUX. 
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THE HOTEL CHAMBERLIN 


FT. MONROE, 


A tourist hotel unsurpassed on either continent. 
American and European plan. Golf. 
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NOVEMBER, too! 
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The entire contents of*this magazine are protected by copyright, and must not be reprinted 
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Issued Monthly by Ess Ess Publishing Company, 1135 Broadway, New York 





Copyright 1g0: by 


Fss Ess PUBLISHING COMPANY 





WILLIAM GREEN, Printer, New York 
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BREAK saad FOOD, 


it's all gone! — Please 
give me’ some more” 





Children invariably call for a second dish because the delicious 
® flavor of 


Ralston Breakfast Food 


appeals to all in need of wholesome food. 


The whole of Gluterean Wheat, from which Ralston is scientifi- 
cally milled, contains pretein, nitrates and phosphates most necessary 
for physical and mental growth. 


That’s why Ralston Breakfast Food is “a health food” with a 
delightful flavor that’s made it preeminent. A free sample for your 
grocer’s name. 


A Purina “Brain Bread’’ Roll free for your Baker’s name, 


PURINA MILLS 


*‘Where Purity is Paramount’ 
804 Gratiot Street, ST. LOUIS, a 
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ADVERTISER 


In your Room. 


Wash delicate things — handkerchiefs, 
laces, doilies etc.(things which one cannot 
sendtothe ordinary wash.) in Pearline's 


way, VIZ: 


oak,rinse, squeeze — 


directions on eachpacket. Spread smoothly 
Mili tch Vol @eyabeBeellwac) meymnstelecennm@erclit-e 


When dry theyrequire . 

no ironing. Grand advice * 

forbachelors,maidens, @% 

boarders and hotel guestS 

and for fabrics too delicate” 
and valuabletoriskto | 

others’ hands. 

Pearlineistrust-worthy 

for washing and cleaning 

where-ever water can 

be used>: ae | 


an he, 
Avoid 
Imitations 





YOU can find them when 
you're dressing, and forget 
them when you’re dressed. 


PEET’S INVISIBLE EYES 


PeET’s INVISIBLE EYE. 


HOOK on HERE---- 


TRADE MARK REG. 

PAT. MAY 7.1695 -OCT.27, 806. 
They take the place of silk loops. 
Hold securely. Makea flat seam. Are 
favorites with all ladies who value neat- 
ness and convenience. Ideal for plackets. 
2 doz. eyes, 5 cents; with hooks, ro cents. 

White or black. 


At all stores or by maiil. 


PEET BROS., Philadelphia, Pa. 





HERE’S A PIN! 
' PUSH IT IN. 


HAMMER NOT REQUIRED. 
Easily Inserted. Easily Withdrawn. 


Does not deface woodwork and 
plaster walls as does a tack, and is 
a hundred times more convenient. 


GET SOME 


MOORE PUSH PINS. 


For Photographers, Window Trimmers, Artists, Dress- 
makers, Housekeepers, Stationers, etc. For pinning up 
Films, Calendars, Bric-a-brac, Mantel and Curtain Drape- 
ries, Notices, Advertisements, Time-tables, Maps, News- 
stand Matter, etc., etc. Packed one dozen in box. Price, 
25 cents per box (postpaid) of either size. Ask your 
dealer (Photographic or Dry Goods) or write. 

MOORE PUSH PIN CO., - *- Philadeiphia, Pa. 


49229929999999999999999900909008,, 
f 


Steel Point. Actual Size 





Onu—SMELTER—MINES. 


Douglas, Lacey & Co., : 


Bankers, Brokers, Fiscal Agents. 


Members N. Y. Consolidated Stock Exchange, and Los 
Angeles, Cal, Stock Exchange 


66 Broadway and 17 New Street, New York. 


y hh ray MINING, OIL 
AND SMELTE STOCKS LISTED 
AND UNLISTED. OUR SPECIALTY. 

Booklets giving our successful plan for realizing the large 
pro ofits of legitimate mining, eit —s melter investments, sub- 
sc a mn bla — full partic etc., sent free to any 
in ed « pplic ation 

BRANC HES Ho ston, Phe - Iphia, Chicago, Cleveland, 
Cincinnati, St. Louis Hartf and New Haven, Conn 
Prescott, Ariz, Los Ar vgeles, Cal. St. John, N. B., Montreal, 
Toronto, and London, Eng 


Pececececececceececcecceccoece 
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There is a distinction about 


WEDDING GIFTS 
G ORHAM SILVER 


that makes them especially 
valued. They are recognized 
by everyone as the most repre- 
sentative and artistic examples 
of the work of the modern 
silversmith, and their intrinsic 
value is beyond question. 

The demand for both large 
and small individual pieces, as 
well as for particular selections 
for the Family Service, has been 
fully anticipated. 


GORHAM CO., Silversmiths 


Broapway AND I9TH STREET, New York 
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THE DEFENDER MANUFACTURING CO.’S 


Fancy Sheets and Pillow Cases|Ladies’ Muslin Underwear 


Principal Brands: Dainty, perfect undergarments, including Night Gowns, Under- : 
Norwood, Defender, Selkirk and Palma. skirts, Long Skirts, Drawers, Corset Covers, Chemises.|B 
Made in all sizes and in greatest variety of fancy styles, Plain, Every garment bearing the trade-mark of Defender Manvu- 
Hem, Hemstitch, Spokestitch, Zig-Zag, Mexican Drawn and other facturing Co. is perfect in style, fit and finish and is made of, ’ 
fancy stitches, also Embroidery and Novelty Braid Insertion. { rehable materials, 


Ash your dealer for booklet, atd request bim te shew you these goods, 


THE DEFENDER MANUFACTURING CO.'S trade-mark on Sheets and Pillowcases or Muslin Underwear is « guarantee of excellence 
Every article is made and finished in our factory and is absolutely perfect and free from disease germs. No sweat-shop work. Insist on having the 
products of THE DEFENDER MANUFACTURING CO. 
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™ Swoboda 
System 


Of Physiological Exercise. 








The Best Life Insurance 
“fidds not only years to one’s life, but life to one’s years” 
A heart strong and vigorous—lungs of expansive power— 
keen nerves and powerful muscles.—these make men who 
ARE men—men with healthy bodies and active brains—men 
towhom all things are possible. Such men do I develop. 


The degeneration of a race is ever to be deplored, and in view 

of the strenuous life of this busy twentieth century, the mainten- 
ance of a high standard of health has monopolized much of the 
time and thought of our leading scientists. My system solves the 
prohion— produces healthy men, women and children. It em- 
0dies the ideal principles of attaining and maintaining the high- 
est conception of perfect manhood and womanhood. Itis notan 
embyronie theory, but a tried and tested method of physiological exercise, based upon 
scientific facts and a thorough knowledge of anatomy. 

If for a few weeks my instructions are faithfully followed, I will not only guarantee a 
magnificent muscular developement and improved physique, but with it a condition of 
vigorous health scarcely dreamed of by hitherto weak or partially developed men or 
women. No drugs—no artificial stimulants—no pepsin or digestive bitters are needed 
by my pupils. I give you an appetite always ready for meal time, and a digestive 
apparatus able and willing to assimilate your food and fill your veins with pure, rich blood. 
a heart strong and vigorous to pump that blood to every part of the body, lungs that 
supply to the full the oxygen needed, and nerves so true and keen that daily work is a 
— and the capacity for physical and mental exertion es increased, 

our sleep shall be sound and dreamless and the morning light shall find you equipped for 
the duties of life as you never were before. 

All this have I done for thousands. I can do it for you, because my system is based 
upon natural laws, as rational and logical as those which govern the universe. 


ALOIS P. SWOBODA 
Originator and Sole Instructor 





My system is taught by mail only and with perfect success, requires no appar- 
atus whatever and but a few minutes’ time in your room just before retiring 











A Sincere Endorsement. By this condensed system more ex- 


Louisville, Ky., Jan. 22, 1901, 
Mr. ALots P. Sworopa, Chicago, Ill 
Dear Sir:—I am glad an opportunity has 
been given me to add my testimony to many 
good ones you already have, in regard to the 
merit of your system of physiological exer- 
cise. In two months’ time, by conscientiously 
following the exercises outlined by you, my 
muscles have been developed to a remark- 
able degree, as also has my general health 
been improved. I appreciate very much 
the individual attention which you gave my 
case and will say that if their is anybody in 
this section desiring any information 
in reference to your system, refer 
them to me and I shall take pleas- 
ure in recommending your exer- 
cises in the highest degree. 
Wishing you success and again 
thanking you for the benefit I have 
derived from your system, I am, 
ours respectfully, 
(Signed) F. M. Losey, 
Sec’y and Treas. Nat’! Foundry 
and Machine Co. 


ercise and benefit can be obtained in 
ten minutes than by any otherin two 
hours and it is the only one which 
does not overtax the heart. It is the 
only natural, easy and speedy method 
for obtaining perfect health, physical 
development and elasticity of mind 
and body. 
Pupils are both sexes, ranging in age from 
fifteen to eighty-six, and all recommend 
the system. Since no two pom are 
in the same physical condition, in- 
dividual instructions are given in 
each case. 
Write at once, mentioning this 
magazine, and I shall be pleased 
oO i free valuable informa- 
a detailed outline of my 
system, its principles and effects 
together with testimoniai letters 
from pupils. 
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Fits every hand 


Don’t think because you can buy a cake of FAIRY SOAP for 5c that it 
is like the common soaps usually sold at this price. No matter how much you 
pay for a soap you cannot get anything purer, better or more pleasing than 
FAIRY SOAP. It is used and personal'y endorsed by the wives of a majority 
of the U. S. Senators and is the choice f thousands of other prominent and 
discriminating people, who want the best regardless of price. 


The oval cake of FAIRY SOAP (put up in attractive 
cartons as illustrated above) is the handiest and most 
economical cake of floating white soap ever offered. It just 
fits the hands and will wear down to noth'ng. It is the 
most satisfactory soap for the toilet, bath inc nursery. A 
trial will convince you as it has thousands of others. 


Made only by THE N. K. FAIRBANK COMPANY, 
Chicago, New York, Boston, St. Louis. 


Fit for any hand 
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| The Slobe2Wernicke Cy, 


7 ll Row. 

FuionSew'vorx, CINCINNATI. = dneonted 
224-228 Wabash Ave. ‘ 64+66 Pearl Sr, 

3 CHICAGO. mor BOSTON j 














OpIGINATORS OF THE UNIT ( 4 -) IDEA AND OWNERS OF THE 
FUNDAMENTAL PATENTS AND 


(nf: 
AVE you ever thought what a per- 
Fae 


fect book-case should be? Attrac- 
BS tive, dust-proof, accessible, adap- 
y ted to room space, exactly the right 
size all the time. The 


Globe-Wernicke 


“ELASTIC” BOOK-CASE 


will fit your books today, next year, . 

ten years hence. It grows with your Cat ha fo 
library. Fitted with our perfection roller bearing —_ 
doors, it’s a perfect book-case and especially adapted to home libraries. 





The same qualities that enter into a per- 
fect book-case are necessary to a perfect 
office cabinet. The 


Slobe-Wernicke 


"ELASTIC CABINET 


contains the same features, the same 
advantages, as the book-case and each 
cabinet may embrace such variety of 
filing devices, and such quantity of 
Ask tor each, as is exactly suited to the re- 
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OUR COODS 
Are furnished in such variety of grades, sizes and prices as will 
suit the tastes and requirements of all; and they are carried in 
stock by dealers in principal cities—list furnished on application. 
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‘OVIYELLA’”’ 


FOR FLANNEL SHIRT WAISTS 


in all the latest Fall designs. 
SOLID COLORS! STRIPES! PLAIDS! 
In delicate shades of blue, pink, gray, old rose, dark 
and light greens and browns. 
Also a heavy weight for Ladies’ and Gentle- 
men’s Golf, Tennis and Boating Suits. 


“Viyella” is stamped on every five yards of each piece. 
“Viyella” can be obtained at all leading retail stores. 


DOES NOT SHRINK 
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RHEUMATISM 
ANDGOUT CURE 


Greatest of all 
Remedies. 


ONE BOTTLE 
WILL CURE YOU. 


Hitt Mepicine Co. _ 
40 East 19th St., ae 
NEW YORK, N. Y. o 
SEND FOR CIRCULAR, 





KLIP: 
KLIP 


A Unique Little Toilet Article 


It trims, files, shapes, and for the 


cleans, and keeps the nails in 
perfect condition. A complete P ocket 
manicure for man, woman, orchild. Silver 
steel, nickel plated. Sent postpaid on 
receipt of price if your dealer hasn’t it. 


KLIP-KLIP CO., Dept. s. 
ROCHESTER, N.Y. 25c. 





INFLUENCE 


Thirty Eminent Specialists — Professors in leading 
Colleges and Universities—disclose the secret of person- 
alinfluence and instruct you how to become magnetic. 


A Great Book—FREEIT 


Would you like to be a power among men and women 
=to be able to exert your influence over your friends 
and acquaintances in any direction you desire—to have 
them do your bidding, toturn them from wrong to right? 

Would you possess the means to secure friendship, 
influence, love, and bend the will of others to your own? 

Are you desirous of making a success of your life ; of 
reaching a position of rank in the business and social 
world? Would it not be a blessing to be able to banish 
pain and cones disease? 

These are the powers of the hypnotist—the powers 
of the possessor of Personal Magnetism. Would you 

ss them and have this power within your grasp? 

any others, whose ition in life was no better than 

our own, whose abilities were no greater than those 

hat you possess, have mastered these hidden mysteries 

and gained the power to carve out for themselves a 
life of success, wealth and fame. 

If interested, write for a free copy of our great book 
which discloses the mysteries pes | hidden secrets o’ 
Hypnotism and Personal Magnetism, Magnetic Heal- 
ing, etc. Onaccount of its great cost, we ask that only 
those to write for it who are truly desirous of winning 
business and social success, of becoming masters of men 
and women, and securing complete happiness in life. 

Over 3,000 men and women have written to us recently, 
telling how they have been able to master the teachings 
of our scientists and to become practical hypnotists, 
blessed with the ability to secure healthand power in life. 


Read the following convincing testimony and write us to-day: 
Hawry Lares, La Fourche, La., writes:— 

*“ Your methods are grand. I have controlled every one I have 
tried. I cured a case of Rheumatism of twelve years standing in 
five treatments,"’ 

HENRY MOSHLER, 543 Albany St., Little Falls, N, Y., writes:— 

“Any person of common sense can master your instructions 
and immediately wield a wonderful influence over others. 1 advise 

me who wants to improve his condition in life to write for a 
copy of your free book." 

All you need do fs to send your address, and we w'll immedi- 
@tely forward you our valuable work free of charge. Address— 


AMERICAN COLLEGE OF SCIENCES, 
Office, CP2. 416 Walnut St., Philadelphia, Pa, 








SMART SET ADVERTISER 


CURES WHILE YOU SLEEP 





Diphtheria, 
Scarlet Fever. 


Don’: fail to use CRESOLENE for the dis- 
tressing and often fatal affections for which 
it is recommended, For more than twenty 
years we have had the most conclusive as- 
surances that there is nothing better. Ask 
your physician about it. 

An interesting descriptive booklet is sent free, 
which gives the highest testimonials as to its value. 
ALL DRUGGISTS. 
VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 180 Fulton St., New York. 


HAIR ON/ 
FACE 
NECK 


AND 
ARMS 
INSTANTLY 
REMOVE ft 
WITHOUT 
INJURY TO 
THE MOST 
DELICATE SKIN 





7, an incomplete mixture was accidentally 
e hand ad on washing afterward it 
pletely re . " 
1 y harmless, 
and the hair dis 
. If the growth be 
avy growth, such as 
wo cr more applica- 
t injury or unpleasant feeling when ap- 
ever afterward 
Modene supersedes electrolysis 
Used by people of refinement and recommended 
by all whe have tested its merits. 


Modene sent mil, in safety matling-cases (securely sealed), 
n receipt per bottle. Send money by letter, with 
lainly. Postage stamps taken 


LOCAL AND GENERAL NTS WANTED. 
MODENE MANUFACTURING CO., 
Dept. 25, Cincinnati, Ohio, 


Every Bottle Guaranteed. 
OP We Offer $1,000 for Failure or the Slightest Injary. 





SMART SET ADVERTISER 


IME EQUITABLE 


“STRONGEST IN THE WoRLD 


ABSOLUTE 
SECURITY 


is the first consideration 
in any financial contract. 
and should be more rigor- 
ously insisted upon ina 
contract of life assurance 
than in any other, for up- 
on its permanent security 
may depend the whole 
future of your family. 


THF EQUITABLES POLICIES 
ARE THE GOVERNMENT BONDS 
OF LIFE ASSURANCE. 
SEND FOR PARTICULARS. 


THE EQUITABLE 
LIFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY 


OF THE UNITED STATES 
120 Broadway, NewYork. 


JWALEXANDER, Pres. J.H.HYDE. Vice Pres 


The SIXTH EDITION of 
12,000 Copies Now Ready. 














ELECTRICITY } 





\ UNDERSTANDINGLY WRITTEN 
: FOR EVERYBODY 














Above booklet has 40 pages of valuable electrical in- 
formation, written so that everyone .can understand. 

Thousands of testimonials received. 

Mailed on receipt 0 »f 10 cents. 


JAMES H. MASON, 


Dept. S.S., 150 Nassau St., New York City. 





\\{/, LADIES’ BEAUTIFUL 


& uN . ~ 


. Price, 


Stno ror New 
CATALOGVE. 


JEWELRY SPECIALTY CO., 


150 Nassau Street, New York City. 
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TurnsDown 
Like Gas. 


Sometimes you don't want a bright 
light, because it costsso much. The 
Hylo saves the difference between 16 
candle power and one candle power. 

Sometimes you prefer a dim light 
without regard tocost. The HYLO Turns 
Down as Easily as Gas. 

It costs about the same to keep The Hy lo 
Lamp burning all evening in every room 
that it does to burn one ordinary lamp in 
the hall, and you never need fumble for 


FREDERIC’S JEWELRY 

The craze of Paris—the vogue of New 
York. Exquisite gems in gold and silver 
settings so wonderfully perfect in color, 
fire, and cut that no one but the wearer can 
know they are not rare and costly stones. 


**FREDERIC PEARLS ARE WORLD FAMOUS” 
Do not confound these masterpieces with 
anything of the sort you have ever seen. 
Special designs wrought in our own 
work-rooms. 

Our “ Catalogue de Luxe’’ free, contain- 
ing over 200 Photographs (natural size), 
with prices. It tells about Frederic 
Fewels, and how to order them. 
“ FREDERIC”’ 

Fe ae and Manufacturer of 
igh Class Imitation Stones 
Dept. A 
905 Broadway 


the switch. New York 
If your dealer is up-to-date, he sells The 
Hylo. If he doesn’t, send us his name and 
we will mail descriptive matter free. 
THE PHELPS COMPANY 
44 Rowland Street, Detroit, Mich. 

















An answer to every movement made by the 

body is found in the action of President Sus- 

ender. All strain f% reheved. No other suspen- 
er is built on the same principle as 


PRESIDENT 
SUSPENDER 


Every pair is guaranteed. Look for “ President” on the 
buckles Trimmings cannot rust. Price 50 cents every- 
where. If not to be had at the dealers’, will be sent by 
mail, postage paid State whether you want them light 
or dark, wide or narrow 


C. A. EDGARTON MFG. CO., Box 259, Shirley, Mass. 





The smooth steel tune sheet used only by 
the Stella music box represents the true 
The principle of music box perfection. No 
pins or projectivesto break off. One sheet 
played ) tunes without deterioration. 


F S$ I ELLA Boxes 

Music very nearly approach the Piano in sweetness, 

harmony and volume of tone. Theexpression 

is perfect and the number of tunes unlimited. 

Do not mistake any other music box for the 

b 4 e Stella. Sold everywhere by jewelers and mu- 
rincip €E sic dealers. The Srel/a book, free. 

Jacot Music Box Co. 51 Union Sq.,New York. 

Our Music Box Always Guaranteed. 

















SMART SET ADVERTISER 


Fair as a Lily 


BE BEAUTIFUL 


Tolke'’s Medicated Vapor treatment o 
skin and complexion positively and per 
manently removes and cures Wrinkles, Freek- 
les, Pimples, Blackheads, Moth-paiches, 
Liver Spots, Sunbern, Tan, Oily or Greasy 
Skin, or Hlemishes of any kind. [t cures you 
to sta red This i $ tific treatment, 
ician 
woman, should 

, and, for the 


. | am going t 
f charge 


ina wake ire 
beauti/u Mine ts perfect 
The pimp and blackheads disappeared 
ag > magic,and | had them for years,” 
rite t e to-day It costs you nothin 
MINNIE M. TOLKE, Manuf Chemise 
; *. B. 130, Cincinnati, Obi 
Inclose 5 two-cent stamps for my treatise 
on the skin and complexion, and a trial tube 
ot my wonderful Face Food, 


WOULD YOU BECOME) 
AMANOFMARK ¢ 


Would you possess the capacity that directs affairs? 
Would you develop the power that dominates men, the 
force that controls their minds? In all walks of life these faculties 
measure the difference between success and tailure. They are to be 


traced to one mental characteristic—Pepgonal Magnetism. 
ak 


It is this well-nigh indefinable something that makes a man irresistible; that en- 
ables him to compass all difficulties; to surmount all obstacles. It is this mental energy-that 
causes him to surpass his fellow-men in the pursuit of fame, fortune, happiness. With the con- 
sciousness of the power of Personal Magnetism attained, comes ability to make friends; inspire 
confidence; win affections. You can embrace opportunities, gain social position, achieve 
bus:ness success. You can become a great power for good in the community in which you live. 

THE WONDERS OF PERSONAL MAGNETISM AND HYPNOTISM “ 
is the title of a scientific treatise which tells you precisely how to acquire this marvelous 
influence. It is a comprehensive work by the eminent authority, Dr. X. La Motte Sage, A.M., 
Ph.D., LL.D., graphically written, profusely illustrated, admirably executed. It reveals 
wonderful secrets and contains startling surprises. It is free to you for the asking. ‘This 
offer is absolutely genuine and without conditions. Send your name and address and receive 
the book by return mail without expenditure, It has brought success to thousands who have 
sent us such testimonials as these : 

Rev. J.C. Quinn, D.D., Ph.D., Pittsfield, Ills., says: Mxs.R.C. YounG, No.312 Indiana St., Lawrence, Kan., 


“ Your treatise is a revelation. It is far in advance of writes: ‘“ Your instructions are worth more than all the 
anything of the kind that I have ever seen.” previous reading of my life. The book is simply grand.” 


Write at once to 


NEW YORK INSTITUTE OF SCIENCE, 
Dept. DN2. ROCHESTER, N. Y. 








SMART SET ADVERTISER 


fection of workman- ship, finest material and choicest designs. Fifty years 
of application to de- tails have been required to attain this position. Three 
generations have labored to build up the prestige acquired for 


CRAND RAPIDS FURNITURE. 


This trade-mark VY (always in red) is placed upon the product of seventeen 


This trade-mark VY (always in red) represents ability, skill, genius, per- 


Grand Rapids fac- tories, making 15,000 different and original designs, 
and employing 6,000 skilled artisans. This trade-mark (always in 
red) is a guarantee of quality. 

Ask your local dealer for furniture bearing this trade-mark and do not 
accept something which they claim is “just as good.” 

Sold by retail dealers only. 

GRAND RAPIDS FURNITURE ASSOCIATION (Incorporated), 


GRAND RAPIDS, MICH. 





=~ \> SOAPS 
. » 


‘<< 


MODERN™TIMES - 
HAVE NOT PRODUCED ITS EQUAL 


Nine Stvles from"0-°* to00°* Catalogues atTallaee 
Ask for DELETTREZ, Paris, 


PERFUMES AND TOILET SOAPS. / NATIONAL PHONOGRAPHTCOMPANY 


Amaryllis du Japen, a most popular odor. Vie- ; New York Office. 135 Fifth Avenue.-Chicago Office, 144 Wabash Avenue 

lettes Celestes, dainty and delightful. Agiata, the ur. ; Deck {5 Coder Street, Now York 

newest and most fashionable odor; delieate and distinctive. es oremn Dept. IS C le 

Always ask for DELETIREZ. Refuse substitutes. Por sale by the best dealers. ~ Cer 
McKesson & Ropsins, American Agents, New York. 


~ THE SMART SET IN ENGLAND. 


Tue Smart Set is the new king of magazinedom.—London Sun. 

Tur Smart Set is one of the best brands in the champagne of literature.— 
Sheffield Independent. 

“With its brilliant stories, its charming verses and its wealth of witty sayings 
—these are spread all over the magazine in a most original way—Tue Smart Set 
is first in the field in a light literary sense.—/ashion (London). 
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CASH FOR YOUR REAL ESTATE 
NO MATTER gag HERE It IS 

















reason for selling and 

other information that 

would interest a prospective 

buyer. I will then tell you how a 

cash buyer can be quickly found by 

my method. I will make no charge for 

writing you fully and outlining the man- 

ner in which my plan can be made to fit 

your individual requirements. If you 

want to buy any kind of a property any- 

where, tell me what you desire, and I can, 

in all probability, be of very great and 

profitable service to you. Do any of the 
following properties interest you? 


I CAN SELL 

YOUR REAL ESTATE, 

OR BUSINESS, NO MATTER 
WHERE IT IS. 


Tell me what kind of a property you 
have, where it is located, and what it is | 
worth; tell me howit compares with other | 
similar properties in your locality; give | 
the population of your city, or town, or | 
county; state the distance to nearest post- | 
office and the nearest railroad station; give | 
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Here is a chance to buy prop 
erty at a very low figure and get 
an established in the 
bargain first, of a 
full roller mill of 75 barrels ca 
pacity, containing 
rolls, purifiers and wheat clean 
ers for the manufacture of flour 
Also machinery for buckwheat 
acres of flour, corn meal and rye flour 
and There is abundant water power 
number In addition to mill are tw« 
also a § dwelling houses and hen house 
Phere are fifty-four acres of farm 
land adjoining the mill; also forty 
acres about one-half mile away 

The business is well estab- 
lished, and there is an excellent 


The sale of this place offers This property is situated on Here is 
a hill g Narragansett 
Bay and the surr 
try for twenty r 

twelve t 
of and 


modern cc 


an excellent oppor 


an excellent opportunity to any overlookir : ' business tunity for anyone desiring to go 
ounding coun t consists, 
me desiring to raise fruit and into business. 


poultry It contains consists « attrac 


with 


tive 
all 


well 


all necessary The property consists of a 
stationery store and book bind 
ery, and a dwelling house. They 
will be sold separately or toget! 
er he business has been es 
tablished for over fifty years and 
presents a fine opening for a par 
ty with capital and push. Both 
the store and dwelling are well 
and conveniently located. The 
house contains fourteen rooms 
with modern conveniences. It 


acres, with an abundance substantial house - 
mveniences; als 
and shed adj 
inded by 
mtaining fine 
Lhere are a 


apple trees; 


grapes, plums and persimmons built stable ining 
It is surro 
land « 
fruit trees 

of pear and 
peach orchare 


The fences are new, and the five 


shade 
place 


generally is in good re 
The water is good 


The 


and beautiful, 


pair 


location is high, dry 
t is within a seven minutes’ 
walk to the water 


half mile of good 


six miles south of 
and within a 
and 


St is within a 


church and 


Augustine It 
few minutes’ walk of 


public 





school enwich is on the di 
The climate here is idea! for from Be to New 
persons who the and within four hours’ ride 
rigor of the Northern winters re the Price, 
Cash $1,600 Write § $15, 00 
for full description b 


ston 


cannot stand 


latter place 


price, ash, or $10,000 cash and 


alance in mortgage 





opportunity to gain more of the 
farmers’ trade. The place is con 
venient to the railroad station 

Cash price, 87,000 Write 
for detailed description of mill 
and machinery 








is surrounded by a lawn and 
shade trees, and is in a must 
healthful section 

Price for store 
$15,000, or $7,500 for either one 
separately Easy terms. Write 
for particulars 


and house, 





| 

CITY, NEB. 
frame house « 
side and out There is 
The lot is 150 feet by 00 

Also considerable small | 
Nicely located in residence portion of town 
$1,500 down and casy terms 


RESIDENCE, 

This is a well-b 

eight rooms. It is well f 

good water in the 

feet 
fruit in garden 

Price, $2,500 


LOUP 


substantial yntaining 
ished 
and « 


well istern 


containing numerous fruit trees 


RESIDENCE, 
I have a thirteen roc 
sirable section of Cortland, 


for the use 


CORTLA 
ym house on a lot 46x170 feet, 
N.Y It 
ences, good cellar with cemented floor, and can be arranged 
of two families if desired 
day for less than $s00 more than the price asked 
%,0co—two-thirds cash. Write for full details 


Y. 
in a de 


has modern conveni 


ND, N. 


It could not be built t« 
Will sell at 











OSTRANDER, 


1433 North American Building, Philadelphia. 








See illustrations and descriptions of numerous other properties in my large advertisements in Munsey's, 
vson's, 


Everybody's, 
Boening Post, ( 


World's Work, Harper's, ¢ 
lier's Weekly, L 


osmopolitan, Success, Pea 
iterary Digest, Christian Herald, 


Current Literature, 
and other high-class publications. 


Outlook, Review of Reviews, 


McClure’s, Frank Leslie's, 
Saturday 





SET ADVERTISER 


XEEP UP WITH THE TIMES. 


Do not buy a rifle until you have ex- 
mined into the merits of the 


SAVACE, 


ich is the TWENTIETH CENTURY 
RM. ABSOLUTELY SAFE. 

STRONGEST SHOOTER. 
Only hammerless repeating rifle in 

e world. 
onstructed to shoot SIX aaa 
RTRIDGES in one rifle. 

or GRIZZLY BEARS and 


1arantee every SAVAGE rifle. 
203 and 30-30 Calibres. 
Write for our handsome new Cata- 
gue No. 20. 
SAVAGE ARMS CO., Utica, N. Y., U.S.A. 
Baker & HAMILTON, San Francisco and Sacra 
nto, Cal., Pacific t Agents 


AWARDED GRAND GOLD MEDAL AT PARIS, BEATING 
ALL COMPETITORS, 8 ie aa ecb 


| )>\pas 


CATARRE = CORN GUM 


CURES 


Tam IN ORNS BUNIONS WARIS 


Rene ee eE ©2Sy TO apply. Does not spread 


OCatarrh, Colds in the Head, and the attendant Headache and G Wis sa | m '@) st j mm ed | ate rel | ef 


Deafness. Restores Lost Sense of Smell. Immediate relief 


uaranteed. Use before retiring at night anti! all symptoms 2 n —_— ' 
isappear. Guaranteed perfectly harmless. ASK YOUR AT ALL DRUGGISTS IS CTS..OR BY MAIL UPON RECEIPT OF PRICE 
DEALER FOR IT. Refuse al) substitutes. Price, 26 cents. 


ae ee eae eC. KEITH (Mate) Cleveland, Ohio. C.S.DENT & CO.,DETROIT. MICH. 
Solid French Ebony 


Hair sz 
Brush 


With Heavy 

Sterling Sliver 

Shield SS J 

Warranted Genuine ; 
Black Ebony, Hand F 6This 
Drawn and B is only 
,Bristles. one of 


Postpaid 2,000 ur 


y | 00 more bar- 
* gains so per- 


7 Ct —— ue fectly and ar- 

Sj inches long tistically illustrated in 
Two-letter _our latest Catalogue, that 
monogram it is like buying from sample 


or initials Sterling Silver 


engraved 
free of aid Metal Novelties 
charge. of best quality and superior 
workmanship. This Beautiful 
‘ee Catalogue will be mailed free. 
Factory prices are quoted to insure 
speedy introduction of our goods. 
Money cheerfully refunded when 
purchases do not meet with approval. 


CROSBY MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
Jewelers and Silversmiths 
556 Broadway, New York. Clerk Bs 
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SMART SET ADVERTISER 


from Julia Marlowe. 
**I consider ‘Orangeine’ the most 
wonderful remedy for headache, 
in or fatigue that I ave ever 
nown.’ 


Business Men, Toilers, Law- 
yers, Clergymen, Ladies 
of Society and Shop, 
Trained Nurses, Dentists 
and Prominent Physicians 

ublicly extol the wide 
Soman usefuiness of 
Orangeine. We have thou- 
sands of expressions like 
the following: 


“The best remedy I have ever 
tried for sick headache.’’—Miss 
Estelle H. Brown, St. George, Maine. 

Mr. J.P. Spanier, European Agent 
for the Great Atchison Railway, 
writes from Rome: ‘‘After a tedious 
journey one powder puts new life into 
me, and eures most violent head- 
ac ¢.’ 

Hon. Graeme Stewart, Chicago, 
says: ‘‘A package of ‘Orangeine’ 
with your full directions, is doctor 
and nurse combined, but best of all 
@ cure.’ 

Miss Emily A. Stoney, superin- 
tendent Nurses’ Training School, 
St. Anthony’ « Hospital, Rock Island, 
Til.,says: ‘* ‘Orangeine’ is invalua- 
ble to brain workers.’’ 

‘It does good every time.’’—Al- 
fred G. Bauer, manager Sprague, 
Warner & Co.'s advertising depart- 
ment. 

**Without doubt the finest powders 

in the world for headache.’’ —J. E. 

Richardson, Supt. Turner Worsted 

Co., Ravenua, Ohio. 


Wm. Gillette writes: 


*‘A most wonderful remedy. I 
have tried hundreds and find ‘Or- 
angeine’ the only certain headache 
cure and the only one with absolutely 
nv bad after effects." 


Orangeine 


is a harmless 5-grain powder 
delicately balanced by wears 
af test. Stops all pain and 


Headache, Neuralgia, 
Woman's Ills, 
Fatigue, Nervousness, 
Colds, Grip, 
Asthma, Indigestion, 
and Every 
Common Ailment. 

















Brigadier General Fielding, of the 
**Volunteers of America,’’ writes: 
** Orangeine’ is highly prized by 
our soldiers and is largely distrib- 
uted under my personal super- 
vision.’’ 

Dr. M. H. Aspinwall, Manage 
Keely institute, London, writes: ‘‘I 
cannot get along in this climate 
without ‘Orangeine.’*’ 

Dr. Edwin Brown, of Fatindeighia, 
says: ‘* ‘Orangeine’ works like a 
charm. I would not be without it.’’ 


Miss 
Elsie de Wolfe says: 
“I am delighted to testify to the 
magic effect of ‘Orangeine.’ I am 
fearful of patent medicines, but 
‘Orangeiné’ has no depressing after 
effects.’’ 

Mr. Joshua T. Butler, Secretary 
Corporation Liquidating Company, 
New York City, says: ‘T 
found ‘Orangeine’ an effective cure 
for violent headaches of several 
years standing.’’ 

Dr. J.F Zoalding. Portland, Ind., 
writes: ‘‘I am delighted with the 
results obtained from ‘Orangeine’ 
for nervousness, insomnia and 

irteen cases of grip with severe 
complications.’’ 

Mrs. Helen J. Heath, Groton, Vt., 
writes: ‘*Two boxes of ‘Orangeine’ 
cured Neuralgia in my head and 
face, following severe ‘Grip,’ and I 
believe saved me from a prolonged 
sickness and a big doctor’ s bill.’ 

Mr. Durbin Horne, of the great 
Pittsburg firm, Joseph Horne & Co., 
says: ‘* ‘Orangeine’ isa great pre- 
scription.. It meets your covery 
claim.’’ 

“A sure preventive of various 
disorders common to New Eng- 
land’ ’ —H. H. Bradstreet, Sec’ y U.S. 
Steel Co., Boston. 

“For fatigue—like cham 
only more lasting and beneficial 
writes the ‘‘best beloved’’ of Amer- 
ican actresses. 

Prof. Macdonald, of the Hartford 
Theological Seminary,says: *‘Sup- 
piss stimulant and nourishment for 

y and brain.’’ 

T4.-Col. BR. IL. Eskridge, 234 In- 
fantry, Fort Douglas, Utah, writes: 
** ‘Orangeine’ will not only relieve 
sick headache but will cure it.’’ 


*“@Orangetne” is sold by druggists where it has been introduced in 10, 2 and 80 cent ckages. On 
receipt of Z-cent stamp we will be clad to mail Trial Package Free with full 1 


ORANGEINE CHEMICAL CO., Chicage, Ii. 


information. 
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ADVERTISER 


HE RE iy no doubt that the 
“4711"' Cologne is the 
vate perfume of the 
ladies. Its ever increasing 
popes attests to this fact. 
weet and pungent, it is the 
essence of refinement. 
MANUFACTURED sY 
FERD. MULHENS, 
COLOGNE °/n GERMANY. 

_ SOLE U.S. AGENTS, 
MULHENS & KROPFF, 
NEW YORK. 

Send 30 cts. in stamps for 2 oz. sample 
bottle. 




















a THERMAL 


BATH 
CABINET. 


Turkish Baths and 
Shower Baths 


At Home. 


Two great 
inventions for 
30-Day Offer eve 
ealth an 
AGENTS WANTED ss disease. 
d bie com- y \s u should pur 
—h, , oks giving ymar y illus 


read « 
trations ar 
tions how 
di fferent 


The Shower 


to treat 


CRESCENT 
HLVd YHMOHS 


WRITE TO-DAY 
ROBINSON THERMAL BATH CO., 
Jefferson Street, TOLEDO, OHIO. 


tO 


751 














| Diamond Link Sutlions 


Hand made 


Z ad, with fine cut diamonds (not 
d will be sent prepaid 


of solid 14 kt 
These buttons are 
boxed 
13, 14, 15 or 16 with diamonds, $7.50 
pair; without diamonds, $3.00 pair. 
Nos. 17, 18, 19 or 20 with diamonds, $10.00 
pair; without diamonds, $5.00 pair. 
Monogram engraved on butt 


leade ar 


s without extra cl 


large 


Do not fall to write for our new Cata- 
logue “F, Mailed FREE request. 
— 


are suc h 


We! ft est ty, and our prices 
’ w silver 
war it y ’ r new ‘180-page cata- 
logue, trating wat is, i, sterling sil- 
¥ fine gold-plate welry, ar terl luding 
all, 10,000 


S. KIND & SON asa SETELEBS run 


928 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia. 




















SMART SET ADVERTISER 





Purity Books 


The way to purity is through knowledge 


The Self & 
Sex Series 


has the unqualified 
endorsement of 

Dr. Joseph Cook, 

Rev. Chas. M, Sheldon 

Rev. F. B, Meyer, 

Dr. Theo, L, Ouyler. 

Dr. Francis E. Clark. 

Bishop Vincent, 

Anthony Comstock, 

“ Pansy,” 

Frances E. Willard, 

Lady H. Somerset, 


Bminent Physicians aad 
Hundreds of Others. 
SYLVANUS STALL, D.D, 
BOOKS TO MEN. By Sylvanus Stall, D.D. 
What a Young Boy Ought to Know. 
What a Young Man Ought to Know. 
What a Young Husband Ought to Know, 
What a Man of 45 Ought to Know. 


BOOKS TO WOMEN. 8y Mrs. Mary Wood-Allen, M.D, 
What a Young Girl Ought to Know. 
What a Young Woman Ought to Know. 
S1000 Prize Book, by Mrs. Emma F. A. Drake, M. D, 
What a Young Wife Ought to Know. 
Price, $1. per copy, post free. Send for table of contents. 


Vir Publishing Company, p&kc0' Sseses 











Ghe Figure 


Beautiful | 


Our method of treatment for 
Developing 
Ghe Figure 


has the 








following points of ex- 
cellence possessed by no other 
method, and which we positively 
guarantee 

Certainty. This we prove by 
living subjects, photographs and 
sworn statements. 

Rapidity. No other method 
can possibly show such quick 
development of the figure 

Convenience. No effort or 
work whatever necessary on your 
part. It isa home treatment. 

Harmlessness. ooo physi- 
cians in New York alone certify 
to this statement 

Cost. Very moderate One 
price for the simplest and for the 

TRADE-MARK most difficult cases. 
The Venus de Milo method appeals to the common sense 
and intelligence of women. 


Our booklet, **Health, Grace and Beauty,” 
giving full information, sent in plain sealed en- 
velope free on receipt of 4 cents postage. 

Women specialists in charge. 

Ghe NATURE COMPANY, 
4i West 24th Street, Suite “S,” NEW YORK. 





BEAUTIFUL HANDS AND NAILS 


A Distinguishing Mark of a 


CREAM VAN OLA For softening and whitening the hands ar 
. — It feeds and nourishes the skin tissues 
the standar« the fastidious 


DIAMOND NAIL ENAMEL. (5%: 


eae s y perfumed 
D iamond Nall Polish will assure beautifu 


RO SALINE "This preparation, which cannot be detected, 
@ face and nails a most delicate rose tint th 
— tiful. —e not _ ted by perspiration or displaced t 
nts 
ONGOLINE. Blea he san rd cleans the nails, removes ink, hosiery ar 
®@ glove stains from the skin; guaranteed harmless. Bottle 
Dr. J. PARKER PRAYW’S toilet preparations have been on tt 


market for 24 years. If your dealer is honest he will supply you with « 
ine and not push rank imitations upon Send stamp for booklet 


t and m 


7 __Dr. J, PARKER PRAY COMPANY, 


2 EK. 284 St., N. ¥. City. 


nufacturers and Proprietors, 





A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever. 
DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S 


ORIENTAL CREAM, OR MAGICAL BEAUTIFIER, 


Removes Tan, Pimples, Freckles, Moth 
Patches, Rash and Skin diseases, and every 
ble mish m beauty, and defies letec tion 
its virtues it nes stood the test « 
no other has, and is so h 
we taste it to be sure it is re pe rl 
made. Accept no counterfe 
similar name. The distir gui he 
Dr. L. A. Sayre said t« y 
the Aaut ¢ 
ladies will u 
*Gouranud's 
harmful of « 
tions.” One bole wi t 
using it every day Got Rat Ws 
POUDRE SUBTILE removes superfiu- 
ous hair without injusy to the skin 
Ferd. T. Hopkins, l’rop'r, 97 Gt. J 
St..N. Y. For sale by all Drugg 
and Fancy Goods Dealers throug 
out the U. S., Canadas and Europe 


PURIFIES 
AS WELL AS 





ac PARLE OBESITY SOAP 


Result secured by applica- 
tion of the lather; no rub- 
bing; no change of diet 
or habits; absolutely harm- 
less—and 


IT WILL DO IT. 
SEND FOR BOOKLET. 


LA PARLE SOAP CO., Dept. SS., St. James 
Bidg., Broadway and 26th St., New York. 





FAT 
REDUCED 


OBESITY 
SOAP 














SMART SET ADVERTISER 


Turn the 
bottle upside 
down 


It won't hurt it. 


There’s no 
sediment in 


Evans’ 
Ale - Stout 

















rewed for past 115 years by C. H. Evans & Sons, Hudson, N. Y. 


THE KALEIGH, 


Penn. Ave., Cor. I2th St., N. W., 
Washington, D. C. 


i _ European Plan. | 
ca se Par DAVIDSON 
T. J. TALTY, Peaaager. | QOLF BALLS 


DRIVE FARTHER 
PUTT TRVER 
LAST LONGER 


They are made of pure gutta, are full size and 
weight, and guaranteed to be seasoned at least eight 
months before painting. 

Dealers will redeem Davidson Balls when they 
have been used, allowing $2.co per dozen in ex- 

change for new ones, or send them to us and we will 
We sell direct to the consumer, carrying out this make the exchange. Practically, the new balls cost 
rk for you. Samples (unmarked) 20c. Box of you but $2.00 per dozen. Three sample balls will be 


pure Turkish cigarettes (made to order sie - 
sent postpaid f sent on receipt of $1.00. 


on each one 





ist for the asking 


Play BRos.. DAVIDSON RUBBER CO. 
56 New St., N. ¥. City. { 19 Milk Street i = Boston, Mass. 
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ADVERTISER 





SPOOL SILK 


Corticelli Silk is made honestly—twisted 
evenly, dyed scientifical y, Spo woled care- 
fully, measured accurately (always full 
length), and sews smoothly for hand or 
machine use, as you will find by a trial. 
It is the strongest silk made 


37 FIRST PRIZES 


awarded for superiority at expositions, in- 
cluding Highest Award, Gold Medal, at 
suffalo. W be n you ask for Corticelli some 
dealers, will try to sell you a cheap silk on 
which they make a larger profit. Go to 
another store every time. Send for our 
fashion booklet, free for a postal. 


CORTICELLI SILK MILLS, 
26 NonotTuck Sr., FLORENCE, Mass. 


2 Book of Patterns for “Corticelli Crochet Silk 
Purses and Bags,” mailed for ro cents. 





SMART SET ADVERTISER 





‘1847 - y 1847 
Rogers | a Rogers 
VY Ask for y ; mo Bros.’ 4 


i847 


Rocers Bros. 


Goods 








. and you will receive 


The Original and Genuine ROGERS BROS. “ Silver Plate that Wears, o 


made under the most favorable conditions after half a century of experience, and guaranteed by the largest concern 
of its kind in the world. Artistic designs, heavy plate and fine finish are well known features of “‘1§847 Rogef?s Bros.” 
goods. Leading dealers will supply you. Do not accept ordinary ‘“‘Rogers,”’ or other brands cf unknown value, which 
are sometimes claimed to be ‘‘just as good.’” Remember the brand that was used by our grandparents—“‘]847 Rogers 
Bros.”’ and the year it was first made. Ask for “1847 Rogers Bros. ;”’ it is your safeguard ; tuat trademark cannot be 
imitated. Send forcatalogue No. 6r T. INTERNATIONAL SILVER Co., Successor to 

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Meripen, Conn, 
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“snnses” 


», 20th Century 
Without the Foster. With the Fostes, 
Chocolates | Ghe Straight Militery Front 
shown in figure to right is secured by wearing 


Ate made by -a’new and improved method. They are not 

ta; be, cotipared ‘to 'dther, chocolates. Theycontain rich, | Ge Foster Hose Supporter 
moist ¢reany and nut-centers:and are delicately coated with | Patented December 5, 1899. 

Ho Ee ot Ee eee cninte | sttone ceoure te: hold back. the’ entire’ abdomen, sasurfng” the 


inte of the Gelicate Cream wi tins detenied chocolate wearer a correct standing pociaas and the much desired straight 


RAKES SR DEAEEL BONAIRE Oneal plécererappediim wax | mont. tt Pounds and has no metal parts to mar or tear the corset, 
paper stamped with the harhe, of flavor. ; Wide web, black or white . 60c 
. . . ete cE , fancy frilled, black, white 
Forte we wit propa ida M4 ipahor of | ‘ 'G . se or pink : ‘ 

nut flavors ford beh ss Pane Braril, | L v Heav baoan pad if desired, 91°35 

‘an md. Coc an we) Allee PEp pew int A \ GhPifat the name “ Fates "tis stamped on every pair. Get it of your 

: i Vanilla sae Rg oy aed ex dealer. If he hasn't itgtake ne substitute, but order of us direct. Name 

; aa be Sah meo, three and-five — poursdthler, sodyise Dior, heigh{}gd waist measure. 

WA, A ns CR THE FOSTER HOSE SUPPORTER (O., 438 Broadway, New York 
OT OF OO 


LBASESS INGANNATI. OW ' 





SMART SET ADVERTISER 


--PROGRESS IN COOKING... 


There were reasons, perhaps, why the New Eng'and “ Boiled Dinner” 
was good enough in its day. Some people still seem to be satisfied with 
that kind of living Even an iron pot over an open fire may answer in 
such cases if nothing better happens to be at hand. People who believe 
in progress in cooking, however, as well as in the other arts of living, 
who insist upon having the best, show a decided preference for the great 


Majestic Malleable =? Range 


It is the range that pays for itself by saving bills for repairs and by 
cutting down bill« for fuel; that gives uniformly perfect service because 
it works weil all the time, and that lasts for generations, prope rly used. 

A postal ‘equest will bring our ew “ Al 
about Majestic Ranges and Kitchen Arrangements.” 


MAJESTIC MANUFACTURING CO., 
45 Cliff S:., New York. 2031 Morgan St., St. Louis, U.S.A. 














i677 FOR 24 YEARS 1901 


We have successfully treated all forms of 


CANCER 


Tumors and other new growths except those in the stomach, 
other abdominal organs and the Thoracic Cavity without the 
use of the knife. As « logical result of our success 








The World’s Standard 
for thirty years. 


It cleanses, reserves, 
beautifies and whitens 
the teeth, strengthens 
the gums.and sweetens 
the breath. 


Put up in neat tin boxes, THE BERKSHIRE HILLS Sanatorium 


it is perfect for the dress- ane humble begianing ae the lorwest = ee eed 
. * appointed private institution in the world for the treatment of a 
ing table and ideal for special class of diseases, and has no rivals. . It is conducted by a 
traveling No powder to graduate of standing in the Regular School of Medicine, and upon 


a strictly ethical and professional basis. Any physician who desires 


scatter no liquid to spill to investigate our method of treatment will be entertained as our 
ie guest. All physicians are cordially invited. 

or to stain garments. Upon receipt of a description of any case of Cancer or Tumor 

we will mail, prepaid and securely sealed, THE MOST VALUA- 

25c at all druggists. BLE AND COMPREHENSIVE TREATISE ever published on 

this special subject, and will give you an opinion as to what can 

PROPRIETORS: be accomplished by our method of treatment, and will refer you 


C. H. STRONG & CO., Chicago. ape ns oqo 
DRS. W. E. BROWN & SON, North Asoms, Mass. 


We never use drugs, obesity tablets or 
IMPROVE YOUR SHAPE [:22iscsoas 
en the system and often cause death. 


We reduce the flesh without any discomfort to the wearer. Obesity belts used to advant- 
age by corpulent people, both ladies and gentlemen, to reduce corpulency and give shape 
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to a pendulous or relaxed abdomen. The use of these belts reduces your size and leaves 
no room for surplus fat to accumulate; also gives absolute safety from Navel Rupture; 
relieves the dragging sensation peculiar to a pendulous abdomen and improves the shape. 
We will send the belt to any part of the United States or Canada. Special Price, 
Send measure around the largest part of abdomen when ordering belt. 


$2.50. 

Comfortable belts made to order to be used after any operation. 
We also make belts invaluable to prospective mothers. 
Those interested in the subject call or write and get an illustrated book—FREE. 

We Manufacture Trusses for all Cases of Rupture, 
IMPROVED ELASTIC TRUSS COMPANY, 
768 BROADWAY, NEW YORE, 

(Two doors below Wanamaker’s, near Ninth Street.) 


. mination Free. \. 
hatine tn Aitpntanse fap 5 20 — in New York Goce Gnas 
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SMART SET 











New Catalogue Mailed on Request, 


which describes and illustrates the faultless 
style and marked quality of the 


** Militant,” 


the famous Paris straight-front style of 


THOMSON’S 


“ Glove-Fitting ” 


It marks the perfection 
of this prevailing mode. 
Turn it Over 


and see how it is made. 
All seams curving ’round 
the body. 

For sale by all the best 
dealers in the country. 


Geo. C. Batcheller & Co., 


345 Broadway, 
New York. 











BORATED 
| TALCUM 


Delightful after Bathing. A Luxury after Shaving. 
A Positive Relief for 
CHAPPED HANDS, CHAFING, 
and all afflictions of the skin. “A LITTLE HIGHER IN 
PRICE, PERHAPS, THAN WORTHLESS SUBSTITUTES, BUT 
A REASON FOR IT.” Delightful after shaving. Sold every- 

where, or mailed on receipt of 25 cents. 
Get Mennen's (the original). SAMPLE FREE. 
CERHARD MENNEN CO., Newark, N. J. 





ADVERTISER 


A. JAECKEL & CO 
Furriers ~ 


37 UNION SQUAR 
NEW YORK 


Sketches of any garment desired sent on application, 





23 YEARS 


the Standard of 
Excellence 


Only True 
Sanitary Underwear 


ALL WEIGHTS FOR ALL WANTS 


ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FREE 


{ 16 West 23d Street 
155-157 Broadway 

504 Fulton Street 
3 230-232 Boylston Street 
PHILADELPHIA: 924 Chestnut Street 
CHICAGO: 82 State Street 


Agents In all Principal Cities 


NEW YORK: 


BROOKLYN: 
BOSTON: 





SMART SET ADVERTISER 





IMPORTANT TO THIN LADIES, || Special Values in 


w a a 
oe TWENTY-FIVE YEARS ine iO ins 


An opportunity to get a 
fine instrument very low. 
Students violins (dated 
1700-1830) from $50 up. 
Concert instruments by 
the old masters, in fine 
preservation, from $100 
up. Note these few ex- 


Peo re.azs 30,$150; Gran- 


cino, $200; Pressenda, 
$200; Gabriel)i 200; 
Kloz, $125; j : 
any others. Four ma&gnificetit Stradi- 
and Amati, very low. Send for oug 
f old violins (Free) Contains histor 
e old masters, of Cremona and Rreesig 
i rated; with facsimile labels, also 
ist.af old violins possessing the pure, mellow 


ting from $50.00 te formal Cen 
nite accompatites euch vif — 


i Ww 4 
SPECIAL OFFER. "°*! walsh 
pproval and geven days éxamination. 
YON &uH » 36 Adams | Ghee Chicago, 


a 


HY RO-VACU 


Treatmént: at' Mame) 
this wonderful fo) selgespee, ntion are 
. It cures all case heads, 
| ’ tions, cleanses he aes pores, 
c eae, 


plump and,pentifoh. / 4 
someeres Wetaistes 














noise 


FREE—ONE- BOX -AND — BOG 


Our sellowtng liberal as puts it within “ reach § 


very pu Dr. led 
ood is will! 
ill one pl 


mpook, pny or MASSAGE,” Siustrated with d 

mane correct movements for massaging the face; nec 

Merms, and bust, and cohtathing ‘vatuable “hints 
ealth and beauty. Pierre Chapiott, the celebrat 
remph masseur, says of thig bédk) } It) {9 Yhé mae 
mple ave ever seen. Every woman sho 
ve orp t it daily.” Write to-day. A dq 
ar bill Mitte ai 


*opp “CHARRE aata“ng 
0 \ HOW Yc iy, | mu |B 


Gancer | |iz: 


Cancer or Tumor (internal or external). : 
ured with) Soathing: Baimy) Oil¢ ( mee: 
Home treatment sent in = 246, Tndianapo rite Fb Book. i 


. Ren-ere, - Be > ho == = vow | 


MORPH UN Egan 


b anyone addreted 'toth uae mH) os Op fut, Laudanitins, eiec 
P \eotiier uipt gih abit) Gemtains !Principle ereto ‘ore unknown and lacking in 
others.- We restore the nervous and p&ysi ystems andibus remove the cause, Confi- 























ax. PAUL: ASSOCIATION, 460. Van Buren St., Ce1CAGC 
fo 





- a dinuitis s sassaiaiei 


\..—<ge —- 
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SMART SET ADVERTISER 





Whist Les 


A $20.00 series of Whist Lessons by mail, free, 
with each set of Paine’s Whist Trays bought 
from your dealer. Write us for particulars. Our 
booklet, ‘‘Simple Whist,” teaches principles of 
the game in an evening. Mailed for 2c. stamp. 


PAINE’S DUPLIC SATE WHIST TRAYS. 
Neat — Compact — 
Durable—the most 
satisfactory for play- 
ing Duplicate Whist. Cards are 
easily inserted and securely 
held. Every detail patented. 
PAINE TRAY, Infringements prosecuted. 
Sold by dealers, or address 


The U.S. Playing Card Co., Dept34, Cincinnati, U.S. A. 








~ Perfect 
Curves 


i 9 Aa SN Sern. te fits. out 


keayotiow and fiat «pl 
beauty to 3 heck eee clears eee. 
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THE BES? Of Bil)’ and FEF’ ov, 
| Mrs. Winslow's 
hagbeen used by nigthers for 
ings Ate you disturbed at nig 
bysd sitk Hild suffering and cry 
det nz Li so.sem1 at onpe and geu 
M W irisfo ws’ Sobe 
Children, Deething.. Its valuezs 
re ~ ve the poor little sufferer immedi 
tymothers; theretts po*mistake abo 
Hida terniate & the Stiniactt aid B 
( Chicas Chet, che-G ame wednew Inf 
toyé Ad energy 
“=Pirs; 


ption of one i sii ‘ kc le 
nie ate: 
a oa st = 
ttle e ytd an ne or 


ble and hy 


Portage, eta. BALLounmical cee be 


Mens fatty ——— 


harmiess 
Mrs. Mary O. Bald evi Box 191%, errs 











Copyrighted, 1901, by The U. S. Playing Card Co., Cincinnati 
THE GEORGE WASHINGTON CARD, 


A fitting yes for a card of quality. Especially 
appropriate Tor 4 CBlonial or patriotic party. Rich, 


subdued , Fgigrs in Rookwood tones. The cards 
are cm crisp.and elastic. Found only in our 





The apittre playing ¢ 
Macks in gold an? ‘many colors new designs 
much as Martha Washington (compartion tothe 


; bove), Napoleon; Josephine, Sitting, Bull, Rook- 


rood Indian, Good» Night; Spinning: AV heel, 
Rube HMBIDATOMDTES BIMAR GBS 


mo rand Prix, 


4a } exposition, Paris, 1900, 
ay ,Clas yOtid Competition.” 


AMAA SC anc send to/us with ai2-cerit 
re saihiple George’ Washington Card 
¥ ¢ and eur 64-page illusttated book, 
/) tertaining with Cards;’*de- 
colonial, patriotic . and 
her novel card parties. 
ee S. PLAYING CARD CO. 

_ Repratment 8. Cincinnati, Ohio. 
eas 28 OP biberty Trade Mark Ace of Spades: J 




















SMART SET ADVERTISER 


SEND 10 CENTS peoeesnesnssonsonnocosqosqonoqnoqnsqosooneones 
FOR A SMALL BOTTLE OF ; ee Spinal Deformities 


CyvTissE :* 


just enough to prove to you that it is one of the most 
attractive and fascinating perfumes made by Maison 
Violet (pronounced Vee-o-lay). 
Cytise has the odor of a dainty —_— 
flower and is an original and unusua) per- 
fume. Awarded the Grand Prix, Paris, 
1goo. 
It is only one, however, of a number of 
equally popular good perfumes made in 
these various forms by this house 
These perfumes have all been recog- 
nized in the fashion centres everywhere. 
The perfumes made by this house are 
the standard of the world 
Small vials of five carefully selected 
odors, of which you can choose your fa- 
vorite odor, will be sent on receipt of 50 
cents, any one for 1o cents. 
Cytise is put up in one and one-half 
ounce, beautifully cut glass stopper 
bottles in decorated boxes, for $1.35 
each 
FREE.— Booklet tellin 
our perfumes andacard perfumed 7 eon sntnal eeubieh, Soaks ar Sensis 
with Ambre Royal sent to anyone /@ B ances for protruding abdomen, weak back, stooping shoulders 
on request. i s for free booklet and ietters from pl.ysicians, physica! instructors and 


faction guaranteed. Price, @4 to $95, 
(Pronounce 


ad 


ODO OLDS 


POTCOI00OD 


85 per cent. cheap- 
er than the old 
methods. 100 per 
cent. better. 
Weighs 
ounces 
where oth- 
ers weigh 
pounds. For 
Men, Women, 
and Children; 
none too 
young, none 
too old to be 
cured, 


> POOPO OD 


” ~~ eTerr 
POV OOO OOO CS 


POOP POLI 0 00000-90000 


We offer the only Scientific Appliance ever invented for the 
and cure of this unsightly ndition ured Mr. P. B. Sheldon, the 
ventor, of curvature of the spine of 30 years’ standing 
Throw away the cumbersome and expensive 
plaster-of-paris and sole-leather jackets. 
Our Appliance is light in weight, durable and conforms to the body 
all about as not to evidence that a support is worn. It is constructed on strictly 
(> A scientific anatomical principles, and is truly a godsend to all sufferer 
We also make Scientific Appli 


ee 


2. se 
- a 


STEAMBURG, N. Y., February 9, 1901 
After having worn the plaster-of-paris jackets, 1 can truthfully sav 
your appliance is far more comfortable to wear It rrects curvatur 
quite as well and fits the body so perfectly that no one would suspect | 
You have my life-long gratitude and well wishes 
IDA BLOOD 


POO00 0000000000 


was wearing one 


29 Boulevard des italiens, Paris. 


FRANK M. PRINDLE & CO., 


Sole Agents for the United States, 
Suite K, 8 Thomas Street, 


Of The plaster-of- paris jacket above mentioned weighed 8% ib 
The Philo Burt Appliance put on in tts place weighed 17 ounces—a 





' ‘THE PHILO BURT MFG. Co., 
57 THIRD STRERT, JAMESTOWN, 
NEW YORK. | 2... Poi nn  DD reoces w 
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EASE OF 
| MAKES EASE OF MIND 


SEVIEVIE 


“The one Reliable Beautifier”’ 
Positively cures Freckles, 
Suan-barn, ran Ring- 

worm and al! imperfec- 
tions of the skin, and pre- 
vente wrinkles. Does not 


i ot 
ee 


Sensitive feet, 
Feet which have been 


te i 


victims of negtiect, 

Feet naturally tender, 
Feet made sore by cruel shoes or overwork, 
Feet that perspire, 
Nervous, aching, burning feet, 
Feet that are imperfect from any cause, 
WILL GAIN INSTANT RELIEP AND PERMA- 

ENT EASE BY USIN 


merely cover up but eradicates 

them. Malvina Lotion and 
Ichthyol Soap should be used 

in connection with Malvina 
Cream. At all druggists, or sent 
on receipt of price. Cream, juc., post- 
paid; Lotion, S0c., express co!lert; 
Seap, 25c.,postpaid. Send for testimonials. 


PROF. lL, HUBERT, Toledo, Obie. 


COGSWELL’S FOOT TONIC. 


It promptly aliays inflamma- 
tion, too. 

Sent securely packed 
postpaid to any address in 
the United Seates, price $1.00 
per bottle 

Sample bottles sent postpaid 
on receipt of 25 cents. 


Ee. N. COGSWELL, 
Surgeon Chiropodist, 


St. James Bidg., 11323 Broadway, 
NEW YORK. 


Dr. Cogswell, the recognized 
authority on the feet and their 





EVERY WOTMIAN MAY ACQUIRE 


A Beautiful Figure 


BY THE USE OF MY UNRIVALED 


“NOYLENE” 


(No Meehanieal Appliances or Drugs.) 
= ““NOYLENE” develops your bust 
Call and investigate when all other preparations fail. 
ailments, will be pleased to an .<——Y when — When through experimenting, try it. 
swer all inquiries pertaining t \ (atta cesepie’. daily Established since 1888. Price, @2.00. 
“oe A Wetle book full of val vd A FREE SAMPLE of Instantaneous 
i vad ough ty By. Perspiration Deodorizer sent for 10 cents postage. 


uable information, ‘*‘ The Art of 
k g Beautiful,” by D 
e x Sonnet om pn Mme. = Cc. MARIE, Specialist, 
Ladies’ Goilet —/tudio, 
138 WEST 116TH STREET, 
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Hunter 


Baltimore 
Rye 


av N Wa P Pure, Old, Rich 


and Mellow. 
TRAD Px MARK 


SS 
Barrimore RYE 


BOTTLED BY 
WM LanaHan & SON 
BALTIMORE 


Sold at all First-Class Cafés and by Jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 


bo bbntrtntetelndututats 
POOP Po 0 00> 
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The Improved 


BOSTON 
GARTER 


The Standard for 
Gentlemen. 


ALWAYS EASY. 


The Name “ BOSTON 
“SE GARTER” is stamped 


on every loop. 
The : 


CUSHION 
BUTTON 


«_CLASP 
Lies flat to the leg— 


never Slips, tears nor unfastens. 


Every Pair Warranted. 


SOLD EVERYWHERE. 
Sample Pair, Silk 50¢, Cotton 25e. 
Mailed on receipt of price. 
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FR The Truth 


can be told about 


reat 
Western 
Champagne 


without any concealment 
or perversion of facts. 

It is pure and perfect, 
the acme of wine excel- 
lence, and offered at a 
less price than any foreign 


champagne. 


PLEASANT VALLEY WINE CO., Sole Makers, 
Rheims, N. Y. 
Sold by all respectable wine dealers everywhere. 
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WHISKEY 





If you are a judge of good liquor, 
and would relish a drop of rare old 
Kentucky goods for home or me- 
dicinal use, send us your name. 
We make an exceptional article of 
whiskey, and are feeling our way 
towards placing it direct to con- 
sumers at a low price. Our little 
book ‘‘ Whiskey Secrets" is gotten 
up for intelligent people. Send for 
a copy. It is free. 


Lone Creek Distillery 


Established since 1869 


Newport, Kentucky 


Of Mention The Smart Set, please 


wi 
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See the Difference 


WHEN TREES ARE NOT USED WHEN TREES ARE USED DAILY 
when LE ADAM'S SHOE TRERS ave sed in your shoes daily They take out the wrinkles, prevent tocn and he 

le I f and h ¢ shoes. Give great comfort and make your shoes wear longer FOR MEN AND 
WOME N, $1 ‘00 PE R PAIR. Yo noney back if t “satist actory Illustrated Booklet on “ Care of Shoes.” FREI 


LIONEL B. LEADAM, 130 Paimetto St., Brooklyn, N. Y. (Formerly 80 Wall St. N. Y.). 


OF VITAL INTEREST 


TO EVERY LADY 
. is a thor- 
Corsi ie oughly re- 
liable sys- 
tem for Bustand Form De- 
velopment. Conspicuously 
different in principle. Ab- 
; , Solutely certain in results, 
= Economical in price and 
Re. = time. Guaranteed to per- 
Do You Scowl? J manently enlarge the bust 
nee yee -~ a . " .- oe = 4 and perfect the contour of 
r ty < facial disfigurements, dis jthe neck and shoulders. 
t ; icals. Based on - . Send 2c. for booklet show- 
ientific prix ar contr iL Applies d at night = ying perfect development 


B & P. ‘Wrinkle Eradicator + AA NAS bem deo 
will be impressed with its logic and common sense 
sal urticle ever added to the wom man's s THE MADAME TAXIS TOILET CO., 365, G3rd St., Chicago, Lil, 
| t r 
aE derfal power iy box agc.; 4 bx Secs full aw 44 — - _— — 
Ww gladly an wer any questions 


The 2 & FP. Ce. (Two Women), 36 Kirk St., Cleveland, 0. Oj’ Note the TREATED SIDE of this Face. 


The habit of Frowning forever 
cured and 





BB WORPHINE'? it cured : 
—- NE ea eras Wrinkles Removed 
cured. NO PAY TILL 2 

ag Po At Any Age. 
AES Never fails «“ ANTI-WRINKLE SHEETS ” 


* ink les, Super work like magi e you sleep and facia 
MBtes, étc.,“pert : 


anently ‘ ‘ ines 
Examination "Bian free » forming them _— ed (TRADE-MARK.) 


eoanSentiet tio ‘ttys excepted). Adviee echeer- AVOID IMITATIONS. 


correspondents. 
3 fabbiness my ASTRINCENT works » 


pecialist, 








ONE sbuah ¢ = WILL IMPROVE AND 


Vs Safd Arsenic Complexion Wafersand a 
Fould’s Medicated Arsenic Soap For One Dollar 


5 ae (A toe {Oona redne Lg tigre 


de Fr the eyes and 5 a wort Gq whether on the face, 
neck, arene or bedy, {They brighten and be | th mas no other remedies 


saute 5 eed RANE Nt, OSAP MF acct 
a ic ox 19 ‘ > x 
for the ‘an. yw ee, - beter a eae ak #ia ‘4h ve., Sow 
York. Sold by Druggists Sverywuess. 
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A Happy Thanksgiving follows 
Life Insurance. 


HII} 
HI 


Hi | 


mee ete te ee me 


Provide future Plenty for your 
Family and Yourself. 
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“No other drink like this” 
ite. 
uA WATER 


distilled by nature from Wis- 
consin dews and charged 
deep down in the earth— 
is purely good. 





Our booklet tells the White Rock story—free. 


WHITE ROCK MINERAL SPRING COMPANY 
Waukesha, Wisconsin. 





(FRENCH tieoost) Fat Folks 


the Phonograph reduced to stay reduced, by the Original 


Each of our students is furnished a $20 Edison 2 ' . . Ave wv ’ _ 
Standard Phonograph ,which gives him the native ‘ Obesity Specialist, has tw enty fiv © y ears ex 
teacher’s exact pronunciation. Students make perience, devotes his entire time to the treat- 


records to show progress in speaking, and retarn sey y art : . 
them for criticiam. The famous I. C. 8. Text- 7 ment of Obesity. No starv ing, no ill-effects, 
books simplify reading and writing—the phono- : no wrinkles, no increase after the cure is 
tHE makes correct speaking easy. Courses in {\ complete. Its harmlessness is absolutely and 


rench, SpanishandGer- _ en ng 
man. Circular free. a | NA unconditionally guaranteed. Enclose stamp 


for booklet. 
0. W. F. SNYDER, M. D. 
5 Masonic Temple, CHICAGO 
94+-156—Sth Ave., New York City 


Willis’ Home Cure Cannot Fail. 


An Unparalleled Record, 100 It Makes Men Look Like Men, Feel Like Men, Act Like Men. 
To prove that this is true I will gladly send, in plain wrapper, a large sample treat- 

per cent. cures to stay cured ment, sufficient to test its wonderful merit, free of all expense to those who write me in LARGE 

good faith. To be cured by my cure means to be cured forever. To show how harmiess 

it is, and how easily it acts, it is only necessary to take a few doses one day, at home, at TRIAL 

work, anywhere, no one will know you are taking anything but ordinary medicine. A 

wonderful change in the patient will be noticed at once; the nerves become steady, the TREATMENT 

appetite good, and refreshing sleep ensues. It will surprise and delight you. Its FREE 

magic influence drives the alcoholic poison from the system and destroys all desire » 

for strong drink 


Easily, safely, absolutely, with no loss of time, and at very small expense. 

I have thousands of grateful letters from wives, sisters and children of those who have taken my Home 
Cure. Many of the writers of these letters, knowing that I hold all correspondence sacredly confidential, 
unless instructed to the contrary, have insisted that I use their letters to convince sufferers from Liquor 
Drinking that there is hope for them, that they can be cured. Some of these letters I will send you if you 
desire it 

Remember, I don’t want one cent of your money unless I can prove to your entire satisfaction that my 
Home Cure is a genuine boon to those who need it, and until you feel justified, from the convincing evidence 
1 will send you, in placing your confidence in me and my cure. Can any offer be fairer? Write To-day for 
the free trial treatment, and address plainly, 


PARKER WILLIS, 330 Pike Building, Cincinnati, Ohio. 
46 
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SMART SET ADVERTISER 


BUFFALO LITHIA 
WATER 


IN URIC ACID DIATHESIS, 
Cout, Rheumatism, Renal Calculus, and Stone in 
" the Bladder. 
The Best Table Water.”’ 


Dr. Roberts Bartholow, former Professor of Materia Medica and General Therapeutics tn 
the Jefferson Medical College of Philadelphia, Author of Bartholow's Materia Medica and Therapeutics, says; 

**BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINCS, of Virginia, contain well-defined traces of Lithia and are 
alkaline. This is used with great advantage in Gouty, Rheumatic, and Renal Affections. IT 1S THE 
BEST TABLE WATER KNOWN TO ME, AND I HAVE SOPME EXPERIENCE OF THEM ALL.”’ 

James K. Crook, A. M., M. D., Adjunct Professor of Clinical Medicine and Physical 
Diagnosis at the New York Post-graduate Medical School (see “ Mineral Waters of the United States,” by pie) 
66 has gained a wide reputation, especially in the treatment of Uric 

BUFFALO LITHIA WATER Acid Diathesis, Gout, Rheumatism, Renal Calculus, Stone 
in the Bladder, and Gastro-intestinal Disorders.’’ 

Spring No. 1 is both a NERVE and a BLOOD TONIC, and in PALE, FEEBLE, and ANAEMIC 
SUBJECTS is to be preferred, In the absence of these symptoms, No. 2 is to be preferred, 


BUFFALO LITHIA WATER is for sale by Grocers and Druggists generally, 


Testimonials which defy all imputation or questions sent to any address. 


PROPRIETOR BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINGS, VIRCINIA 











HARDERFOLD fans 


- . = ett td ‘ 


The novel theory — Underclothing 
of inter-air-space, as a Po ‘ is as much an agency 
means of retaining the 7 Underwear of good health as dict, 
heat of the body and ; exercise, or any of the 
of complete ventilation “ means adopted for its 
at one and the same P preservation. For illus- 
time, is abundantly , > . trated catalogue,address 


and scientifically ~ HARDERFOLD FABRIC CO. 


proven. 7 TROY, N.Y. 
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FINE GOLD AND DIAMOND 
JEWELRY AND STERLING SILVER 


g “DIRECT FROM WORKSHOP.” 


“lern idea is to deal direct and save middle- 
Our prices are one-third lower than retailer's 
“ais are of the highest quality in all respects 
genui. e and of fine quality—diamonds are fine wAr‘e 
We illustrate a few articles from our catalogue. An 
und satisfactory may be returned and money will be refun te ! 
Ring, 3 whole pearls, 3 op 
Ring, 16 diamonds, of 


. diamond, . 
diamor . 
liamond . 
2 opals, rok, . 
ch, 14k, whole pe aris, diam« ond centre, ° 


Q 


h, 14k, 7 diamonds, 
och, 4k, diamond 


" 


ad 
OARA 


arf Pin, 14k, diamond, . ° 
carf Pin, s4k, diamond, . ° ° 
10k, baroque pearl, 
h and Chate ine, rok, antique finish, pearl, 
«ht and Chatelaine, rok, antique finish, pearl, 
h, tok, antique finish, pearl, 
och and Pendant, rok, pearls, diamond centre, 
»ch, rok, pearls 
ch, rok, antique almandine garnet, 
Pea ari le yoch and Pendant, 4k, diamond centre, 
Brooch, rok, pearls ° 
h and Chate aine, 1 ak antique, pearl, 
och and Chatelaine, rok, ° 
Pear! Brooch and Chatelais mond in crescent . . 
Pearl Brooch and Pendant, 14k, 6 whole pearls, diamond centr 
Brooch, 14k, turquoise matrix, 8 baroque pearls, 8 whole pearls, 
Pear! Brooch and Pendant, 14k, 6 whole pearls, diamond centre, 35 
Brooch, rok, amethyst, antique finish, . . . 
Br snd Pendant, 14k, 25 diamonds, . 
Scart Pin, 14k baroque pearl, . . 
Scarf Pin, 14k, diamond 
Scarf Pin, 14k, ari t 
Scarf Pin, 14k, whole pearl, 
Scarf Pi 14k, whole pearls, 
Scarf Pin, 14k, baroque pearl, 
Scarf Pin, 14k, baroque pearl, diamond, 
och, gray finish, sterling 
h and Chatelaine, gray, sterling, 
and Chatelaine, gray, sterling, 
» and Chatelaine, gray, sterling, 


eeoeeeeeeeets 


eoeoeeeeeee? 
eoeevereeee 


mur new catalogue containing phot graphic illustra- 
er five thousand articies in gold and silver. 
our & REFE RENCES.—The proprietors of the Baird North Co. are 
y known to the undersigned, and are thoroughly re- 
raightiorward business men. Anyone is safe in 
them money in advance: Memry 8. Batebelder, 
jer Merchants mal Bank, Salem. Lee ao 
ii. Cole, Cashier Mercantile National a 
ank, Salem Henry €. Mi lett, 
Cashier Salem National Bank, 
Salem. 


pee 
y 
Sos 


a. 


a 


COLD AND SILVERSMITHS, 


Dept. 16, SALEM, MASS. 
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Only $5000 Could be rout bs hie 


A novel and a picture gallery for 50 cents. 











Three large and important pictures in colors given 
away with 


‘‘Pears’ Annual.” 


The best Christmas Annual in the world. 





Published by the proprietors of 


Pears’ Soap. 


Sold by all newsdealers and by the International News Co., of New York. 





SMAK SET ADVERTISER 


FASHIONABLE FURS 


OF EVERY DESCRIPTION. 


This house, established in 1828, has ; 
reputation for the distinct superiority « 
its Furs and for the smartness and 
dividuality of its styles. 

Widest possible range in price. 

SENT ON APP RC VAL. We pay 


expressage both ways 











FOR THE HOME, LIBRARY, SICK ROOM, 
STUDIO, OFFICE, SCHGOL ROOM. 


~» THE STANDORETTE ~~ 


An lnvalid’s Stand, Easel, Book Rest 
Reading Stand. Music Stand,Card 
Stand, Sewing Stand, Drawing 
Beard, all in one piece of 
furniture, Compactly 
telded; shipped in 

box 24x21 x2% 


Thousands 
in use giving 

of ; 
Satisfaction. 
feotghes wat on approval, 
frei a. If not as re 
resented, money refunded ATT 
adjustments are automatic 
Made of steel tubing Vinke hed « 
nickel plate d, white or 


(DH. ALEX & 60. 1800. et Fe . 














HEALTH FOR YoU < -# : STRENGTH FOR YOU 
> 


FREE FOR 30 DAYS. 


rell's wonde ¢ hat, The » Why 
GEORGE W. BURKE aya a 
° 9 epepela, without drugs. Itt how t« ave a beautifal 
clear, fresh complexion, For 30 days gER, 

se ? y b ble boo De t mise this ance A 

Successor to AGNEW, Tene are ne oe ee EWIO INOTITUTE 
Clerk 12B, 1562 Broadway, New York City 





1206 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia. 








WEBSTER'S 
mrernaTionAL} A Dictionary of English, Biography, Geography, Fiction, Etc. 


8, NEW EDITION. 25,000 Pesce ks 


Phrases, Etc. 

Prepared under the direct supervision of W. T. HARRIS, Ph.D., LL.D., United States 
Commissioner of Education, assisted by a large corps of competent specialists and editors. 

New Plates Throughout. Rich Bindings. 2364 Pages. 5000 Illustrations. 


Useful 


Ronettes AN IDEAL CHRISTMAS PRESENT 4tctive 


Lasting 








\ / Also Webster’s Collegiate Dictionary with a valuable Scottish Glossary, etc. 
“ First class in quality, second class in size.” Nicholas Murray Butler. 





G. & C. MERRIAM CO., Publishers, Springfield, Mass., U. S. A. 
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Your Monogram 


HEAVILY GOLD PLATED ON BLACK PATENT LEATHER WATCH FOB 
WILL BE SENT YOL 


FREE 


UPON RECEIPT OF YOUR SUBSCRIPTION ORDER FOR 


COACH AND SADDLE 


FOR ONE YEAR. 

Each monogram is cut separately and the gold-plating fs fully warranted. The fob is 
made from the best quality of patent leather 

he accompanying picture of the fc b shows the gentlemen's size For ladies the fob is 
a trifle smaller and the monograms ae cut in he “block pattern.’ 

This offer is made to acquai rses with the biggest and best MONTHLY 
PUBLICATION, devoted to AMATEUR "HORS! MANSHIP in the WORLD. The 
October number has 88 pages, with over ¢ illustrations, and here are some f the features: 
CHICAGO'S SECOND ANNUAL HORSE SHOW, ° e ° . . . 

ROAD AND SHOW RING, by ° ° ° . PF. M. Ware. 
MR. VANDERBILT'S RECORD COACHING TRIP, by ° ° . Gurney C. Gue. 
CLOSE OF THE HORSE SHOW SEASON. ° . . ° 
CUSTOMS OF THE ROAD, by . . . P. M. Ware. 
LIGHT HARNESS HORSES AT NATIONAL snow, ° ° ° . . . 
THE POLO CHAMPIONSHIPS, by ° ° . ° ° ° A. Hi. Godfrey. 
POLO SCHEDULE, END OF SEASON, 1901, ° . ° e . 
ENGLISH POLO OP TO-DAY, by . ° . ° ° ° ° T. F. Dale. 
CROSS-COUNTRY RIDING IN AMERICA, by ° ° ° ° David Gray. 
CHAMPION HACKNEYS AT MAPLEWOOD, by . ° ° A. Hi. Godfrey. 
COACHING, by . . ° ° . Oliver H. P. Belmont. 
COACHING CLUBS OP AMERICA, ° 

“THE ROAD.”” (Poem 

TANDEM TOUR THROUGH WISCONSIN. 

WITH THE THOROUGHBREDS, 





if you don’t care for the Watch 
Fob, you can have a set of the 
Famous .... 


Fallowfield 


Hunt Pictures. 
iN COLORS. 


, and the pictures 








picture is 14x11 
ictions from orig- 
ed English artist, 


rdering 
OAC H AND SADDLE, 


er y 


ALL ORDERS SHOULD BE ADDRESSED 


Coach and Saddle Puh. Co. 


443 MARQUETTE BUILDING, CHICAGO, ILL. 
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LET NOT MAN 


PUT ASUNDER 
By BASIL KING The 


A brilliant and startling story of the 


modern divorce question. The author Holidays 


says just what he means in a very clever 


For 


way. He has succeeded in writing a good 


book and making people talk about it. 








$1.50 








THE TRIBULATIONS 
OF A PRINCESS 


By the anonymous author of “ The Martyrdom of 
an Empress ” 

The confessions of a woman of fashion. 
The author tells her own experiences and 
gives all the inside gossip of court and 
society life on the Continent. Interesting 
and racy reading from start to finish. 

Illustrated 

$2.25 Net 














THE SUPREME 
Three SURRENDER 


Novels By A. MAURICE LOW 


Here is a very clever story of society 
Of life in Washington. The marriage bond 

is a rather difficult theme to handle, but 
the author does it in a way that makes 


Modern uncommonly bright reading. It is the 


society novel of the season. 


Socie ty $1.50 








Sylvia 








Harper @ Brothers, New York 

















— Edwin A. Abbey says 














that the genuine 
Curtis & Cameron, 
Send ro cents (stamps ac 


CURTIS Q 


Copley Prints 





SMART 


are 
and each print bears their initial in the following 






SET ADVERTISER 








“It gives me much pleasure to testify to 
excellence of the 


Coplen Prints 


Those that have been published reproducing my 
own work I could not wish bettered.” 
(Highest Award Gold Medal, Paris Exposition.) 


The genuine CopLey Prints, everywhere recognized as the 
best art reproductions made in America, may be obtained 
of the leading art dealers throughout the world. The pub- 
lishers, however, fill orders direct, if desired, and are es- 
pecially glad to send to persons to whom the art stores are 
not readily accessible. Appreciating the difficulty of selecting 


the | 


prints without first seeing the subjects, the publishers also| 


send ‘‘on approval.’’ Upon such orders within the United 
States the publishers pay the mail or express one way, both 
ways if prints are retained to the amount of $5.00. 

To guard against inferior imitations, which are sometimes 


offered for sale, purchasers are cautioned to make sure 
shown them. The genuine are published only by 


monogram 
cepted) for profusely illustrated catalogue. 


Cc 


CAMERON, PUBLISHERS, BOSTON 


Are you trying for the 


SYLVIA P 


SYL VIA, 
popular 
Story of an 
abroad, 


remember, 


and 


RIZE of $500? 


is the heroine of the 
new novel, entitled Sy/vta: The 
American Countess. She lived 
is described as “THE MOST 








Sylvia, as imagined by Howard Chandler Christy story, readable and interesting from cover to 


sbout the voting and a slip on which the reader is to register his choice 


BEAUTIFUL WOMAN IN EUROPE.” 
Twelve artists, known for their types of beauti- 
ful women, have each made a drawing ex- 
pressing his idea of the charming heroine. 
Their pictures are all in the book. All persone 
who like a good story and admire beautifu 
women are now invited to give their opinion of 
the types represented. The person whose 
enoice comes nearest to the choice of the ma- 
jority will receive a PRIZE OF FIVE HUN- 
DRED DOLLARS ($500.00). 


SYLVIA: 7%¢ STORY of am AMERICAN 
*COUNTESS. By EVALYN 
EMERSON. 


With pictures of the heroine by AL- 
pert D. BLasuriecp, Carre J 


BLENNER, J. WELLS 
CuHampney, Howarp CHANDLER Cuetsty, Louist 
Cox, JoserH Decamp, Joun ELLiott, C. ALLAN 
GILBERT, ALBERT 


Herter, Henry Hutt, ALIce 
Barser STerHens, A. B 





WENZELL. 











The book itself is a charming and clever love 


cover. Each volume contains full particulars 


The voting is very simple ; 








Sylvia, as kmagined by C. Allan Gilbert 


it is a matter 


n which everyone will naturally have an opinion ; and the prize of $500 00 is worth guessing for. 
the book stores, or send $1.50 direct to the publishers 


SMALL, MAYNARD @ COMPANY, BOSTON 


Order through 
These pictures copyright, rgor, by 
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Out December Sth. 
100 PAGES. 
~ BEST and handsomest special number of any publication ever issued =ssays 
HE BES1 ] l t l I pul 1. Essays, 
stories, por vy, witt s and < s , all by the most le ed iters of the day 
cleverly illustrated by the best artists of America and Europ Rich prizes for the 
cover, and drawings for inside pages, were competed for by more than one hundred artists 
Full page illustrations by Max Beerbohm of London, Harrison Fisher, Hy. Mayer, etc., are 
among the notable features 
All th rid is familiar sada aa ag of TOWN TOPICS from year to year in the 
way of a gi *hristmas Holida Nan ber. Each succeeding one has outdone its prede- 
cesso Not 1s spared to gegen e the best talent for every itu 


er’ 
of the 


tor W 
well 





CENTS. 





This year a prize of ONE THOU SAND DOLLARS ($1,000) was paid for an original 
hich Cor 
known dramatists and critics, David Belasco, Charles F1 


} 


mittee composed 


over 300 authors competed. The award was made by a 


t A 
Davies, and that distinguished “ first-nighter” and brilliant lawyer, A. H. 
, 
‘ 


‘he B ay will be printed in full in this Holiday Number, when the name 
de known. ‘This play alone will be worth more than the price of the volume, 


Giive your newsdealer at once an order to reserve a copy for you. 








The number will contain the usual matter of the weekly TOWN TOPICS for the cur- 
rent week, and ninety rich pages in ac d tion. There will be the usual annual reviews of those 
subjects which are noticeable features of TOWN TOPICS, the drama, music, megane te e, art, 
politics, y and navy, field sports, yachting, racing, finance, etc., all by men eminent in 
their respective fields of work. Stories, verses, witticisms, etc., will be contributed by, among 
0 eT 


JUSTUS 


KATE MASTERSON, 
LOUISE WINTER, 
HARRY MELBOURNE, 
CAROLYN WELLS, 


If no 


\ TOPICS, 


on the 


TOWN TOP IC S has bec 


MILES FORMAN, BLISS CARMAN, 


ANITA FITCH, 

E. LENGA, ARTHUR GRISSOM, 

ANNE WARNER FRENCH, CHARLES STOKES WAYNE, 
TOM MASSON, BETTY LOCKWOOD, 
EDWIN L. SABIN, BLANCHE CERF, 
STEPHEN FISKE, MRS, POULTNEY BIGELOW. 


renient to you, remit at once 25 cents (stamps) to TOWN 


. } ler ‘ 
newsdeale is CONV 


208 Fifth Avenue, New York, and a copy will be mailed you, postpaid, promptly 


Fifth of December. 


BE ITER THAN ALL. 


» so essential as a weekly visitor to the home of every 


family of culture and social pretensions, that unless it is convenient to secure it regularly from 
the newsdealer it — be well t a ribe for it. If you do so now, remitting ae for the 
year ($4.00), you wa 1 eT a the numbers from now until the new year, including this 


great Holiday Nun . and “ALL 1e numbers of 1902, including the > Holids Ly oni next 


year 


An 


, 


newsd¢ sles r will chee “tally forward your subscription without charge, or address 


iy 


TOWN TOPICS, 208 Fifth hivohieik: New York. 


NV} 


W 


foe ven oes 1 0 ESHELF 
' Holiday Number, 1901, 
TOWN TOPICS.: 
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SMART SET ADVERTISER 


NEW BOOKS OF THE SAALFIELD PUBLISHING COMPANY, ANROM, M0, <2 


9 GOTHGe 


THE “THE SIGN OF THE PROPHET” 
is a charming romance of the War of 1812. 


S I G N ‘‘ Among the best of American war nov- 


of the 


I RO I HE I e to our country’s literature,” 


—New York Journal's Saturday Review. 


els, this book will hold its own. A book 


that cannot fail to be an addition of value 


By 


Dr. James Ball Naylor. Cloth, $1.50. 





‘‘There is an atmosphere about the | 


story of ‘RALPH MARLOWE’—the pic- 


RALPH 


turesque atmosphere of quiet, rustic south- 
eastern Ohio, and there is an equal meas- MARI Ow;RE 
’ . e 
ure of delicious humor and delicate pathos 
about it also.” By 


—North American, Philadelphia. 
’ Dr. James Ball Naylor. 
Cloth, $1.50. 





The Right Book for the Smart Set. 


MODERN AMERICAN DRINKS. 


By GEORGE J, KAPPELER. 


Complete instructions how to prepare the most delicious drinks; also, full information 
concerning frozen beverages—ices, sherbets, punches, etc., etc. 


Cloth, gold lettered, $1.00. 


THE WALDORF COOK BOOK. 


By OSCAR TSCKIRKY, of the Waldorf-Astoria. 


Nearly 4,000 Recipes, over 900 Pages, bound in Enameled Cloth, 
Octavo volume, $2.50. 


The Delights of Delicate Eating. 


By ELIZABETH ROBINS PENNEL. 


Full of suggestions for beautifying the dining-room and table; choice recipes, ete. 


Cloth, gold lettered, $1.25. 
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‘“VIYELLA”’ 


wwwvvvvwveveeeeerrrrrrrrvrvrvryery 


FOR FLANNEL SHIRT WAISTS 


im all the 


SOLID COLORS! 


atest Fall designs 
STRIPES! PLAIDS! 
k, gray, old rose, dark 


yrOWNnS 


In delicate shades of blue, pir 


and light greens and 
Also a heavy weight for Ladies’ and Gentle- 
men’s Golf, Tennis and Boating Suits. 


“Viyella” is stamped « every five yards 
“Viyella” can be obtaine d at al 


DOES NOT SHRINK 


f each piece 


| leading retail stores 
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ADVERTISER 


DRAWN @ 
AUBREY 
BEAROSLE 


Balzac’s Complete 
Dramatic Works 


Five delightful dramas and comedies, teeming 
with intense human interest. Written at the height 
of Balzac’s brilliant career. Most exquisite ex- 
amples of his inimitable character creations. 


First and only English version 
No set complete without the plays 


jalzac’s dramatic writings are the most fascinating of 
his masterpieces; they grasp and retain the reader’s rapt 
attention from beginning toend; they depict, in vivid and 
charming style, the motives and emotions of the human 


heart; they are bright, crisp, witty conversational novels. 
Now ready. Two 12mo volumes, English $2 50 
cloth, deckle edges, gold tops, in a box, . 


Of all bookseliers, or prepaid upon receipt of price. 


LAIRD é LEE, Publishers, CHICAGO 


A New Novel by a / mart /et Contributor. 





By the Higher Law. : 


12mo, cloth extra 


** By the Higher Law” is a very dramatic 
who is entirely familiar with the life of 
turning upon a question of conscien 


List price, 


novel 
‘**the smart set.” 
e, and holds the reader's attention and interest throughout. 


By JULIA HELEN TWELLS, Jr., 
author of “*A Triumph of Destiny.’ 
Ilustrated by *‘PAL.’’ 


$1.50. 
life, written by one 
eat power, her story 


of 


Ne w York society 
She writes with gt 





6th Thousand. 
A Summer 
Hymnal. 


By JOHN TROTWOOD MOORE. 
12mo, illustrated. $1.25. 


Marion Harland, ina signed review, writes 
“For we have in the ‘Hymnal’ one of the 
most exquisite pastorals of American life ever 
written. It is an Idyll—a ‘Reverie,’ than 
which nothing more charming has been offered 
to our reading public since Ik Marvel founded a 
school of his own fifty-one years ago. 

“Our ‘ United Country’ is proud of the State 
that has given us within a dozen years Charles 
Egbert Craddock and this later and gentler 
painter of Tennessee life.” 


List price, 


12th Thousand. 


In Search of Mademoiselle. 
By GEORGE GIBBS. 
The New York Press says: “It is a gem. It out- 


ranks ‘ Richard Carvel.’ It dims the lustre of * Janice 
Meredith.’ Mr. Gibbs's style is unapproachable.’ 








Gth Thousand. 


The Tower of Wye. 


By WILLIAM HENRY BABCOCK. 
IMustrated by GEORGE GIBBS. 


“ The narrative is thrilling and enthralling.”—W. Y. 
World 
‘The story fascinates from beginning to end.” 
Current Literature, N. 
“ Well done and delightfully told. The story is one 
of interest and power.” —Louisuille Times. 





HENRY T. COATES & CO., 


Publishers, PHILADELPHIA. 
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ST. JACOBS OIL 


USED FOR 50 YEARS. CURES 
THE GREAT REMEDY 
UNEQUALLED. 3K comes Soe 
CHEST COLDS 


ACTS LIKE MAGIC. % SrRaine 


STIFFNESS 


Sold by all Dealers 
in Medicine 
in 25 and 50 CENT 
sizes. 


TRADE MARK 
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Tales of the Smart Set. 


Unconscious 
Comedians 


By Caroline King Duer. 


12mo, Cloth, $1.50 


Dramatic School, 
Si Fifth Avenue, New ork. 


Students prepared for the stage in a six 
months’ course. Special classes, student 
matinees at Chas. Frohman’s Madison 
Square Theatre. A select school con- 
ducted on practical principles of instruc- | 
tion. Highest indorsement. Capable in- 
structors. Prospectus on request. 


ADELINE STANHOPE WHEATCROFT, 


Director. | 


‘WM. KURTZ 


.Photographer.. 





VOLUME of brilliant short stories by a society 
woman who has won an honest and very 
considerable literary success. She has written 

a good many short stories and poems for the 
various magazines (her work is well known to 
“ Smart Set” readers), for the most part consisting 
of clever sketches of various New York society 
types. Her characters are almost invariably drawn 
from life, and on several occasions they have 
created a mild excitement. Two of the characters 
in Unconscious Comedians are supposed to be 
drawn from men now very prominent in the 
public eye. 


DODD, MEAD & COPIPANY, 
Publishers, 5TH AVE., NEW YORK, 
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14 & 16 WEST 33D STREET 


(OPPOSITE WALDORF-ASTORIA) 


Best Platinum Photographs, 
Size 6x8 inches, $12 per dozen 
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SE7 1DVERTISER 


1902. SUBSCRIBE NOW. 1902: 


London Sun. 


“ THE NEW KING OF MAGAZINEDOM.” 


Hay THE 


Yearly Single 


Subscription aN 
$5.00. 


Copies 


25 Cents. 


ESSESS PUBLISHING COMPANY 
NEW YORK 


easor 


f+ NY 
oO es 


nt literary fiel 

7 Fath nod 

Wi len making up your list 
The Smart Set and thus insu: 


CLEVEREST OF MAGAZINES. 


Any newsdealer will cheerfully forward your subscripti« w ITHOUT EXTRA 
the blank below ar 


CHARGE, or, if more convenient, fill out t 


ESS ESS PUBLISHING CO., 1135 eee New York. 
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SMART SET 


A Delightiul Xmas Gift. 


A WONDERFUL COLLECTION OF ANIMAL STORIES. 


Nigger Baby and Nine Beasts 


Of it, that popular and interesting publication, ‘‘ Our 
Animal Friends,” has this to say: 





Che author of this collection of good stories has a very pretty trick in her use of the English 
I 

















s& 
inguaye Indeed, she tells stories—in both senses of the phrase, we tear with such exquisite 
grace that one follows her with undiminished delight from start to finish. The Nigger Baby who 
has the title réle in the collection is a fair sample of the other ‘nine beasts.’ She is a beautiful 
ick mare, Ww acreature of quite extraordinary intelligence On one occasion, for 
exan e, W e Porter was a little girl of eight or nine years of age, a wretched boy 
id killed rd, leaving her nestlings to perish. Alma, who knew where the ill-fated 
sh's st was, d ip some worn i wild strawberries with which to feed the famished little 
ones; but w S e tre which the nest was hidden, she found that the swinging 
i Ww s n the habit of climbing had been cut off, so that she could not reach 
st ; 1e design was thwarted hat is to say, it would have been thwarted 
f she ha Nigger Baby's mother what the trouble was, and if that quick-witted animal 
ad iderstood the difficulty and provided a remedy. Princess, for that was her 
na ‘ a moment, and ‘then, with infinite grace and condescension, sunk to her 
knees 1 off her shoes, climbed to the Princess's back, the sagacious animal at once 
rose t« f the little maid was now able to reach the nest Does anybody doubt that 
story? If he does, we shali certainly not blame him; but we shall beg him to remember that he has 
not read the story as Alma Florence Porter tells it. If he will get this book and read it as he finds 
t ? he whole extraordinary narrative will appear in its true light as a most veracious history 





he Nigger Baby was a daughter of the Princess, and soon adopted all her mother’s arts and 









fashions of play with little Alma. The Princess used often to come and invite the little girl to take 
a tri; » woods with her, while Nigger Baby trotted alongside; and after a while the Baby, in 
t he same invitation by dropping on her knees and inviting Alma to mount her instead 


} 
After a while Alma went away to boarding-school, and on her return she found the 
igger Baby quite a well-grown young mare, but the pretty filly had not forgotten her playmate; 
act, she had learned some new tricks, which she soon taught to her little mistress. One moon- 

n for instance, she went to Alma's window, neighing softly there, and when Alma went to 
see what had happened, the Nigger Baby slyly winted at her, dropped on her knees, and waited for 















he rht scamper through the woods. It was very wrong, no doubt, and they 
b 1 tl leasanter on that account. By-and-by the Nigger Baby was sold, 
ar te differently, t g her new owner incontinently into the sea, and 
t 1as a vicious and ungovernable beast. That turned out quite well, how- 
eV f those precious uncles that little Almas are apt to have, soon hunted up 
t her forevermore 


it her back, and then there was joy overt 
I the same delightful mixture of the actual and the improba- 
ble, blended, however, in the same chart way, with a fine effect of romance that is ever so much 
better than the more sober truth, such as one finds in ‘anecdotes of animals.’ And then, by the 
by, there is somet s reason to doubt whether those stupid ‘anecdotes of animals’ are any ‘more 
e Porter's stories. For our own part, we don't believe them to be half so 





book hz 


[he other stories o 











The book is beautifully illustrated by Gustave Verbeek, and 
handsomely printed on thick, deckel-edge paper, with embossed cover 
and gilt top. Your bookseller has it or will secure it for you, 


or it will be sent postpaid on receipt of price, $1.50, by the 
ESS ESS PUBLISHING COMPANY, 1135 Broadway, New York. 


[=Ask to See This Before Buying Your Holiday Books. 
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Love Letters of @ Lia, 


By MRS. WILLIAM ALLEN. 


The sensational success of this unique .and brilliant book 
continues unabated. Edition after edition is exhausted almost 
as rapidly as printed. The predecessor of all the recent books 
of ‘Love Letters,” it has proved the most poputar, the most 
intensely interesting. Throughout the English-speaking world 
the press has praised it as a story and as literature. It is 
written with rare felicity of language and with an emotional 
power to be found in no other volume of its Kind. It is a 
modern classic. 


The N. Y. Sunday World says: The Bookseller, Newsdealer and Stationer says: 
All the world is talking about “ The Love Letters The Letters have appeared in 7he Smart Set, 
of an Englishwoman,” but they do not compare and the critics have said many good things about 
with “ The Love Letters of a Liar” in brilliancy, them. . Any young man who wants to em- 
knowledge of men and the world, and their daring bark on a similar career of deception can copy 
these letters with the assurance of perfect success, 

The Atlanta Constitution savs: | provided he keeps the girl to whom he is going to 


om . “ , . send them from reading Mrs. Allen's little romance. 
rhe plot of the matter, its form of presentation 
and the intensity of thought and expression stamp ‘ , 
the story as a masterpiece of its kind. , The New York Herald says: 
The subtle hypocrisy of the supposititious writer 

The Baltimore Sun says: is artistically revealed through the feigned trans- 

‘ ~ sorts of his love-making and the sophistries of 

“ The Love Letters of a Liar" consists of a series ee self-exculpation. 

of impassioned epistles from a Mr. _awrence God- 
dard toa young woman whose front name is Madge, . 7 . 
but whose last name is discreetly withheld, the The Philadelphia Press says: 
names of hero and heroine, of course, being ficti- The book that has excited English society is 
tious, like the correspondence It must be called “ An Englishwoman’s Love Letters.” The 
said for Lawrence that his letters are models of story that is stirring New York society is called 
amatory style, abounding in poetical phrase and “The Love Letters of a Liar” Now Mrs 
noble sentiment, and glowing with an ardor that William Allen, the author of the latter. is the 
would convert the Arctic regions into the tropics in centre of literary and social gossip that insists 
short order, if turned loose in the chilly regions upon knowing who wrote those letters, or whether 
sacred to the Eskimo and the Polar bear she wrote them herself. 


AAAAAAA 


Exquisitely printed on thick, deckel-edge paper, with flexible imitation 
leather cover. Sold by all booksellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price, 
50 cents, by the publishers. 


ESS ESS PUBLISHING COMPANY, | ‘tss°Grosdway, New York 
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The DiSCOVERY of the EDISON | GEO. Z (, BOOSS 
PHONOGRAPH 


Brought happitess 
to thousands 





IMPORTER 
AND 


EFuURS 


Is Now Exhibiting His Most Recent 


Saar BP PARISIAN IMPORTATIONS 


of 
NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH CO Coats, Jackets, Neckwear, 
Muffs, Etc., 


Nine Styles F ; . pectin anes 
$10 to $100." IN ALL THE CORRECT FURS 


Catalogues at all 
Dealers. 


woocen Tacs nave © yor Prooucro is Russian and Hudson Bay Sables 


FOR AMUSEMENT AND INSTRUCTION. 
r NG IN FURS 
National Phonograph Company, SVSRTTNe oS 
Hew Vert Scien Depertncat; Ti Cedar treet; Hew Vert 294 FIFTH AVE., aii*S., NEW YORK 


Write for Style Book 


EVERYBODY CAN HAVE 
ROOMS LIKE THESE. 


It is not a matter of 
money, but a question of 
taste 


“The House Beautiful” 


is a magazine which tells 
you how to derive the 





A Superb Collection of 




















It is eminently practical, sug- 
gesting color schemes, furni- 
ture arrangements—how to 
best use what you have; in 
fact, adapting your tastes to 
your purse and your surround- 
ings. 
It is fully and finely illus- 
trated; interiors, exteriors, 
works of art, beautiful objects 
in glass, china, brass; every- 
thing pertaining to the beauti- 
fying of the simplest or state- 
liest home. Its suggestions 
prevent ostentation, and the plainest home may be rendered attrac- 
tive by its teachings. It is issued once a month and costs but $2 a 


most artistic and beauti- 
ful eftects, with the least 
money. It replies directly 
to your inquiries, telling 
you what will produce 
the best results in your 
house. 





year. To those who are not familiar with it, we send a copy free. 


It’s the Only Magazine of Its Kind 
and appeals irresistibly to every person of fine tastes. It keeps you 
up-to-date on everything pertaining to art in the home. 


HERBERT S. STONE & CO., Publishers, 
ll Eldredge Court, Chicago. 
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SAESERYE 
& BRUT. 


DUYIVIER & C2 
22.Warren S! NY 


HINCKEL & WINCKLER 
FRANKFORT A/M. 
Rhine & Moselke 


wines. 
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KINAHAN’S THE 


CREAM 
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aan WHISRY. 





bELVERNESS 


OLDEST & FINEST 
_Scorcu Wiisky. 
w w 


7 WH 
Wy Cornel 
bovis & Gan 


CHICAGO, 

WASHINGTON, 

MONTREAL, 
BORDEAUX. 


1013 Marquette Building. 
1424 E St., N. W. 
17 St. John St. 


BRANCHES: | 
l 





«A Holel of SUNSHINE and HEALTH~ 


Nowhere on the Atlantic Coast can sunshine be enjoyed under such health restor- 


ing conditions as at Old Point Comfort (Hotel Chamberlin). 
ee Roads stands the 


lookit ng the historic 
every possible convenience. 
shipyards at Newport News, fishing 
recreations and points of interest. 


Golf links, steam launches 
and good duck shooting, are 


Send for Booklet. 


sea and over- 
equipped with 
great near-by 
of the many 


Facing the 
luxurious Chamberlin, 
and sailboats, the 
a few 


HOTEL CHAMBERLIN, Fort Monroe, Va. 


GEO. A. KEELER, MGr. 
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A Message 
from Julia Marlowe. 

**T consider ‘Orangeine’ the most 
wonderful remedy for headache, 
vain or fatigue that I have ever 
nown.’’ 


Business Men, Toilers, Law- 
yers, Clergymen, Ladies 
of Society and Shop, 
Trained Nurses, Dentists 
and Prominent Physicians 
publicly extol the wide 
human usefulness of 
Orangeine. We have thou- 
sands of expressions like 
the following: 


‘The best remedy I have ever 
tried for sick headache.’’—Miss 
Estelle H. Brown, St. George, Maine 

Mr. J.P.Spanier, European Agent 
for the Great Atchison Railway, 
writes from Rome: ‘‘After a tedious 
journey one powder puts new life into 
me, and eures most violent head 


Graeme Stewart, Chicago, 

‘A package of ‘Orangeine’ 
with your full directions, is doctor 
and nurse combined, but best of all 
& cure.’’ 

Miss Emily A. Stoney, superin- 
tendent Nurses’ Training School, 
St. Anthony’ s Hospital, Rock Island, 
Iil.,says: ‘* ‘Orangeine’ is invalua- 
ble to brain workers.'* 

‘It does good every time.’’—Al 
fred G. Bauer, manager Sprague, 
Warner & Co.'s advertising depart- 
ment. 

**Without doubt the finest powders 

in the world for headache.’’ E. 

Richardson, Supt. Turner Worsted 

Co., Ravenna, Ohio. 


SMART SET ADVERTISER 


Wm. Gillette writes: 


**A most wonderful remedy. I 
have tned hundreds and find ‘Or 
angeine’ the only certain headache 
cure and the only one with absolutely 
nv bad after effects.’ 


Orangeine 


is a harmless 5-orain powde? > 
delicately balanced by years 
of test. Stops all pain andi 


GURES 


Headache, Neuralgia, 
Woman's Ills, 
Fatigue, Nervousness, 
Colds, Grip, 
Asthma, Indigestion, 
and Every 
Common Ailment. 


— 








Brigadier General Fielding, of the 
**Volunteers of America,’’ writes: 
‘** Orangeine’ is highly prized by 
our soldiers and ts largely distrib- 
uted under my personal super- 
vision."* 

Dr. M. H Aspinwall, Manager 
Keely Institute, London, writes: ‘‘I 
cannot get along in this climate 
without ‘Orangeine.’*’ 

Dr. Edwin Brown, of Philadelphia, 
eaye: ‘* Orangeine’ works like a 
charm. I would not be without it.’’ 


Miss 
Elsie de Wolfe says: 
“I am delighted to testify 
magic effect of ‘Orangeine.’ 
fearful of patent medicines, 
‘Orangeine’ has no depressing after 
effects " 


‘Mr. Joshua T. Butler, Secretary 
Corporation Liquidating Company, 


New York City, says: ‘I have 
found ‘Orangeine’ an effective cure 
for violent headaches of several 
years standing.’’ 

Dr. J.F Spalding, Portland, Ind., 
writes: ‘I am delighted with the 
results obtained from ‘Orangeine’ 
for nervousness, insomnia and 
thirteen cases of grip with severe 
complications.’’ 

Mrs. Helen J. Heath, Groton, Vt., 
writes **Two boxes of ‘Orangeine’ 
cured Neuralgia in my head and 
face, following severe ‘Grip,’ and I 
believe saved me from a prolonged 
sickness and a big doctor's bill."’ 

Mr. Durbin Horne, of the great 
Pittsburg firm, Joseph Horne & Co., 
says **‘Orangeine’ is a great pre- 
scription. It meets your overy 
claim.’’ 

“A sure preventive of various 
disorders common to New Eng- 
land’’ —H. H. Bradstreet, Sec’ y U.S 
Steel Co., Boston. 

‘For fatigue—like champagne 
only more lasting and beneficial,’’ 
writes the ‘‘best beloved’’ of Amer- 
ican actresses. 

Prof. Macdonald, of the Hartford 
Theological Seminary, says: *‘Sup- 
lies stimulant and nourishment for 
»0dy and brain.’’ 

TA.-Col. RB. I. Eskridge, 23d In 
fantry, Fort Douglas, Utah, writes: 
** ‘Orangeine’ will not only relieve 
sick headache but will cure it.’’ 


“Orangeine” is sold by druggists where it has been introduced in 10, 3 and 30 cent packages. On 
receipt of @-cent stamp we will be clad to mail Trial Package Free with full information. 


ORANGEINE CHEMICAL CO., Chicage, Il. 
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Town Topics 


Ever New Ever Bright 


A WORD TO ADVERTISERS 


HE extraordinary increase in the circulation of Town 
Torics during the past year (in fact during the past 
five years) has been so marked that we feel especial 
attention should be called to it. 

has been accomplished, not through any artificial means for 
ly, } 


‘booming circulation,” but is the result of a steady, healthy 


growth, coincident with the increase in that class of readers to 
which its columns peculiarly appeal. These are the people who 
have the leisure, the inclination, and the means to devote them- 
selves to the refinements of social life as provided by the times. 
The golfer, the play-goer, the booklover, the musician, the woman 
of fashion, the devotee of field sports, the lover of fast horses all 
fimd distinct departments in Town Topics written by the best 
talent that can be obtained. As the followers of these sports and 
pastimes have increased in number, so have the readers of ‘Town 
Torr 

The financial reviews under the headings of ‘‘Other People’s 
Money,” *‘ Out of the Earth” and ‘Wall Street Whispers” are ably 
conducted by the manager of Town Topics’s Wall Street Bureau. 


We commend these facts to your consideration as an advertiser, 


HOLIDAY NUMBER 


Ovt Dec. 5th—Forms close Nov. 25th 


1 PAGES. Finely illustrated. Cover in eight colors. 
Full of the brightest and best things ever printed. 


Rates the same as for the regular issue. 


Send in reservations for space now 


TOWN TOPICS, 208 Fifth Ave., New York 
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A 


Kodak 


Christmas 
is the 


Merriest 


Christmas. 





Amid the festivities of 
Christmas -tide one often 





finds the greatest charm of 

picture taKing. The children, the children’s tree, the visit 
at the old home, the flash-light at an evening gathering, the 
merry sleighing party, the home portraits of one’s friends— 
all these offer subjects that have a personal interest, that 
one cherishes more highly as the years go by. 


“KODAK” stands for all 








that is Best _in Photography. 








Kodaks, $5.00 to $75.00. 
Brownie Cameras, $1.00 to $2.00. EASTMAN KODAK CO, 


Rochester, N. Y. 


ristmas Booklet Pree at the Dealers or by Mail. 
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Bright’s Disease and 
Diabetes Cured. 


Under the Auspices of the Cincinnati 
Evening Post Five Test Cases Were 
Selected and Treated Publicly 
by Dr. Irvine K. Mott 
Free of Charge. 


SEI 


ity Acting as Referees. 


Harvard Univers 


Mott, M.D., of C 


Inc 


innati, Ohio, well 
known in that city as a learned 
graduate of the Cincinnati Pul 
Medical College, and of the 
London (Eng.) Hospitals, has 
discovered a remedy suc- 
cessfully treat Bright's Dis 
Diabetes and other kid- 
troubles, either in their 
intermediate or last 
stages. Dr. Mott says: ** My 
method arrests ’ disease, 
even though it has destroved 
ineys, and preserves intact that 
portion not royed. The medicines I use 
neutralize that form a toxine that 
destroy the cells in the tubes in the kidneys.” 
The Evening Post, one o the a daily 
papers of Cincinnati, Ohio, hearing of Dr. Mott's 
success, asked if he would willing to give a 
public test to demonstrate his faith in his treat- 
ment and prove its merits by treating five persons 
‘ing from Bright’s Disease and Diabetes, free 
charge, the Post cases and Har- 
vard University to be the 
Dr. Mott accepted the 
pers ms were 
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orably 


Irvine 
and fay 


physician—a 


to 
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yet 


most of the 
dest 


the poisons 
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suffer 


of to select the 
judges 
conditions, 
selected After a 


nd mi 


twelve 
critical 
ination 
ut 


Pr « »fessc r 


and 
most 
analysis a exam 
had been m: in the Harvard laboratory, 
of twelve decided upon, the 
making the examination remarking, ‘‘ 1 should say 
they are all fatal cases.” These cases were placed 
under Dr. Mott's care and reports published each 
week in Post. In three months all were dis- 
charged by Dr. Mott as cured, Harvard University 
making the final examination. The persons treated 
regained their normal weight, strength and appe- 
tite and were able to resume their usual work. 

Anyone desiring to read the details of this pub- 
lic test can obtain copies of the paper by writing 
to Dr. Mott for them. 

This public demonstration gave Dr. Mott an 
international reputation that has brought him into 
correspondence with people all over the world, 
and ral noted Europeans are numbered 
among those who have taken his treatment and 
been cured treatment can be administered 
effectively by mail. 

The Doctor will correspond with those who are 
suffering = Bright's Disease, Diabetes or any 
kidney uble whatever, and will be pleased to 
give his expert opinion free to those who will send 
him a ‘ription of their symptoms. An essay 
which the Doctor has prepared about kidney 
troubles, and describing his new method of treat- 
ment, will also be mailed by him. Correspondence 
this purpose should be addressed to IRVINE 
K. MOTT, M.D., 40 Mitchell Bldg., Cincinnati, O. 


rosc ypic 


ide five o 


the were 


the 


seve 


as 


tre 
if 


for 


) 


ADVERTISER 





36 


THIS TRADE MARK 


is known from one end of the civilized 
world to the other. It will be found 
on the toilet tables of the royalty and 
nobility of Europe and the fashionable 
woman of America. It is the emblem 
of genuineness on every package of the 


Imperial 
Hair Regenerator 


THE STANDARD HAIR COLORING 
FOR GRAY OR BLEACHED HAIR 


The IMPERIAL HAIR REGENERATOR 
is recognized the world over as the 
ONLY preparation which restores 
GRAY HAIR to its original color, or 
that will make BLEACHED H AIR 
any shade desired, trom Black to the 
lightest Ash Blond, without affecting 
the hair, health or scalp. It 
from the injurious ingredients 
tained in cheap obnoxious dyes, an 
has reparative and tonic qualities con. 
tained in no other preparation 

It is easily applied, colors are DUR. 
ABLE, and unaffected by baths or 
shampooing, and is ABSOLUTELY 
HARMLESS. Its application CAN. 
NOT BE DETECTED, permits curl. 
ing and make s the hair soft and glossy 

Sample of your hair colored free 
Correspondence Confidential. ‘The 


IMPERIAL HAIR REGENERATOR 
druggists and appl 
every where, 


is free 


con 


is sold by 


ied by 
Hairdressers or- 


or 


warded in p ain free et express charges prepaid 


Imperial Chemical Mté. -C0.,135 W. 23d St, N.Y. 


TO ADVERTISERS: 


The January number of THE 
SMART SET will be published 
December 15th. This should be of 
interest to advertisers wishing to reach 
buyers of Holiday Goods. 
Advertising forms close Nov. 28th. 





Send order and copy to 


ESS ESS PUBLISHING CO., 
1135 Broadway, New York. 


LANGUAGES 


** The Berlitz Method is the systematized form of learn- 
ing a language in a foreign countr by its actual use. 
4 Wedals at Paris Exposition Rest Native eachers Moderate s. 
THE BERLITZ SCHOOL OF LANGUACE 

Mran OFFice: agrees Square, wew YorK 
Phila., Loder Bide, Rost 122 Reylston St. hieago, Auditorium 
Ruffalo, Eiicott Sq. we aot ise Post St. ft. Louis, Odeon 
175 Branches in th rincipal Furopean and American cith 
Send for list of Schools and catalogue ~ Books for learning (ang 
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MADE To YOUR 
MEASURE FOR 


This SuRTo959 


Marvel 


faskirt. Through 
regular channels of 
selling $6.50 would 
be a fair price. Ope- 
rating a thorough or- 
ganization, we pro- 
duce the same skirt 
to your measure for 


$3.80 


Fashion's dictates 





carried 


Wool Skirts—fliare flounce—walking style. 
Other offerings of equal importance. 
Send for our beautiful catalog and measure- 
ment blanks. Given gratis. 


S.L.& T.WOOLEN co. 
33 UNION SQ., Decker Bidg,, N. Y. City. 
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PURINA MILLS 
Gre WORLD'S FAR RE 
—_ 


JT Louts, U.S.A.1903) 


PURINA CEREALS. 


Don't confound them with foods of less quality 
that cost just as much--every package is guaranteed 
to contain the finest grain, hygienically milled to re- 
tain all the nutritive elements which Nature intended 
The most liked cereal of the century is 


Ralston Breakfast Food 


which represents the high quality maintained in every 
checkerboard package that goes forth from Purina 
Mills *‘Where Purity is Paramount.”” Accept no sub- 
stitutes, be sure you get the checkerboard kind. 

#1.00 and your grocer’s name brings you the full 
variety, prepaid: 5 2-lb. packages and 1 12-lb sack Purina 
Health Flour—the biggest doliar’s worth ever offered. 


PURINA MILLS 


“Where Purity is Paramount,” 


804 Gratiot Street, St. Louis, Mo. 








the Foster. With the Foster, 


Ghe Straight Military Front 


shown in figure to right is secured by wearing 


Ghe Foster Hose Supporter 
Patented December 5, 1899. 
supporter with a pad large enough and supporting bands 
igh to hold back the entire abdomen, assuring the 
rect standing position and the much desired straight 
It has a waist bend whic h presses on the sides of the waist, 
ir a, and has no me tal parts to mar or tear the corset, 
§y ide web, black or white c 
THREE w ide web, fancy frilled, black, white, 
GRADES: | cardinal, blue or pink Tic 
Heavy si 1 web, large pad if desired, 81.°35 
name “ Foster“ is star ned m every pair. Get it of your 
he hasn't it, take mo subetitute, but order of us direct. Name 
nd give w, height and waist measure. 


THE POSTER HOSE SU PPORTER CO,, 438 Broadway, New York 
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OUR “Silber Plate that Wears’’ 1s 


It is 80 universally and Green known, that 
articles of our make are recognized and accepted 
by the trade and public as the standard of the world. 


“Wa NOTE OUR TRADE MARKS HERE SHOWN Sa 


and see that each piece you purchase bears our stamp of un- 
failing quality—quality in design, workmanship, finish and 
wear—“ Silver Plate that Wears.” 
Leading dealers can supply you. 
No. 61 T which aids you in selecting. 
INTERNATIONAL SILVER Co., Successor to 
MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Meriden, Conn. 
Titastrations of ‘‘ 1847 Rogers Bros."’ goods will be found in previous issues of this magazine 


= Prof. R. LEONIDE WANGER’S 


ORIGINAL SCIENTIFIC SYSTEM OF PHYSICAL EXERCISE 


without the use of apparatus, successfully taught by mail. Both sexes. In- 
dividual instruction is given in each case. Requires but 5 to ro minutes’ ex- 
ercise daily, and does not overtax the heart. Acknowledged by the bes 
athletes, professional and business men everywhere to be the most perfect 
system taught. 
Prof. R. L. WANGER 
Dear I think it is a little over a year a 
ing I feel that this last y ar has bee " 
I it ane Seen ae 4 than to ar ther 
Yours very truly, 


YOu CAN INCREASE =... IV 3 WEEKS 


YOUR ure ; a Under my Instruction 


A Positive and Permanent CURE for Constipation, Dyspepsia, Indigestion 
and Insomnia, not occasionally, but in every instance 
Write for fuller infor mation and testimonials. 


Prof. R. Leonide Wanger, 513 St. James Bidg., 26th St. & Broadway, New York City 


Barbadoes, British 

OUR West Indies: tem- 

HE perature from Nov. 

ROPICS May, 76 to 84°; 

finest climate in the 

world for invalids or those seeking to es- 

cape the rigors of a Northern winter. 

Write for circulars showing how to tour 

the West Indies and remain one month at 
the Marine Hotel for $160. Address 

POMEROY HOTEL CoO., 56 Hudson St., 


— OR —- 


QUEBEC S. 5S. CO., 39 B’way, N. Y. City. 


Tea Sets, 
Tureens, 
Candlesticks, 
etc. 
TAMPED 
MADE AND 
GUARANTEED BY 


Spoons, Forks, 
nives, etc, 
STAMPED 


“1847 


Rogers 
Bros.” 
Remember * ‘1847, = 


Write for Catalogue 





NEW YorK, A 


me your me 


g- 2. 1908 
thod of « 
as t in my whole 


st. Gorham Mfg. C 


. 





WORD /67 WORD | 


The Edison Standard Phonograph, which we furnish each 
student, reproduces the foreign professor’s voice and ac- 
cent over and over till the student knows it Los 
Recitations made by phonograph. Only successful w 


Learn a Foreign Language 


BY . I. C. 8. Instruction Papers are the 
simp ja guides to reading 4 
writing a language. French. 
German and Spanish courses. 
Cireular 
free. 











International 
Correspondence 
Schools,. 


Box 8iL 
Scranton, 








n't jump 
from one caine to an- 
other. The successful 
men are those who 
LEARN SOMETHING and 


ELECTRO-VAPO® 


stick to it. By o our unsurpassed system of mail in- 
struction you can learn any one of the following 
professions TEE RA’ up ew! WR em- 
oe es: ING 


URN 
TENOGRAPAY, 
We =e € successful students every whe 
struction is individual and the criticism personal. The 
lessons were arranged by men who have a universal 
reputation in their profession. 


TUITION PAYABLE 60 DAYS AFTER A POSITION IS SECURED, 
Don’t flounder another day; write at once for free printed 
matter, stating what profession you prefer and soon you 
will be of the way to glorious success. CORRESPONDENCE 
ENSTITUTE OF AMERICA, B.578, Seranton, Pa. , U.S. 4+ 
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20th CENTURY 


were used exclusively at the Pan-American E. xposition because they ar 


LAUNCHES 


° 
the best. They are elegantly finished, simple, seaworthy, safe, relia 
Stock sizes 15 to so feet. @150 and up. Send roc. for handsome cata 
logue of Steam ~ Sail Yachts, Row Boats, Canoes, ete. Order n 
avoid Spring rus 


RACINE BOAT MFG. CO., Box T, Racine, Wis. 


FAT FOLKS 


Miss. envelope and I will tell 
Ss. S. TOPP: ‘ 





I am a trained nurse. 13 years 
ago I reduced 45 pounds by a 
harmless remedy, and have not 
regained Nothing to sell. Se 
‘ou how it was done. 


Ave., Chicago. 


G, 
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“*WOBLD FAMOUS FREDERIC PEARLS” 
WORN BY THE ROYALTY 
D 


“ ‘FREDERIC” 
hig! 


Dept A, 905 Broadway Y 
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Sterling Silver Novelties 
33 Pocket Kite, re Pa ee 
34 


35 “ 
36 Match Safe, 
Init 


Do not fail to write for our new catalogue ‘*F.” 
Mailed FREE on request. 


are such that 
tware should 
- page e catalogue, illustrating 
i 1 fine id-plated jew 


the de k and toilet 
otogra phi ‘in Strations. 


KIND & SON, arsier sod 921 Chestnut St., Phitada. 





could fasten 
a cobweb 
with 


Peet's 
Invisible 


EYES 


They take the place 
of silk loops. Strong 
enough to hold any- 
where. So light you 
can hardly see them. 
Ideal for plackets. 
You can find them 
when you're dressing 
and forget them when 
you're dressed. 2 doz. 
eyes, 5c.; with hooks, 
10c. White or black. 
At all stores 

or by mail. 


PEET 














[Ont BUCKLE] 


that gives the 
wearer & long 
ful waist 





Ribbons can be changed at will. No sewing. No 
slipping. Permits lacing to any desired tensior 
Strength and durability warranted. Made in four 
finishes: Gold, French Gray, Oxidized Silver and Gun 
Metal. Guaranteed not to tarnish. Price, post- 
paid, $1.00. Money will be refunded if the 
buckle is found otherwise than represented 
Crosby Mfg. Co,, 556 Broadway, N. ¥., Dept. BS. 

Manufacturing Jewelers and Silversmiths. 

Our Catalogue, full of new ideas of Sterling Silver 

and Jewelry for Christmas, mailed free. 


**Direct from Factory at Factory Prices.” 
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HOPE FOR THE SICK! | 





Dr. J. M. Peebles—Favorably Known Throughout the United States and Europe— 
Has Originated a Method Which Cures Chronic Diseases Formerly Thought Incurable 





“THE PSYCHIC SCIENCE IN THE ART OF HEALING” 


A Book by Dr. Peebles, FREE to Those Who Send For It 





Dr. J. M. Peebles, known as the Grand _terious, but simply 
Old Man of Battle Creek, Mich.,"’ has made This grand science | 


Ss 


<1 


1vo iO? 
uggestion 





1¢ 

a scientific discovery on the line of curing cines made of pure 

so-called incurable and chronic diseases which are compoundes 

which has done more towards the alleviation at Battle Creek, Mich. H« 

of human misery and pain than has any yond a doubt at this combination is 


theory known to science 


As Dr. Peebles is a gentle- 


ive agency 

for the 
man of renown and conse- number of cures 
quence, his discovery : his remarkable 
means much to those suf- ’ man reaches many thous- 


fering from diseases that ands. No matter at what 





have heretofore baffled the distance you may live (for 





a home 


medical profession Dr. SS Me this is positively 
Peebles, it will be remem- i . treatment), or what your 
bered, was United States [as . 3 . disease may be, nor how 
Consul to Turkey, and was ; SWS many have termed it in- 


appointed representative [Ve + wa) curable, write to this emi- 
abroad by the National S wie nent 


physician and his 
Arbitration League of corps of assistants, stating 


America to the Interna- your leading symptoms, 
tional Peace Commission . , ‘ ; and you will receive with- 
of Europe. He has also out cost to yourself a 
been honored by being diagnosis of your case, as 
made a member of the well as ‘‘Psychic Science 
Psychological Association I » Art of Healing,’ 
of London, England, a which is a valuable book 
DR. J. M. PEEBLES, iv ’ D M 

“The Grand Old Man of Battle Creek, Mich.” Witten »y r. J. = 
Peebles. Sit down and 

Italy, a member of the Victoria Institute of write to-day, as it costs you absolutely 


Fellow of the Academy of 
Art and Sciences, Naples, 
Great Britain, as well as many institutionsof nothing to get full information, together 
learning and science in this country. Dr with convincing testimonials from men and 
Peebles’ discovery consists of the fact that women who were cured through this mar- 
he has done away with drastic and poisonous velous method Your health should be 
drugs, and he has discovered and originated more important than any other considera- 
a grand science known as the ‘Psychic ion. No matter what your disease may be, 


Treatment,” which is in no way mys-_ there is hope for you in this grand science. 


DR. PEEBLES’ INSTITUTE OF HEALTH 


DEPARTMENT 208 BATTLE CREEK, MICH. 
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SOUTHERN RAILWAY, 


MOST EXTENSIVE AND POPULAR RAIL. 
ROAD SYSTEM IN THE SOUTH. 


From New York, Washington, Cincinnati, Louisville, St. 
Louis, Chicago and Memphis to Florida, Cuba and Chief 
Southern Cities and Resorts. 

SOUTHERN PALM LIMITED, most !|::xurious train in the world between New York 


and St. Augustine. Begins service early in January 


SOUTHERN RAILWAY is direct line from all 
Northern, Eastern and Western Points to Charleston Inter- 
State and West Indian Exposition at Charleston, S. C., open- 
ing December ist. 


J.M. CULP, T.M. W. A. TURK, A.P.T.M. S.H. HARDWICK, G.P. A. 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 











. 
Se 


ne 


THE Ri 


WINTER RESORTS 


TEXAS, MEXICO. & CALIFORNIA 
BEST REACHED VIA THE 


IRON MOUNTAIN ROUTE 


FOR FURTHER INFORMATION CALL OR ADDRESS 
COMPANYS AGENTS OR THE GENL PASSR AGENT 


———— 


Cc. G. WARNER, H. C. TOWNSEND, RUSSELL HARDING, 
SECOND VICE-PRES'T, GEN’L PASS’R ANO TKT.AGT., THIRD V.-P AND G. M. 


ST. Louis, Mo. — 


Wm. K. Hoyt, Gen’! Kast’n Pass. Agent, 301 Broadway, New York. 
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HU DESTROTER. 


THE GREAT 
1 gvntan REMEDY 


DETARA 


Beyara has been 
in universal use for 
years in Syria, Asia, 
where certain religi- 
ous customs require 

" the hair tc be extir- 
d from | the; ‘bo dy. Beyara is prepared from the 
by a veteran chemist, and is now 


$1,000.00 FORFEIT UP. 4 
BEYARA NEVER FAILS, 4? 


or tl 1e ‘tellef of those in this country who 
troubled with superfiuo us hair on Pace, Neck, 
ther parts of the body. In no case does 
produce m ratifying results than where 
everything else has fatled. 


Beyara is the only substitute for Electrolysis. ¢ 


The first person from each community who writes 
us can obtain FREE a large treatise on Superfluous 
Hair, anda 


Full Size Package of Beyara FREE, | 


— n’t delay in writing to us. Be the first from 
yur locality. Attractive terms to Agents. Ladies 
only. 


w THE BEYARA CO., 225 Albany Bidg., Cincinnati,0. 
AGEECEEEEE CCC CECE EEEHOEEOEECECEEET 


“MORPHINE ont Ars. 


he ST. ANNI LEAGUE off PRES TRIAL PREATHERT 

t for MORPHIN} COCAINE, CHI 

The se antidotes rea are They cueail We PAIN 

t ABSENC I “ id all 
; FREE TREATMENT { 
All I oe 


Pg een pect ey yt SEE: 


| Seeeeseeeececee ecce eeceeececeoeceeeeeeeeceeecee! 





tt li on 
: “ST. ANNE LEAGUE, 5a Woat ‘oaast.. N.Y. City. 





New Idea in Trunks. 


he elmas Dresser Trunk is 
r new principles 
A pla for eve 


trunk r ‘ 
amination. Send 2-cent stamp for illustra 
cataloguc 


F. A. STALLMAN, 
62 Ww. Spring Street, Gwtambus, © 


DENT’S 


CORN GUM 


@RNs BUNIONS WARTS 


Gives almost immediate relief. 
AT ALL DRUGGISTS 1S CTS..OR BY MAIL UPON RECEIPT OF PRICE 


C.S.DENT & CO.,DETROIT. MICH. 
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BEAUTIFUL HANDS AND NAILS 


A Distinguishing Mark of Gentility. 


CREAM VAN OLA. ° 
DIAMOND NAIL EWAMEL. 


Ola - i the Diamond Nail Polish 


ROSALINE. : 
beautiful. Reosaline 
fresh water bat x 
ONGOLINE. | 
. J. PARKER PRAY's | 
f 35 years. 


‘Dr. J. PARKER PRAY COMPANY, 


Sole Manufacturers and Proprictors, 











i877 FOR 24 YEARS _ 901 


We have successfully treated all forms of 


CANCER 


Tumors and other new growths except those in the stomach, 
other abdominal organs and the Thoracic Cavity without the 
use of the knife. As « logical result of our success 

















THE BERKSHIRE HILLS Sanatorium 


has, from a humble beginning. become the largest and most elegantly 
appointed private institution in the world for the treatment of a 
special class of diseases, and has no rivals. . It is conducted by a 
graduate of standing in the Regular School of Medicine, and upon 
a strictly ethical and professional basis. Any physician who desires 
to investigate our method of treatment will be entertained as our 
guest Ail physicians are “cordially invited. 

Upon receipt of a descr a of 3 any case of Cancer or Tumor 
we will mai! oth Ape ly sealed. THE MOST VALUA- 
BLE AND COMPREHI NSIVE TREATISE ever published on 
this special subject, and will give you an opinion as to what can 
be accomplished by our method of treatment, and will refer you 
to former patients, 


DRS. W. E. BROWN & SON, North Acams, Mass. 


























2 K. 234 St., N. ¥. City. 
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| New Catalogue Mailed on Request, 


which describes and illustrates the faultless 
style and marked quality of the | 
6é sis 99 4 
Militant | 


the famous Paris lata Race style of EST IN THE Ho 
THOMSON’S e® “7 


“ Glove-Fitting ” 


It marks the perfection 
of this prevailing mode. 


Turn it Over 
and see how it is madc. 
All seams curving ‘round 
the body. 


For sale by all the best 


dealers in the country. 


1 prefixed to the above 


Geo. C. Batcheller & Co., | | ciphers will make *1,000 out 


345 Broadway, ; 
oinit : 
New York. of - 16 








About *I a week paid on 








an Endowment policy yin the 

THE K ALEIQN, Equitable will give 1.000 to 
Penn. Ave., Cor. (2th St., N. W., you at the end of 20 years. 
Washington, D. C. if you die your family receiv 


Aiud es*1,000 at once. 
[24 European Plan. 


as 


Moreover, at the end of 


Absolutely Fireproof. the Endowment period you 


THE MODERN HOTEL OF THE CITY. receive the accumulated 


T. J. TALTY, Manager. profits also. 
we ame For further information 
fill out and mail coupon 








ee anna 666 OOO6640660600066000' 


WHEN YOU BUY | below: 


a cigarette why not have your 
monogram, crest, club omttem or 4 THE EQUITABLE SOCIETY, Dept. No. 80. 
other design printed on each one? @& | . 
We sell cigarettes direct to con- 120 Broadway, New York 
sumer, saving purchaser at least 20x, and we - 
make no extra charge for printing. 
Suitable for Holiday Gifts. ae 
Samples sent for . Price list free. Endowment for $ if issued to 
50 cigarettes (unmarked) sent post-paid $1. 
PINKUS BROS., Manufacturers, aman years of age. 
56 NEW ST.., NEW YORK CITY. Name 


Please send me information regarding an 


oR en FT EM a 





Address 

















{ORO ee = 








SMART 


Defender Mi¢.Cos. 


Fancy 


SHEETS» PILLOWCASES 


AND 


MUSLIN 























A Royal Gift for Xmas 


DEFENDER MFG. CO.’S 
FANCY SHEETS aad 
PILLOWCASES 
APPROPRIATE PRACTICAL 

Not a gift of the ordinary kind, but one 

that is sure to be appreciated from its 
novelty and value. Packed in hand- 
some boxes containing one fancy sheet 

and two pillowcases, or in package of 


six sheets and twelve pillowcases. 
Prices from $2.00 to $6.00 per set. 


Ask your dealer to sho you these goods 

















Ask your dealer 
to show you 


DefenderMfeCos 
LADIES MUSLIN 
UNDERWEAR 
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It takes its cue from you— 


PRESIDENT 


SUSPENDER 







Moves when you do Adjusts itself to every bend of 
the body. Every pair guaranteed Trimmings can 
not rust. Look for **President” on the buckles 


of the genuine. Extra heavy style for manual work 
ers. Price, 0c. everywhere. If you would like a pair 
of new design sent direct, we will mail them post 
paid, on receipt of price. 


C. A. EDGABTON MFG. CO., Box 259, Shirley, Mass. 


Ohe Figure 
Beautiful 


Our method of treatment for 
Developing 
Ghe Figure 


has the following points of ex 
céllence possessed by no other 
method, and which we positively 
guarantee 

Certainty. This we prove by 
living subjects, photographs and 
sworn statements 

Rapidity. No other method 
can possibly show such quick 
development of the figure 

Convenience. No effort or 
work whatever necessary on your 
part. It isa home treatment 

Harmlessness. woo physi- 
cians in New York alone certify 
to this statement 

Cost. Very moderate. One 
price for the simplest and for the 

TRADE-MARK most difficult cases 

The Venus de Milo method appeals to the common sense 
and intelligence of women 

Our booklet, **Health, Grace and Beauty,’’ 
giving full information, sent in plain sealed en- 
velope free on receipt of 4 cents postage. 

Women specialists in charge. 


Ghe NATURE COMPANY, 
4i West 24th Street, Suite “S,” NEW YORK. 
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PADI ODO 





AVIDS 
OLF BAL 


DRIVE FARTHER 
PUTT TRVER 
LAST LONGER 


PPPOE OCP OCOD PALO OOOO 


ore 


OOOO 


make the exchange 
you but $2.00 per dozen 


DAVIDSON RUBBER CO. 
19 Milk Street 
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» full size and 
guaranteed to be seasoned at least eight 


Balls when they 
per dozen in ex- 
or send them to us and we will 
» new balls cost 
Three sample balls will be 


Boston, pumed. 
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Principle 


The 
Smooth Steel 
Tune Sheet. 


The Latest Step 
in Music Box 
Perfection. 


An Automatic Instru- 
ment that preserves 
the soul of music. 


The Stella music box embodies the most im- 
portant improvements ever made in music 
boxes The smooth steel tune disc and the 
beautiful tone of the Stella, have brought it to 
the front rank of automatic musical instru- 
ments. They have made possible the rendition 
of the finest musical com positions or the light- 
est popular airs in exactly the same spirit 
as intended by the composer. No harsh metal- 
lic sound—every chord is heard in rich modu- 
lation. The cone of the Stella is a blending of 
the piano's precision with the organ’s richness. 
These improvements are 


Found only on the 


STELLA 


Music Boxes 


The smooth tune disc has no pins to break the 
mechanism of the box It enables the tune 
sheet to contain a larger number of notes, giv- 
ing longertunes. Its repertoire is unlimited. 
Insist on seeing the Stella. If your music 
dealer or jeweler cannot show it to you, write 
for the Stella book. Don’t purchase a music 
box before hearing the Stella. Every Stella 
box is guaranteed. 


JACOT MUSIC BOX CO., 
51 Union Square, New York City. 








SMART SET 


i PERFUMES 
(lee 
NO SOAPS 


THE DAINTIEST X-MAS GIFT. 


Delettrez Agiaia, 
Delettrez Amarylii« du Japon, 
Delettrez Violettes Celestes. 
Sold by the best deale Refuse Substitutes 


McKESSON & ROBBINS, American Agents, - NEW YORK. 

















WiC w AS SEEN 
BAR-LOCK The only visible typewriter with double key 
BAR-LOCK 


BAR-LOCK 
the use of automatic mec anions. 
BAR-LOCK. The typewriter that delivers the largest net 
reoutte { ra day's work 
Our catalogue explains WHY and a free trial of the 


demonstrates it 


THE COLUMBIA TYPEWRITER MFG. CO., 


47 West 116th Street, New York City. 


oar 
I nly typewriter that does not sacrifice es 
sent © attain vieible writing. 
I 


he typewriter that relieve tor most by 
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The World’s Standard 
for thirty years. 


It cleanses, preserves, 
beautifies and whitens 
the teeth, strengthens 
the gums and sweetens 
the breath. 

Put up in neat tin boxes, 
itis perfect for the dress- 
ing table and ideal for 
traveling. No powder to 
scatter, no liquid to spill 
or to stain garments. 


25c at all druggists. 
PROPRIETORS: 


C. H. STRONG & CO., Chicago. 


THE Best of all, and for over sixty years 

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup 
has been used by mothers for their children while teeth- 
ing. Are vou disturbed at night and broken of your rest 
by a sick child suffering and crying with pain of Cutting 
Teeth? If so, send at once and get a bottle of 

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup 
for Children Teething. Its value is incalculable. It wi 
relieve the poor little sufferer immediately. Depend upor yn 
it, mothers, there is no mistake about it. It cures diar- 
rheea, regulates the Stomach and Bowels, cures Wind 
Colic, softens the Gums, reduces Inflammation, and gives 
tone and energy to the whole system. 

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup 
for children teething is pleasant to the taste and is the 
prescription of one of the oldest and best female physi 
cians and nurses in the United States, and is for sale by 
all druggists throughout the world. Price, twenty-five 
cents a bottle. Be sure and ask for 

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup. 

1840-1901 





LA PARLE OBESITY SOAP 


i result secured by applica- 
FAT tion of the lather: no rub 
Miaaael bing; no change of diet 
i or habits; absolutely harm- 
Hii mIPA AL less—and 
Ai 6ImT WILL DO IT. 
SEND FOR BOOKLET. 


LA PARLE SOAP CO., Dept. SS., St. James 








Bidg., Broadway and 26th St., New York. 
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numbers of physicians pre- }§ 
scribe for convalescent 
patients the daily use of 
Great 


Western 


Champagne, its assured 
purity and mildly tonic 
properties making it the 


Bausch 6 Lomb 
Plastigmat f-6.8 


The Perfect Photo Lens, as the above picture made 
with it shows, is fast enough for the fastest work, 
and in addition, has the prover length of focus for 
the best pictorial results, the highest optical cor- 
rections and either combination may be used separ- 
ately for long distance or portrait photography. 
Booklet with five difficult pictures mailed free. 
Buy your camera with it. Buy it for your camera, 


Bausch & Lomb Optical Co. 
New York ROCHESTER,N.Y. Chicago 


ideal 


Champagn 


for those recovering from 
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. 


lingering illness. The only 
American Champagne re- 
ceiving gold medal at 
Paris Exposition. 
PLEASANT VALLEY WINE CO., Sole Makers, 
Rheims, N. Y. 


Sold by all respectable wine dealers everywhere. 
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We never use drugs, obesity tablets or 
pills of any kind to reduce fat as they weak- 
en the system and often cause death. 


We reduce the flesh without any discomfort to the wearer. Obesity belts used to advant- 
age by corpulent people, both ladies and gentiemen, to reduce corpulency and give shape 
to a pendulous or relaxed abdomen. The use of these belts reduces your size and leaves 
no room for surplus fat to accumulate; also gives absolute safety from Navel Rupture; 
relieves the dragging sensation peculiar to a pendulous abdomen and improves theshape. 











We will send the belt to any part of the United States or Canada. Special Price, 

2.50. Send measure around the largest part of abdomen when ordering belt. 
Comfortable belts made to order to be used after any operation. 

We also make belts invaluable to prospective mothers. 

Those interested in the subject call or write and get an illustrated book—FREE, 
We Manufacture Trusses for all Cases of Rupture, 

IMPROVED ELASTIC TRUSS COMPANY, 

768 BROADWAY, NEW YORE, 


(Two doors below Wanamaker’s, near Ninth Street.) 


Ladies in Attendance for Ladies. Examination Free. Closed Sundays. 
Established 20 years in New York. 


YOUR FACE rorroxe 
ONE DOLLAR WILL IMPROVE AND PRESERVE IT 


Until Further Notice We Will Send You A Regular Dollar Box of Dr. 
Campbell’s Safe Arsenic Complexion Wafers and a 50c. Cake of 
Fould’s Medicated Arsenic Soap For One Dollar Only. 








These world-famous remedies area sure cure for impure blood, pimples, freckles, 
blackheads, moth patches, liver spots, acne, redness of face or nose, 
wrinkles, dark rings under the eyes and ai! other blemishes, whether on the face, 
neck, arms or bedy. They brighten and beautify the complexion as no other remedies on 
earth can, and they do it in a verv short time. They impart to the complexion the t exquisite 
fairness, make the skin clear, soft and velvety Until further notice we will send you the wafers 
and soap for $1.0 After this offer is withdrawn the price will be $1 for the wafers and sox 
for the soap. Address or callon BL. B. FOULD, Room 44, 214 6th Ave., New 
York. Sola by Druggists Everywhere. 
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Catarrh Inhaler that has won a world-wide reputa- 
A tion. It is made of Nicke J 4,41} ., time; 
is « mmpact it may easily be carri in a vest 


pocket or 


think f ra moment yo 
the germs of 


Stroying such germe 
Pains and Rearing in the Head, Bronchitis, 
Sore Throat, Headac' 

La Grippe and al! diseases of the air passage « yield 
as if by magic t 


cator. Science and common sense can offer no im- 
provement upon this little pocket physician It is | 
simple in construction and may be used anywhere 
and at any time it is the only positive cure for 
the diseases named make it easy to prove this 
beyond all question by the following remarkable 


‘| naming this paper, one of my mew Scientific 
Co-ro-na Medicators, complete with medicine 
for one 
$1.00; 

| it costs you nothing to 
Could any proposition 


E. J. WORST, 145 Elmore Block, Ashiand,0. 
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CO-RO-NA 
MEDICATOR. 


A natural evolution from E. J. Worst's famous 
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reticule 


CATARRH 


Don't take medicine iat » the sto mach to nes ovemne 
of Catarrh in the hea f you will only stop and 
cer tainly realize that 
earried into your head by 
nly agency that will carry a 
diseased passages capable « 


Catarrh, Head © ‘olds, 








lisease were 
air, and that air is the 







medication to the 






he, Partial Deafness, 






) treatment with the Co-r« » Medi- 














SPECIAL OFFER. 


Por a short time, ! will mail free to any reader 
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ear. If it gives satisfaction, send me 
f not, return it after three days’ trial. 
ve it a thorough test. 
fairer ? 
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CURES ECZEMA AND TETTER, 
ABSOLUTELY AND PERMANENTLY 
REMOVES BLACKHEADS, 
FRECKLES, eenteen REONESS, SUN. 

SPOTS and TAN, 
Sold by al) Druggists. nay be ordered direct. 
DERMA-ROVALE, $1 per bottle, Express paid 
DERMA-ROVALE SOAP, 25c., by mail. 
Both in one package, $!.25, Express paid. 
Send for Free book of portraits and testimonials 


THE DERMA-ROYALE 60., “sins 


Onto, 
Cee INSURES 


rs 
»? PURE. SOFT. WHITE. SKINS 
Beautiful’ ful’Complexion. 





19900600000600000000000000000000 
OIL--SMELTER--MINES! 


DOUGLAS, LACEY & C0. 


66 BROADWAY & 17 NEW ST., NEW YORK. 
) ) Bankers, Brokers, Fiscal Agents. 


Members N. Y. Consolidated Stock E-xchange, and 
Los Angeles, Cal., Stock Exchange. 


» Dividend- Paying Mining, Ol] and Smelter 
) Stocks, Listed and Unlisted our Spcolaity. 
») Booklete giving our successful plan fo -4 Tealising the larg 
) profits of laghtienate Mining. Oil and Sw nvestments 
subscript 1 blanks, = particulars, etc., sent free to any 
p inte rested on a | _ 

oston, Philadelphia, Chicago, Cleveland.ir 
BRANCHES. cinnati, St. Louis, Baltimore, W ashingte ! 
) Pittsburg, Bafalo, Prese tt, ‘i : le Angeles, Cal ; Hart 
» ford, Halifax, 8. ; John, N. » Montreal & Tore 


we 
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KLIP- 


KLIP 





A Unique Little Toilet Article 


It trims, files, shapes, and for the 


cleans, and keeps the nails in 

perient coniition. A complete Pocket 
manicure for man, woman, orchild. Silver 
steel, nickel plated. Sent postpaid on 
receipt of price if your dealer hasn’t it. 


KLIP-KLIP CO., Dept. Ss. 25¢ 
ROCHESTER, N.Y. ® 
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[ whist Lessons Free. 
$20 OO course, by mail, with each set 


of Paine’s Whist Trays bought 
from your dealer. Write us for particulars. Our 
booklet, “‘Simple Whist,’’ teaches principles of 
the game in an evening. Mailed for 2c. stamp. 


PAINE’S DUPLICATE WHIST TRAYS 


Neat—Compact—Durable— 
the most satisfactory for 
playing Duplicate Whist, 
in which skill—not luck, 
wins. Cards are easily 
inserted and securely 
held. Every detail pat- 
PAINE TRAY. ented. Infringements 
Sold by dealers, or address will be prosecuted. 


The U. S. Playing Card Co., Dept.34 Cincinnati, U.S. A. 











“ “= Derfect 
Curves 


which give to women a beautifu! figure, are 
produced quickly by YVestro. It fills out 
all hoilow and flat places, adds grace and 
beanty to the neck. softens and clears 
the skin, adds charm and attraction 
to the plainest women. Beautiful 
W omen everywhere owe their superb 
figures, perfect health and matchiles= 
loviiness to Yestro, Absolutely 
=a. Full information, new 
Beauty Boek,” testimonials, ete 
sealed | a plain package for 2c. stam) 


address AURUM CO., 
Dept. K.B., 55 State §t., Chicago. 














A Skin of Beauty i isa Joy Forever. 
DR. T. FELIX GOVRAUVD’S 


QRIENTAL CREAM, OR MAGICAL BEAUTIFIER, 


Removes Tan, Pimples, Freckles, M th 
Patches, Rash and Skin diseases, ar very 
bdemish om beauty ' 

its virtwes Ht has 


it 


wsinetic 


} 
er 


PURIFIES 


Beautifies the Skit 


N 


c ept no 
similar name. The « 
Dr. L. A. Sayre said t 
the Aan? ton 


it every ay 
Pol bax SUBTILE remeves + 
ows hair without injury to the skin. 
a .T. Ley: Prop'r, 37 Gt. Jone 
~t F ale by fl Druggi 
sod Pency G od Denleve the ugt 
out the U. S., Canadas 1 Europe 


t 
Mow tecense. it 
writes: “Your method reduced 
my weight The. in less 
pte ree 70 montha 
jswas 6 years ago aad I 
Sates gained an ounce in 
” Purely veeete 
ble and harmless as water. Amy one can make 


weight since 

itat home at little 

No sickness. We will mail a box of 

lain sealed package for 4 cents for 
St Leis, 


Mo 


or no expense. No starving 
and full particulars in ay 


age.et. HALL © Ned AL ©O., Department 144, 





PHONO PNEUMO TREATMENT, 
Boston, 


NESS and head noises permanently | 
cured. New and startling discover 
well-known Bost Aurist 
Ii! ted book and month's treat 
TIRE 


Mass. 


24 Huntington Avenue, 





Copyrighted, 1901, by The U. S. Playing Card Co. 


SITTING P CARD BACK. 


An authentic of this most noted of 
Indian chiefs. A companion to the famous 
Rookwood Indian design — printed in the rich, 
mellow colors which have helped to make the 
Rookwood back so popular. Found only in our 


Congress 
Playing Cards 


(Gold edges.) Thin, crisp, elastic. Preferred by 
wise entertainers, who know that handsome cards 
do much to make the party a success. Booklet, 
“Entertaining with Cards,” illustrates all the popu- 
lar backs, such as Rookwood Indian, Spinning 
Wheel, Good Night, George Washington, Mill, 
Rube, Delft and many others Sold by dealers. 


Adjudged “‘perfect,’’ and accorded highest possible 
award, Pan-American Exposition, Buffalo, 1901, 
and World’s Fair, Chicago, 1893. 

Awarded “Grand Prix” against all nations, Paris, 
1goo; the only Playing Cards ever deemed worthy 
a “Grand Prix.” 

CUT THIS OUT and send with 2c. 

stamp and we will mail you sample 

Sitting Bull card and above booklet, 

describing an Indian and many 

other novel card parties. 
THE U.S. PLAYING CARD CO. 
Department 8, Cincinnati, Ohio. 
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Our Goddess of Liberty 
Trade Mark Ace. 
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> acquaint you 

It is on e famous MAISON VIOL ET | nounced . 
Veo-o-lay) PE RP u ES, Oh, How Good it Feels! 
and is t most popular TO APPLY 
w“ ive ever made : 

\ I ind a half of KC il’ F T a?? 
Ray ogswells Foot Tonic 
t ttle and attractive 
b :$ ; To feet that ache or burn. 

, se perfumesare not That perspire or itch. 
80 ar ywher hey are That are hot or feverish. 
not aa everyone. They That are tender or sore. 
are sold in all first-class drug That are burdened with chilblains or inflam- 
stores They are bought by } mation. 
par ar peopl COGSWELL’s “ Foot 

Do n so he Tonic” routs all foot 
fascinat BOUQUET. FARNESE Se troubles. Sent securely 

Ambre -? yval, and all our <« rs, packed and tpaid to 
are produced in powders, sac aoe any address in the United 
soaps an 1 toilet water | States. Price $1.00 per 

Our little booklet about them will bottle Sample bottle 
interest every refined woman. Sent | (enough to reliev 
free on request with perfumed card, | convince you) sent ] 

| paid on receipt of * 
MAISON VIOLET ro bee } 
ART F Ber BEA 
, Dr. E. N 
29 Boulevard des Italiens, . 





PARIS, PRANCE. 


FRANK M. PRINDLE & co., 


Sole Agents for the United States, 


Suite K, 8 Thomas Street, New York City. 


E. N. COGSWELL, 
Surgeon Chiropodist, 
Dept. A, St. James Bidg., 

133 Broadway, 
New York. 











als of five other famous 


Send ents for five sample v 
MAISON VIOLET ODORS—».w cents for one 


HYDRO-VACU 


For Face Treatment at Home 
The results from this wonderful scientific invention are 
simply marvelous. It cures all cases of pimples, blackheads, 


eczema and skin eruptions, cleanses the pores, 5 — 


























and makes the skin clear, plump and youthful. 


Removes Wrinkles 
absolutely, and creates a «mooth, healthy, 
fine-grained skin. The Hydro-Vacu is high 
ly endorsed by physicians and dermatolo- 
gists, and is so simple that any lady can use 
it at home, 


Special Offer 


For a limited time only, that every lady 
may obtain one, the Hydro-Vacu will be 
sent with comp slete instructions for one-half 
regular price. Fall information sent free. 


Gervaise Graham, Dermatologist. 
4279 Michigan Ave., Chicago 























It triumphs over obstacles ; 
it enables ¥y yu te tee your 
highest ambitions; to achieve; 
to accomplish; ~ € win. It 
marks the difference between suc- 
cessand failure and makes man the 
supreme master of his destiny. By 
our new system you can learn this 
wonderful science in a few days at 
your own home, you can cure dis- 
eases, bad habits andwield wonder- 
ful power and influence over others. 
Our richly illustrated book on H yp- 
notism, Personal Magnetism, Mag- 
netic Healing, etc., tells how. It’s 

. Itisintenselyinteresting and 
full of startling surprises. It has 
been the means of starting thou- 
sands of persons on the road tosuc-. 
cess. Weabsolutely guarantee suc- 
cess. A postal card dropped in the 
box at the corner will bring this 
wonderful book to your very door. 


NEW YORK INSTITUTE OF SCIENCE 
Dept. DN3 
ROCHESTER, N, Y. 
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‘ If you iT ye ty * net ounely 
et Styles and Correct Dress 
gE NT TRE iz, “ CORLISS, COON ‘* Ws, Dept. 3, Troy, N. ¥. 





First in Progress... 








HELMET 


First in Perfection BRAND 








First in Popularity 
















For 115 years 
Ghe Finest Example of 
what Ale should be 





HALDON 

DUNLOTE AMEER > i~ 
JENNICO + usco ain 
BASII CASMA $ ~ 





rewed for past 115 years by 


Cc. m. EN me & SONS, leacon, X. Y. CORL S S. '@ 676), & & 








23 YEARS 


the Standard of 


Excellence 





Rich and Soft as Cream 










Only True 
Sanitary Underwear 


ALL WEIGHTS FOR ALL WANTS 


ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 


Hunter 
Whiskey 









FREE 


P § 16 West 23d Street 
It is pure from the beginning BROOKLYN: ea Broadway 
P +} am — am 6 : 504 Fulton Street 
and through aging becomes the BOSTU 230-232 Boylston Street 
finest type of whiskey made. PHILADELPHIA: 924 Chestnut Street 
CHIC 82 State Street 






Sold at al! First-Class Cafes and by Jobbers 
LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md 





pa In all Principal Cities 
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WHEN TREES ARE NOT USED 
when LE ADAM’ 8S SHOE TRE wry a 
I d 
Wom! N, #1. 00 PER P AIR. \ 
LIONEL B. LEADAM, 


2 used in 9 ur 


B. & P, Wrinkle | Eradicator 


rf wer 4 box . f x $ 
Wew wer 


The B. & P. co. (Two Wor . 36 Kirk St., Cleveland, 0. 


hoes daily 


great 





MORPHINE hb! cur 

days. 30,000 cases 
cured. NO PAY TILL 
cate L Address DR. 


J. LSTEPHENS CO. .5, Lebanon, Ohio. 


RED 


rrespondence confidentia 


DR. L. ROBINSON, Dept. P, 512 Ellicott Sq., Buffalo, N. Y. 





I will gladly inform 


YSELF CUR anyone addicted te 
SRUAUBANGM, os never nue 
__ Mrs. ! wt. ry 6. vic bw "Box 131 131 2, fiasco go. il _ Veen 


“Sent t to anyc anyone é addicted to the use of 
Contains Vital Principle heretofore unknown and lacking in 


4’ ia drug habit. 
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cured Examination blar free 
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eee the Difference 


WHEN TREES ARE USED DAILY 


They take out the ois 
omitort and « rsh “ " ger 
ry I i 


‘FOR, ME N AND 


130 Paimetto St., Brooklyn, N. Y. (Fo rmerly 80 Wall St., "i Y.). 


BY THE USE OF MY UNRIVALED 


“NOYLENE” 


(No Mechanical Appliances or Drugs.) 
*NOYLENE” positively develops 
your NECK and CHES making the fig- 
annie oe ee ure Symmetrical and imparting Youth- 
omaliy w en possible. < ugh ri 
Hours. 11 to 5 daily 141 Contour. When through experi- 
(Fridays excepted). menting, try it Established $88. 
Price, 82.00. 


Send 4 cents postage for Booklet and full particulars 


Mme. L. C. MARIE, Specialist, 
Ladies’ Goilet /tudio, 


138 WEST 1LIGTH STREET, NEW YORK. 





Oj’ Note the TREATED SIDE of this Face. 


The habit of Frowning forever 
cured and ' 


Wrinkles Removed © 
At Any Age. 
« ANTI-WRINKLE SHEETS ° 


work like m .— while 
muscles are resting They prevent - 
2 " y ‘ Try _- ast vin (TRADE-MARK.) 
toe. a 50 Mand = age. daily 
Adviee cheer AVOID IMITATIONS. 
fully given to all correspondents 
I ’ 


iness my ASTRINCENT works wonders. 


Pri or pacha 


Sime. L. Cc. MARIE, Specialist, 
Ladies’ Goilet /tudio, 
138 WEST 1LIGTH STREET, 


Spe PAINLESS AND PERMANENT 
r 


e——2/A Trial Treatment Free 


phine, e, Opium, Laudanum, Cocaine or 


NEW VORK. 


all others.- We restore the nervous and physical systems and thus remove the cause. Confi- 


dential correspondence invited from all, especially 
Us ASSOCIATION, 46D 


sirlrPauti 


BLINDNESS 
PREVENTED 


Pocket Battery. Ready for use at all times, and 
references given. 


oe a’ and the p iples u 


“ ACTINA ” from any a ay {ter: efing of dregene. ke oe Bay ade eo, Bropla. oF 


hich it is based 


REW YORK & LONDON W ELECTRIC ASSOCIATION, o 


} hey having refractory cases. 
Van Buren St... CHICAGO... 


EYESIGHT — 


RESTORED 


Highest 


‘amily. Success is : oneunnd. 


Write for our 100 Page Treatise on the eye Lr its disease, ~agy ys 5 = full explanation of 


ad i7 wable book (atT si: Si., KANSAS CITY, MO. 
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This Attractive 
Calendar 


for 1902, artistically 
printed in ten colors, 
size 10x12 inches, 
combines utility with 
beauty; a pleasing 
wall decoration for 
home or office. Sent 
free. Fill out and 
ne the Pudeial Gel of 1902"=C«é«é ML. COUPON. 


The Prudential 


Life Insurance Policy is a 
generous and welcome 
Christmas gift, assur- 

ing your family of 
future comfort. 


HAS THE 
Write for information Dept. 16, STRENGTH OF * 
The Prudential GIBRALTAR 


Insurance Co. of America 





JOHN F. DRYDEN, HOME OFFICE: 
President. Newark, N. J. 
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TU tte 


“AGUIDE IS NEGESSARY 


for the outside trader who desires to be successful in his specula- 
tions. This winter will offer many opportunities for profit- 
making in the stock market, but in ‘order to be successful it is 
necessary to have advice from a reliable and unbiased source. Suc- 
cess or tailure is largely a question of good judgment, guided by 
experience and proper information. 


Do you wish good, conservative advice in your operations ? 


It is the business of 


Town — Financial Bureau 


(ESTABLISHED 1889) 


to investig all Financial problems, to secure early news on market movements and to advise 
its clients in their investn s or speculations. 

THE BU REAU "S ADV ICE ii is always sincere and as reliable as possible, because it 
dispassionat ly sees aml sizes the ation from all standpoints, and is UNBIASED by in- 
terests or de 

WE OPE noo NO a yeas erly and have no interest in the market. Our sole busi- 
ness is to furnish disinterested opinions and information. 

we are fully e¢ qui yped to advise on 1 COTTON and WHEAT as well as on stocks or bonds. 

Special attention. given to the investigation of INV ESTMENT ‘SECURITIES, and to 
furnishing opinions thereon. We are also in a position to make special and exhaustive reports 
upon any and all of the new Industritis. Whatever information is obtainable on these 
properties is within our reach. 

Read carefully the terms printed below and send check for one month's trial or for 
special report, as the case may be. Address all communications to 


TOWN TOPICS FINANCIAL BUREAU 


(Telephone, 262 Broad) Edison Building, 42 Broad Street, New York 
SERVICE RATES ARE: 


First—For a single advice or opinion (by letter or telegram, as required) on a stock, 
bond, cotton or wheat market question, or for an investigation and report on a par- 
ticular investment or speculative security, $10. (An advance subscription of $ 50 gives the 
privilege of ten inquiries during’a year.) 

Seconp—Out-of-town daily /e/egraphic service, inclu ding at least one telegram each day 
(early morning), daily letter, and privilege of inquiries at will, $40 per month. 

Turrp—Out-of- town daily /e¢ter service, with occasional important telegrams and privilege 
of a reason< able sumber of special inquiries, $20 per month, or $50 for ‘Aree months. 

FourtH—Daily /ef/er service without privilege of telegrams or inquiries, $25 per year; 6 
months, $15. Suties riptions under Class Fourth are not accepted for less than 6 months. 

Firra—A Special New York City service for business men and others above Fulton 

treet, consists of : A telegram each morning sent at 8.30 o'clock, covering probable 
course of market for the day. and advice as to purchase or sale of particular stocks; also 
a telegram around midday when circumstances warrant it; also the regular daily letter 
at 3.30 P.M. (mailed to house address if desired) ; also privilege of inquiries and advice 
at will by telegraph, telephone, letter, or personal call at our office. In this service we 
pay for the morning telegrams only; others at cost of subscriber. Terms, $45 per month. 
To operators making their hez rdqué arters in the Wall Street district, this service will be 
made by our own messe ngers if preferred 


ALL TELEGRAMS AT COST OF SUBSCRIBER, except as indicated in class fifth. 
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SMART SET ADVERTISER 


BUFFALO LITHIA 
WATER 


In All Forms of Bright’s Disease, Uric Acid Diathesis, 
Rheumatism, Lithzemia, Scarlatina, Typhoid Fever, Etc. 
Its yey Solvent, and Eliminating Power over 
Renal Calculus, Etc. 


Dr. George Ben Johnston, Richmond, Va., c-?resident Medical Society 
of Virginia and Professor of Gynecology and Abdominal Surgery, Medical College of Virginia: “Vf 1 were 
asked what mineral water has the widest range of usefulness, | would unhesitatingly answer 
Buffalo Lithia, In Uric Acid Diathesis, Gout, Rheumatism, Lithemia, and the like, its beneficial 
effects are prompt and lasting. 

“I have had evidence of the undoubted Disintegrating, Solvent, and Eliminating powers of this 
water in Renal Calculus, and have known its long continued use to permanently break up the 
GRAVEL-forming habit. 

“It is an agent of great value in the treatment of the Albuminuria of Pregnancy, and is an excellent 
diuretic in Scarlatina and Typhoid Fever, In all forms of BRIGHT’S DISEASE, except those 
hopelessly advanced, its good effects are pronounced, I believe it has been the means of pro- 
longing many lives in this trouble.’’ 

Spring No, 1 is both a NERVE and a BLOOD TONIC, and in PALE, FEEBLE, and ANAEMIC 


SUBJECTS is to be preferred, In the absence of these symptoms, No. 2 is to be preferred. 


BUFFALO LITHIA WATER is for sale by Grocers and Druggists generally. 


Testimonials which defy all imputation or questions sent to any address. 


PROPRIETOR BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINCS, VIRCINIA 





THE OVERLAND LIMITED 


Leaves Chicago 8.00 p. m. daily and arrives San Francisco 5.15 p- m. 
the third day. Buffet-smoking and library cars (with barber), double 
drawing-room sleeping cars. All meals in dining cars. 


THE PACIFIC EXPRESS 


Leaves Chicago 10.00 a.m. daily and arrives San Francisco 4.15 p.m. 


the third day. Buffet-smoking and library cars (with Barber) and 
Pullman sleeping cars. All meals in dining cars. 

THE CALIFORNIA EXPRESS 
Leaves Chicago 11.30 p. m. daily and arrives San Francisco 8.25 a. m. 
the fourth day. Buffet drawing-room es cars and tourist sleep- T 
ing cars Chicago to San Francisco daily. Personally conducted 
excursions to California and 4 every Tuesday and Friday. 


Chicago & North-Western, Union Pacific EVERY 
and Southern Pacific Railways. 


ALL AGENTS SELL TICKETS BY THIS ROUTE DA ! 








SMART SET ADVERTISER 


Armour’s 
Society Girl 


Calendar 
for 1902 


Consists of six sheets 

(10x15 inches) showing the ‘‘Chris- 

ty” girl, the ‘‘Smedley”’ girl, the 
‘‘Wenzell” girl, the ‘*Hutt” 
girl, the ‘‘Sterner”’ girl and the 
‘*Keller” girl, reproduced from 
original designs made expressly 
for Armour & Company. All 
requests for this beautiful cal- 
endar will be attended to in the 
order received. Mailed post- 
paid to any address on receipt 
of 25 cents in stamps or coin, 
or metal cap from jar of 





Armour’s 
Extract of Beef °“"""" 


In Pastel, highly colored, by A. B. Wenzell 





The Best Extract of the Best Beef for 
Soups, Sauces, Gravies and Beef Tea 





Anticipating the wants of those who 
may desire to obtain these designs as 
art plates suitable for framing or port- 
folio, we have ordered a limited edition 
printed with calendar dates omitted and 
all advertising matter eliminated. In 
this form we will ma‘l postpaid any one 
of the designs on receipt of 25 cents or 
metal cap from Extract of Beef, or the 
six complete for $1.co in stamps or 
money order. Address all requests to 


Armour & Company 
Chicago 


Copyright 1901, Armour & Co., Chicag 





In Pastel, by Albert Sterner . In Watercowr, by A. 1. Keller 
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STATEMENT 
¢ The- 
Travelers 


Insurance Company 
OF HARTFORD, CONN. 


Chartered 1863. (Stock. ) Life, Accident an? Employers 
Liability Insurance. 





























JAMES G. BATTERSON, President. 
PAID-UP CAPITAL 


$1,000,000 


JANUARY I, 1901. 


Total Assets, (“Ai rerincitvze* “) $30,861,030.06 
Total Liabilities Goctuding Reserves) . .  26,317,903.25 
Excess , to sadhana: . : 4 126.81 
Surplus, . ; 35431268) 
Paid to Policy-holders since | 643,384. 
Paid to P. folders sce 1864, Oi iAton 
Loaned to P — on Policies (Life) 1,586,652.20 
Life Insurance in Force, y -  $09,019,851.00 
In Assets, rT TS 167819 9 +I 
In Insurance in Force (Lite Deparement Only), 8,685,297.06 
Increase in Reserves (Both ~~ “ase: 2,484,392,52 
Premiums Collected, 6,890,888.55 










































































Sylvester C. Dunham, Vice-President 
John E. Morris, Secretary : yoann haat? men use cary 
(Sade “ : 4) 
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¢ 1->| |g ED. PINAUD’S } 





Most Exquisite Perfumes. 
VIOLETTE REINE, ; 
BRISA DE LAS PAMPAS, $ 
FRENCH CARNATION PINK. 


One drop of these perfumes qontains the 
fragrance of a bouquet of treshly cut flowers. 








Rape mveneed Fay 
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ED. PINAUD’S 


IMPORTATION OFFICE, 
46 East 14th Street, 
New York City, 


ED. PINAUD’S 
EAU DE QUININE HAIR TONIC. 


The Best Hair Restorer. A Positive Dandruff Cure. 


ED. PINAUD’S 


VIOLETTE DE PARME TOILET WATER. 
Most Exquisite for the Bath and Atomizer. 




















“PUT ME OFF 
AT BUFFALO” 


Are the words of an old song. They 
come into great play in 1901, for the 
whole world is singing them, and of 
course the whole world will travel by 
the 


NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES 


as they reach Buffalo from everydirec- 
tion. These Lines are the New York 
Central, Boston & Albany, Michigan 
Central, Lake Shore, Big Four, Pitts- 
burg & Lake Erie and Lake Erie & 


vues HATS ARE NOT ON SALE WHERE YOU Live, SEND Western Railways. 

00, GIVE UG YOUR HCIGHT, WAIST MEASURE AND 
ona OF HAT WORK, STATE COLOR ag WHETHER STIFF 
OR SOFT HAT 1 WANTED. , Bors 


Aiaies Hat Gyan 
wigan” | SGRMER Sete eran, |New Yor. 


171 TREMONT STREET. 
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have been established 50 YEARS. By our system of cre. 

N enw he family in moderate circumstances can 
piano. We take old instruments in exchange > ond 
expense. 


Co, abe ahead dollars for a hat and be no 
Cen per inal ted 























delive rf the new piano in your home free of 
Write for Catalorue D and explanations. 
OSE & SONS CO., 160 Boylston St., 





Ghe Oravelers 


Insurance Company 
OF HARTFORD, CONN. 

















Chartered 1865, (Stock.) Life, Accident, and 
Employers’ Liebility Insurance, 





JAMES G. BATTERSON, President 





PAID-UP CAPITAL 


$1,000,000 








JULY 1, 1901 
Total Assets, (“°“Sstirwgrinetupep, ") ». $32,198,504.44 
Total Liabilities (lachuding Reserves) ; : : . 27,499,719.25 
Excess Security to Policy-holders . . | i area 
Paid to Policy-holders since 1864 . . . 44,469,462.48 
Total Insurance in Force a eee 





GAINS: 6 months, January to July, 1901 


In Assets é . : : é .  $1,270,172.92 
In Insurance in Force (Life Department Only) ‘ .  4,739,635.00 
Increase in Reserves (Both Departments) ‘ : ; 1,165,244.44 


Premiums, Interest, and Rents, 6 months : : 4,538,683.18 











eninennetae 


Sylvester C. Dunham, Vice-President. 
John E. Morris, Secretary. J. B. Lewis, M.D., Medical Director and Adjuster. 
Edward V. Preston, General Manager of Agencies. Hiram J. Messenger, Actuary. 











| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


ED. PINAUD’S 


Most Exquisite Perfumes. 
VIOLETTE. REINE, 
ROYAL CHRYSANTHEME, 
FRENCH CARNATION PINK. 


One drop of these perfumes contains the 
fragrance of a bouquet of freshly cut flowers. 





Sold everywhere in U.S. and 
Canada,or upon receipt of $1 
a full size bottle ‘Aen. ae 7 will be 
sent by mail, prepaid. 

ED, PINAUD’S 
IMPORTATION OFFICE, 
46 East 14th Street, 

New York City. 


ED. PINAUD’S 
EAU DE QUININE HAIR TONIC. 


The Best Hair Restorer. A Positive Dandruff Cure. 


ED. PINAUD’S 
VIOLETTE DE PARME TOILET WATER. 
Most Exquisite for the Bath and Atomizer. 
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“ A land of fruits and flowers.” 


"‘pawae Aluo puy wens 


yas 


CALIFORNIA. 





Affords every variety of scenery 
and climate; abounds in mountains, 
lakes, rivers and forests. Every 
American should know something 
about it. The way to reach it—go 
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Fok style, St, and wear there is no necessity 

oe Se ten > Se 7 oe ee 
want in a Hawes for three Tf we have no 
in your city we will send you the latest 
receipt of three dollars; give us your height, 
measure, sive worn, and state whether you wish 
stifl or soft 


Hfanes Hat Gmpany 


Three , cor, t3th Street J 
NEW YORK Towntown way, in —_ — 
Stores Uptown: ern. goth 
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ments every established 50 YEARS. By our system of t pey- 
y in moderate circumstances can 

awe "Lake old instruments in exchange oy 

ake new piano in your home free of expense. 


Wi 
OSE 2 SONS CO.. 160 Boylston St., Boston, Mass, 
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Ghe Oravelers 


Insurance Company 
OF HARTFORD, CONN. ¥5 
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Chartered 1865. (Stock.) Life, Accident, and! 
Employers’ Liability Insurance, 





JAMES G. BATTERSON, President 


es 





PAID-UP. CAPITAL 


$1,000,000 


JULY 1, 1901 
Total Assets, (““SiiisNorinctupep, ") . $32,198,504.44 
Total Liabilities (actuding Reserves) . + +++ + «+ £27,499,719.25 
Excess Security to Policy-holders . . «. ..  4,698,785.19 
Paid to Policy-holders since 1864 . . «. 44,469,462.48 
Total Insurance in Force ; : 7 , . 499,260,653.00 





GAINS: 6 months, January to July, [901 


In Assets ‘ ; : ‘ ; -  $3,270,172.92 
In Insurance in Force (Life Department Only) ‘ ‘ 4,739,635.00 
Increase in Reserves (Both Departments) - , : 1,165,244.44 


Premiums, Interest, and Rents, 6 months 











Sylvester C. Dunham, Vice-President. 
John E. Morris, Secretary. J. B. Lewis, M.D., Medical Director and Adjusters. 
Edward V. Preston, General Manager of Agencies. Hiram J. Messenger, Actuary. 
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ED. PINAUD’S 


Most Exquisite Perfumes. 
VIOLETTE REINE, 
ROYAL CHRYSANTHEME, 
FRENCH CARNATION PINK. 


One drop of these perfumes contains the 
fragrance of a bouquet of freshly cut flowers. 





Sold mee coaryushere in A S. and 
ofa tine bottle Arreety Vike 
sent by mati, pr 
ED. PINAUD’S 
IMPORTATION OFFICE, 


46 Bast 14th Street, 
New York City. 


ED. PINAUD’S 
EAU DE QUININE HAIR TONIC. 


The Best Hair Restorer. A Positive Dandroff Cure. 


ED. PINAUD’S 


VIOLETTE DE PARME TOILET WATER. 
Most Exquisite for the Bath and Atomizer. 
































“Under biue Italian skies.” 


SAN JOAQUIN 
VALLEY, 


This wonderful California valley 
has less than a million ne but 
is capable of sustaining voy a 
tion equal to that of Italy. 
nearly thirty-three millions. It is 
similar in climate and productions to 


remarkable inducements for persons 
to live in a pure, healthful 
ere and upon a most produc- 
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LAN VOsSE VOSE piano awe take “< instruments in exchange 0 
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Ghe Oravelers 


Insurance Company 
OF HARTFORD, CONN. 














Chartered 1863. (Stock.) Life, Accident, and 
Employers’ Lie bility Insurance. 





JAMES G. BATTERSON, President 





PAID-UP CAPITAL 


$1,000,000 


JULY 1, 1901 
Total Assets, (4° SSworinctopen - $32,198,504.44 
Total Liabilities (actuding Reserves) Se be . 27,499,719.25 


Excess Security to Policy-holders . « «+ 4698,785.19 
Paid to Policy-holders since 1864. . «.  44,469,462.48 
Total Insurance in Force Sa - + 499,260,653,00 





GAINS: 6 months, January to July, 1901 


In Assets - ‘ ¢ . ‘ ; -  $4,270,172.92 
In Insurance in Force (Lite Department Only) ‘ ; 4,739,635.00 
Increase in Reserves (Both Departments) ; ‘ : 1,165,244,44 


Premiums, Interest, and Rents, 6 months : ‘ 4,538,683.18 











Sylvester C. Dunhem, Vice-President. 
John E. Morris, Secretary. J. B. Lewis, M.D., Medical Director and Adjuster. 
Edward V. Preston, General Manager of Agencies. Hiram J. Messenger, Actuary. 
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“Garden City of the Golden State.” 





SAN JOSE, 





CALIFORNIA. 
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